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Description: 

(Takes place before the end of season 1, "AKA Smile") Despite Kilgrave's power being amped, Jessica still believes 
he can't control her. Yet when Kilgrave commands everyone to stop, she is shocked to find that she is frozen still. 
This is a version of reality where she isn't faking. Now, Jessica has to once again live, locked in his grasp. 


1. Frozen 


Chapter One: Frozen 


He holds Patsy’s hand tightly, glaring at Jessica, thoughts running rampid through his 
head. She’s faking. She’s lying! She always lies. It’s what she does. Leave now before she tries 
to kill you! 


But no. He couldn’t bring himself to go without knowing. Without being sure. 


“If Patsy or I, ever hear from you, or see you, or see anyone who looks like you, she will 
slit her own throat. It’s the ultimate contingency.” Kilgrave barks, the purple veins on his neck 
pulsing with anger. 


Yet still, Jessica doesn’t move. 
She’s faking. She must be. 


“Kiss me.” He whispers to Trish, who stood next to him, holding his hand like a mindless 
child. “Mean it.” He adds with a growl, his eyes never leaving Jessica’s. 


I must know for certain. 


As if her body were on autopilot, Trish reaches for him, longingly locking her lips around 
his, pawing at him with thirst. For a moment, his eyes close, feeling her tongue rock against 
his as the kiss deepens. But only for a moment. The seconds seem to bend reality to feel like 
minutes, as his eyes open, to see the women he loved. Standing frozen, drowning in her own 
horror. 


“Oh god, it’s true, isn’t it?” Clarity hit Kilgrave like a bullet train, plowing through him 
and ramming into his heart. He drags himself away from Trish, who had still been carrying 
out his orders against his lips. 


Indeed. Jessica was powerless. She hadn’t moved an inch or even opened her mouth in 
protest. Jessica was his. 


“You would let me take your belovéd sister?” 
Jessica doesn’t move. 


A relieved smile spreads across his face like wildfire. “My god, it’s finally over. You’re 
mine now. No more fighting, no more of these ugly displays.” His hand waves at the mess 
around him. The people standing frozen in pools of their own blood. Ordered to stop, but still 
raving with energy, ready to continue killing each other at will. Ready to obey. 


“You'll be with me now...” The excitement seems to ooze through his pores and drip over 
his entire body, forcing him to pause and catch his breath with a grin. “Look, after a while — 
however long this takes — I know... I know you’ll feel what I feel.” 


Love. In his own, sick, twisted kinda way. She would feel love. She would have to feel 
love. He wouldn’t stop until she did. Not just in her head, but in her heart. He would teach her 


to love him, goddammit, no matter how long it takes. 
“Let’s start with a smile.” 
Jessica smiles. 


Yes. That was the smile he had fallen in love with. It warmed his heart because it had been 
so long since he had seen it. It’d been so long since she was his. 


An over-joyed, breathy laugh escapes his lips, the shock of reality still settling in. Leaning 
into her, he whispers, “Tell me you love me.” 


So without a moments hesitation, and without even flinching, she looks him in the eye, a 
smile still ghosting her lips as she utters, “I love you.” 


And on the inside, Jessica Jones was dying. Fighting a battle that had already been lost. 


2. Honestly? 


Author’s note: 


Okay, so I’m very new to publishing things on here, although I am not new to reading or 
writing fanfiction. The thing is, the first chapter was practically already written for me and all 
I did was add some inside commentary. Meaning the rest of the writing here on is completely 
unscripted and I’m nervous releasing it. All I ask is that if you have suggestions for writing 
improvement, that you PM me so I can successfully address it. I’ve never put my work out 
there for other people to read so please be kind! I do appreciate constructive criticism though! 
Thanks! 


Chapter Two: Honestly? 


Kilgrave spoke calmly and slowly, but the desperation still bled through his words and 
seemed to overpower any sense of control he thought he had. Under different circumstances, 
Jessica would have laughed and pointed it out. But the atmosphere didn’t allow for it, because 
the question he asked made the air seem heavy and almost unbreathable. 


“Answer me honestly. What do I have to do to make you truly love me?” 


It felt like a few ago that Jessica had left Trish on that doc. A few hours? A few days? A 
few minutes? How was she to tell? Time seemed irrelevant now. Nevertheless, she should 
have been using that time to think. Think her way out of this. Maybe it was that the shock 
hadn’t quite settled in yet, but thinking about anything hurt. It physically hurt. 


So she just sat. 


Kilgrave had ordered her to sit down and not move after she had gone to the interior part 
of the yacht. He disappeared after that. Probably to go give orders to the newly enslaved crew 
that he had brought on this little excursion. But it didn’t matter. 


She was facing away from any windows but she could hear the sound of the water crashing 
against the metal, and the gentle, almost soothing rock of the ship. It was then, that for a 
moment, she wondered where they were going. But the thought crossed her mind only for a 
second. Because what was the point in wondering? Anywhere with him would be Hell. That’s 
where she was going. Hell. Wherever he walks, he leaves a trail of misery and death behind 
him. What better way to describe it? 


When her mouth opens to answer his question, her lips twitch. 


What she wanted to say was that there was no power in the universe that could make her 
love him. She wanted to say “Nothing”. But the word didn’t come out. The scary part was 
that that’s what she believed, but it’s not what she would say. Could it be possible that the 
truth and her beliefs were two completely different things?! 


Like her brain didn’t understand the question, she stalls. As if the answer was buried 
deeper than any other truth she had ever known. Her lips continue to twitch, and her voice 
croaks quietly, but she had yet to give an answer. 


Her hesitation confused both of them equally, and he furrows his eyebrows at her 
impatiently, “Answer me.” 


The words formed in her mouth before she even knew what she was saying, stuttering out 
what must have been true. “B-be normal...” 


Author’s note: 


Chapter three will be published in the next few days. I know this one was short but I have 
the next one written already. It’s just a matter of typing it. Thanks guys! Feel free to leave a 
review! 


3. Powerless 


Author’s note: 
This chapter is considerably longer than the others, just a heads up! 
Also, this story is rated M for a reason. Proceed with caution. 


Please leave a review or PM me! 


Chapter Three: Powerless 
*****Nearly three years ago***** 
“Let us —” 


“No... wait...” Jessica puts her hand on Kilgrave’s chest, stopping him from making a 
command. “I can do it...” 


As usual, it was his idea to go out tonight. Sitting still never seemed to be good enough for 
him. Life always needed to be moving faster which is one of the reasons he was so displeased 
with day-to-day operations. 


But it was Jessica’s idea to come here. This would be their first time at a public club 
together, because it wasn’t really Kilgrave’s speed. He more enjoyed fine dining and private 
events. However, today was special. It was their one year anniversary and to celebrate, he 
allowed her to make plans for the evening. 


Being Saturday night, with such perfect weather, it took them over half an hour to get from 
the penthouse they were staying in to the expensive club they just arrived at. 


The outfit he had picked out for her was a strapless, short, dark purple dress which was 
about the only color she wore now-a-days. The fact that the dress was skin tight along with 
the height of the black heels she had on made it nearly impossible to walk in. Earlier in the 
night she had made her own accommodations to it, by tearing a slit at the bottom of her dress, 
to give her legs room to move. Sure, she had taken a good scolding for it, but Kilgrave let it 
slide unpunished, because it gave her that classic, rugged “Jessica Jones” look that he didn’t 
love, but admired. 


The color purple was disgusting to her now, but it also appeared in a lighter shade, as 
lipstick that she had smeared on her lips. After a year of playing dress up for him, his details 
about make-up became less specific, and he didn’t bother making her straighten it up. Then 
there was the heavy violet jewel that hung around her neck. Wondering where he stole it from 
was a waste of energy, but he made her wear it nearly everyday. Gaining a new nickname, so 
Jessica referred to it as her “collar”. Marking that she was owned. 


The line for the club seemed infinitely long, and wrapped around the corner. These people 
had to wait for someone to leave before they would even be considered to enter. No way in 
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hell Kilgrave would stand for it. 


But in the last month of her imprisonment, Jessica had been subconsciously training him 
on how to lead a life without using his powers. Subtle tips, such as asking room service for 
coffee instead of ordering it. Or making casual small talk with strangers instead of instantly 
telling them to go away. It was the little things that counted. This was her own private 
experiment. Conditioning a murderous, psychopath to be an ordinary member of society. 
Slowly. Very slowly in fact. But something was better than nothing. Besides, it allowed her to 
concentrate on something besides how horribly depressed she had become. It gave her a 
mission. And surprisingly, Kilgrave was a good student, whether he knew he was learning or 
not. 


Today’s lesson: Manipulating people without force. As a P.I, she had observed the security 
guard in front of the door who was in charge of letting people enter. He was tall, and broad, 
most likely in this late forties, but his looks didn’t matter. He was a man. The last two people 
he had sent to the back of the line were a middle aged woman and a young man who looked 
too uptight to go out anywhere. The people he had sent through were two skanky looking 
girls in their twenties, giggling and wobbling like they were already drunk. 


They weren’t the only ones who could play at this game. “I can do it...” She mutters 
slightly tentatively, looking up at Kilgrave. 


As an initial reaction, he opens his mouth to stop her, but snaps it back shut again, 
overcome by curiosity. So instead of responding, he just looks at her and shrugs. 


Unhooking her arm from his, her heels click against the pavement as she steps to the 
guard, completely relaxed. This wasn’t her first time putting on a performance for someone. 
She was very good at faking. 


“Umm...” Twirling a strand of her hair between her fingers, she proceeds with her best 
valley girl impression. “Do you think we could...” leaning in, she whispers, pressing her 
palm to his chest, the same way she did with Kilgrave when she wanted something, “... skip 
the line?” Being sure to bat her eyelashes a bit, she bites her lower lip. 


The man’s expression softens considerably, and he grins down at her. “Well, I uhh think I 
might be able to pull a few strings for you.” Unclipping the short velvet, he steps aside for her 
to enter, sparking numerous complaints from the people in line. 


“Thank you!” She winks before taking Kilgrave’s hand and pulling him inside. The guard 
noticeably tenses when Kilgrave walks in with her but lets them both pass without incident. 


To Kilgrave, watching Jessica was pure entertainment. She was different than the others. 
Better. In what way? It wasn’t just her super strength, but he couldn’t quite put his finger on it 
yet. Of course, did didn’t like the way that she had laid her hands on someone besides him, 
and he planned to deal with that soon. 


Meanwhile, as they entered together, Jessica led the way. She had never been here before 
but she knew her way around clubs almost as well as she knew her way around bars. Finding 
it was rather crowded, getting through was a struggle for both of them. The moment her hand 
starts to slip from his, he yells to her over the music. “Don’t go far,” ensuring that she would 
not leave his sight. 
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But she simply rolls her eyes, muttering something inaudible before reassuring him. 
“Relax.” Even if it hadn’t been a command, this wouldn’t be a good place to make the slip on 
him. Besides. She was smart enough to know by now that he had safeguards in place for if 
anything unexpected happened. She couldn’t risk it. She wouldnt. 


Once they arrive at the stool bar, Jessica attempts to sit down, in desperate need of a drink. 
Before she gets the chance to, Kilgrave snatches her wrist up again, shaking his head. “Come 
here.” The familiar tone of his voice indicates that she’s done something wrong. Frowning, 
she follows him silently. All around them, people were dancing, partying, having fun, and 
getting drunk. But Kilgrave shoves past them repeatedly telling people to “Get out of the 
bloody way.” 


On the other side of the dance floor, he stops her at the VIP section area which was fairly 
secluded from the rest of the club. The two guards were told to ignore them as they entered, 
which caused an uproar from the man who seemed to be in charge of the section. Two girls 
sat on either side of him, two more girls on the adjacent couch, kissing, and another man, 
smoking, and watching intently at the girls touching each other. 


“Hey! What the fuck do you think you’re doing?” The man in charge yells, startling all the 
girls and alarming the man who was smoking. 


Just as the men stand up to confront them, Kilgrave cuts in. “Both of you, pick up a glass. 
Break it in your face.” 


Doing as each of them were told, the glass splinters into their skin, the remaining alcohol 
burning into every cut, forcing each to let out their own wail of pain and a few muffled 
shrieks from the girls. 


“Now shut up and leave.” He says to the men and three of the girls. The last girl left is told 
to “Fetch drinks.” Which she does with haste. 


Well, maybe Kilgrave wasn’t such a good student after all. 


None of this was new to Jessica. His temper, or his ridiculous demands. In fact, she had 
seen much worse. Therefore, she wasn’t shocked or frightened, but just... disappointed. 
“Why did you do that?” — Is what she wanted to ask. But the answer didn’t matter. He did 
what he did because he wanted to. That’s the way he lived his life. Instead of speaking, she 
quietly follows him to the vacant sofa and sits next to him. 


He pulls her closer possessively, his hand around her waist, and looks at her sternly. 
“Never lay your hands on another man again, unless I tell you too. You. Are. Mine. Do you 
understand?” 


There was really no point in asking if she understood or not. It was just way to get under 
her skin and assert his control at the same time. Making her more of a pet than she already 
was. “Yes. I am yours.” She spits back robotically. 


When one of the trembling girl’s returns with a tray full of random drinks, Kilgrave 
smirks. True, he never specified on what he wanted. “Good. Now go and never come back.” 
Gratefully, she scurries away. 


Jessica goes straight for the vodka and drinks three large gulps right from the bottle 
without hesitation. The more she drank, the easier the night would get. 


12 


Drunk Jessica was fun Jessica, more or less. She definitely had more of an attitude too, but 
she dwelled less on right and wrong and just did. Kilgrave was a little buzzed too, so things 
had lightened up after their rough start to the anniversary. 


“Dance with me.” She purrs, standing up momentarily, but falls back into her seat. 
“T don’t dance.” He laughs, enjoying the not-so-tense side of her. 

“Please~” 

“No.” 

“But —” 

“Stop asking me.” Grinning, he knows full and well he’s won. 


“Fine.” She pouts and stands up again, stumbling her way over to the edge of the VIP 
section, where the velvet ropes closed them off. 


“Jessica.” His voice is a quiet warning to her, but she shrugs it off. 


“T’m not going far!” Without leaving his sight, she peers past the security guards, looking 
for something specific. 


When she returns to Kilgrave, she has a young man hooked around her arm. “This is 
Jonathan!” She grins as if she’s done something clever. 


“Uh... my name is actually Jason...” Jason was fairly good looking, although his physical 
details didn’t really stick with Jessica. He was generally confused as to why he was needed by 
a stranger, but if it meant he got to be in the VIP section and he might have a good story from 
it, he didn’t really care. 


“Shhh...” Jessica shushes him. “Anyway. He’s here to dance with me! Since you won’t...” 
Slightly off beat due to the alcohol, she presses her back to his chest and moves her body 
against his. And figuring this was some sort of kinky sex agreement with the guy on the 
couch, and since Jessica was hot, Jason went with it and rocked his body with hers, the 
slightest bit of excitement in his eyes. 


Observing Kilgrave’s startled look of confusion, Jessica smiles, clearing something up for 
him. “You told me not to lay my hands on another man! Look! No hands!” Showing him her 
palms, she grinds her ass against his crotch, loving the fact that this got under his skin. 
Disobedience in obedience. It was brilliant, and stupid all at once. 


For a moment, Kilgrave does nothing, but stares with his jaw dropped. But he drew the 
line when Jason decides it’s a good idea to put his hands on her hips. 


“We're leaving. Now.” Just before he nearly drags Jessica outside, he growls to Jason. “Go 
suck your own dick.” 


Right now, Jessica wasn’t afraid. In fact, she was proud, and slightly amused. Making her 
asshole of a captor jealous gave her a sense of power in the situation. He would never fully 
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control her. No matter what he said. 


Their car was right across the street where they left it, because their random driver sat still 
as he was ordered to. He had probably pissed himself because they had been gone for so long. 


“Drive.” Kilgrave snaps, the moment he closes the back door. Despite his deep seeded 
anger and frustration for what Jessica had done, more than anything he was aroused. A 
dangerous combination. “Come here.” Knowing what he wanted, she bites her lower lip, 
hiking up her dress to be able to straddle over him, her knees landing on either side of his 
waist, allowing herself to add a bit of desired pressure against his hips. Even there, she could 
feel his hardness through his pants. 


“You love disobeying me, don’t you?” He breathes, sliding his hands up her thighs. 


“T have never disobeyed you...” Her voice is playful and innocent, and the reek of vodka 
doesn’t deter him at all. 


“But you like to push the boundaries, don’t you? Test my limits...? What should I do to 
you for that, hm? How should I punish you?” His eyes wander down her body as he talks. 


“Doesn’t it make things more interesting when I test you? Isn’t it better that I’m not 
another one of your mindless slaves?” 


His eyes darken when she says that. “Don’t ever —” 


Before he could finish, she pounces on him and presses her lips to his, effectively getting 
him to shut up, and not make the command. No more. The more he talked, the worse her life 
became. Maybe this way, she could pretend she had a normal like. At least for a little while. 
Pretend that the man underneath her wasn’t keeping her prisoner. Wasn’t raping her. Wasn’t 
using her as some sort of play toy. To pretend was easier than swallowing reality. 


Besides, sex was inevitable with him. Better to do it of her own free will than to be locked 
outside of her mind. And the sooner he came, the sooner she could relax. 


Tonight, he was more eager than usual, seeing as he was too restless to wait until they got 
back to the penthouse. When she interlocks her tongue with his, he groans in her mouth and 
tugs at her lace panties, impatiently. Seemingly just as impatient, Jessica quite literally tears 
her underwear off, dropping them on the floor by his feet, causing him to grin against her lips. 


“You want it today, don’t you?” Pulling away from her lips, his eyes light up, feeling the 
wetness of her sex with his fingers. 


“Yeah~” She croaks back, rocking her hips against the feathery touch of his fingertips. 


“Good.” Kissing her again, he draws his hand away, leaving her sex throbbing for release. 
Moving quickly, he unbuckles his belt and pushes his pants down enough to free himself, 
taking a condom from his pocket and slipping it on with haste. The thirst for her was 
consuming him. Grabbing her waist, he pushes her down until his hard length is fully inside 
her, both of them letting out a moan of pleasure. 


More proof of how impatient he was. Normally, he would take his sweet time with her 
body. Build up to the climax, ever so slowly. Peeling her clothes off, piece by piece, before 
covering every inch of her skin with kisses. Or maybe he would have her explore his body as 
well. But today, she rocked against him fast and hard, hiding her face in the crook of his neck. 
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Her hands desperately gripped the front of his jacket, little moans, whimpered in his ear. His 
hands wandering up her dress mindlessly, letting her do all the work on top of him, his hips 
still thrust up instinctively. 


It didn’t take much before he was panting her name, “Jessica, Jessica, Jessica~” Long and 
slow, it rolled off his tongue and tasted like fine wine on his lips, until his climax hit. And 
with two extra thrust, she finished just after him, the orgasm shocking her ovaries. 


What is sexual release cannot be mistaken for emotional connection. For Jessica, being 
with him, she was able to develop the skill of separating mind and body. Sex was sex. It was a 
natural longing of the body. Having an orgasm with him didn’t make her hate him any less. 
Maybe that was obvious to her, but to Kilgrave, it was a sign of submission and willingness. 


With no immediate commands in her system, laying there on top of him, she almost felt 
free. With the lasting high of sexual release and the alcohol in her blood, she almost felt 
normal. 


KK Drasent Day***** 
“B-be normal...” The words tasted like puke in her mouth. 


How could there even be an answer to that question?! But she wasn’t done yet. Once 
again, the words are being said before she can even process then in her head. “If you don’t 
use your powers... I could learn to love you.” 
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4. Smiles 


Chapter Four: Smiles 


Relief washed over his face the moment she answered. Relief that there was an answer. 
Relief that she didn’t say “Nothing” to leave him trapped in a completely loveless 
relationship. 


However, what she wanted would be more than difficult to achieve, washing over his relief 
with frustration. “Don’t use my powers?! Jessica...” When he laughs, it’s forceful and 
weighed down by angst. He proceeds to slide his hand down his face and shake his head. 
“Jessica, Jessica, Jessica... what do you expect me to do?! If my power wasn’t keeping you 
here, how could I stop you from leaving? How could I stop you from killing me?!” 


The questions were rhetorical, but she was still forced to answer honestly. This time there 
was no hesitation. “You couldn’t.” 


Her response made him clench his jaw with irritation but it didn’t anger him. She was right 
after all. “Exactly.” He shifts in his chair uncomfortably, and loosens his tie. “So tell me this. 
If you were me, what would you do in this situation?” 


“Tf I was you?” She blinks twice, furrowing her eyebrows. “I would forget about you.” 
“What?!” 


“T would forget about you.” She repeats in a monotone voice. ‘Move on. Get over it.’ 
Shrugging, she stares him dead in the eye to show her lack of fear. “The love you speak of is 
weak and replaceable. You never loved me, you just love the challenge. The game. It was all 
just a game to you. Being tested, being pushed. You loved that fact that I didn’t act like all 
your other mindless bitches. You loved that I made you want it.” Now, she was snarling at 
him, baring her teeth and clenching her fists. If she hadn’t been told to stay seated, she would 
have been up in his face. “Get. The fuck. Over it. 


Why don’t you stop bullshitting yourself and admit that you want to keep your power more 
than you want me to love you! Because you sure as hell can’t have both. You love your 
power! Always have, always will. You don’t love me. The fact that you even think you do 
proves how fucked up and psychopathic you are! Is this what love is to you? Huh?! “She 
motions around the room and then points from him to her. Her eyes full of desperation and 
anger in one, as if she was trying to get him to understand.” Look around you! Who told you 
that love was holding people hostage?! Making them prisoners? Slaves?! Wake the fuck up 
Kevin! You want me, because I was the only one that walked away from you, and left you 
longing for more.” 


Taking a deep breath, she gathers herself, before adding with a smirk, just for kick, “Oops, 
sorry. I wasn’t the only one, was I? Your parents were the first.” 


Through this entire rant, he had sat and waited patiently for her to finish. Of course, he 
disagreed with nearly every word that came out of her mouth, but he was respectable enough 
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to let her finish, knowing eventually she would run out of steam. She had been tip-toeing 
around it, and using the name Kevin was aggravating, but not interruption worthy. And yet at 
the mention of his parents, she had crossed the line. It was a sore subject for him in multiple 
ways and she knew that. 


“Stop. Talking.” He growls, and stands up, stepping closer to her until she has to look up 
to look him in the eye. ‘You have no idea what I have gone through to get here. To get you 
back.’ his voice is threateningly quiet. “I went through torture, Jessica. More torture than I 
had ever endure when I was experimented on as a child. Do you have any idea what it feels 
like to be injected with anatomy changing chemicals in your spinal cord? Here.” He reaches 
behind her and presses his index finger against the base of the back of her neck, where 
multiple injection scars were on his body. “Or here,” He moves his hand up a few more 
inches to the soft spot on the back of her skull. 


The slightest touch of his fingers on her skin gave her goosebumps and an unwanted chill 
down her spine. He was too close for comfort. With his arm over her shoulder, he stood 
directly in front of her, and the familiar aroma of lavender cologne filled her lungs. Such a 
lovely smell to some, but it was putrid to her because of the memories attached to it. The way 
her body had reeked of the same scent after the endless nights they spent together in bed. It 
made her dry heave silently as he continues talking. 


When he pulls her hand away, she lets out a breath that she didn’t realize she’d been 
holding in. 


“Do you know what that felt like?! I did it for you. To get you back! If you can’t call that 
love, then I think you’re the one with the off definition.” He takes a step back to get a better 
look at her. ‘Jessica... my Jessica.’ Softly, he brushes the back of his hand against her cheek, 
causing her to flinch away, so he grabs her chin instead and tilts her head up to look at him. 
“The only way to get you here was to use my power.” His tone had gotten considerably softer 
now, the intimate space allowing him to have a bit more sympathy for her. 


He could she just by the look in her eyes that she was itching to say something in response, 
and graciously, he gives her another chance. “You can speak. Choose your words wisely...” 


Pulling her chin away from him, she smiles as sweetly and innocently as possible, batting 
her eyelashes as she says, “Well you know... you could have just asked me nicely. I’m sure I 
would have loved to come with you willingly.” 


It was shocking to him that in a time like this, she could still retain such a sarcastic and 
dark sense of humor. 


He laughs condescendingly, before sighing and shaking his head at her. “Using humor to 
mask your pain. That is so you, Jessica Jones.” First, her looks out the small window across 
the room, and then up at the clock behind her. “I’m going to leave now.” Just by the look on 
his face, she could tell he had something uncomfortable planned for her and maybe pissing 
him off wasn’t the best idea. 


“And while I’m gone,” he goes on, ‘you’re going to smile, look pretty, and sit completely 
still.” The fear could now be seen in her eyes as he crouches down in front of her, talking 
softly, as if to a child who was getting a timeout. “And when the muscles in your face begin 
to ache, and burn, you’re going to think about what you said wrong, that made this 
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conversation so much more unpleasant than it had to be.” Flashing her one last smile, he 
stands up, presses a quick kiss to her lips, and walks out. 


The moment he’s out of her sight, she smiles with her teeth showing, and stays completely 
still, sitting in the chair like a life-sized doll. The taste of him still lingering on her lips. 


Author’s note: 


Thanks for the continual support! I had writers block for like a month but now the chapters 
are coming faster than ever! 
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5. Playing Hero 


Author’s note: 


Yes, I have a plan for this story. I know these first few chapters have been a bit slow but 
after this, I think it will pick up a little more. Hopefully. If you’ve read this far, don’t give up 
on it just yet! 


Anyway, I have the entire plot sketched out for this story and I can honestly say it’s 
brilliant. It could take up to 30 chapters, but goddamnit, I will finish this story! 


Thanks for reading! Please review! 


Chapter Five: Playing Hero 


Jessica was positive now. Hours had passed. If she concentrated hard enough, she could 
hear the clock behind her, ticking away the seconds. She had counted somewhere around 
thirteen thousand ticks but she frequently lost track. Why? Because the muscles in her face 
felt like they were on fire. Constantly twitching now to keep the smile plastered in place. And 
as he said, once her muscles start to ache, she was to think about what she did wrong in the 
conversation. It was rather hard to count away the seconds, and re-count ‘mistakes’ at the 
same time, which is why the number 13,463 could be completely random. 


How long would he leave her here? A full day?! Each tick of the clock was agony. It was 
obvious what she had done wrong. Going off on him was pushing it, but mentioning his 
parents might’ve been overkill. When he couldn’t control her, maybe that would have been 
something she could get away with. Now, it was just stupid. 


Fuck. This was all her fault, wasn’t it?! It was all her fucking fault. If she hadn’t stopped to 
help Malcolm all those years ago, she wouldn’t have met Kilgrave. He wouldn’t know she 
had powers or even that she existed for that matter. And what would have been the 
consequences?! Malcolm would have a black eye and a stolen wallet. Hardly anything 
compared to reality. If she hadn’t stopped, Reva would still be alive. Hope would still be 
alive. Hope’s parents would still be alive. Ruben would still be alive. Wendy would still be 
alive. Even Kilgrave’s parents would still be alive. And so many other people around her 
would have never suffered. Trish would have never suffered. Never been physically or 
emotionally damaged by that maniac. 


And sure. One could argue that Kilgrave would still go on living his fucked up life. 
Terrorizing, brainwashing, kidnapping, and raping innocent people. But what was he doing 
now?! The same. Fucking. Thing. Her efforts were wasted. All this horror for nothing. 
Disaster after disaster for nothing. All because she tried to play hero. All because she stopped 
to beat up those thugs. All because she tried to save Hope. All because she failed. 


If only she had walked away when she had the chance. But now, she sat there, once again 
his puppet. She couldn’t stop it. Tears began to roll down her cheeks, and for once, she truly 


19 


felt helpless. Wishing he would return, so she could stop fucking smiling. 


Maybe leaving her there like that was too cruel. After all, he was trying to get her to love 
him. But on the other hand, it felt so bloody good to be able to control her again. To stop that 
smart mouth from running. He missed this. Having her obedient again. It was like feeling a 
power high. He had never been this strong before. It was amazing. 


And besides. A little punishment would be good for her. After all, she had drugged him, 
locked him in a box, beaten him up, and electrocuted him. Having her smile for a bit wasn’t 
that demanding. He could have done far worse. Plus, he only planned to leave her there for a 
max of an hour. Just give her a little taste of pain and a chance to think over her mistakes. 


This yacht that he had ‘borrowed’ was exquisite. The other room he had gone to was a 
recreational room. It had a foosball table, air hockey, ping pong table, multiple lounge sofas 
and a reclining chair. He wasn’t sure how playing childish games like that would be effective 
on something that rocked this much, but he really didn’t care. He just wanted a moment to 
rest, and think in silence. 


When he sits down on one of the sofas, a young man enters with a bag of trash, causing 
Kilgrave to sigh and roll his eyes. The man freezes. It wasn’t his fault as he was instructed to 
clean the entire ship and remove any trace of the previous owners. Therefore, he would be 
spared despite interrupting the quiet moment. 


“Get out. And put a ‘Do not disturb’ sign on the door!” 
“Y-yes si—” He stutters but is gone before he can even finish speaking. 


Finally. True peace and quiet. He let his mind run for awhile, still keeping an eye on the 
clock. He thought about where they would go. What they would do together. And more 
importantly, how he would compromise with her, so eventually she’d fall in love. 


Unfortunately, with the dark outside, the slow rocking of the yacht, and the exhaustion of 
the day’s strenuous events, Kilgrave fell asleep. 


“Shit.” Startling awake, he looks up at the clock. Five hours had passed. Five. Bloody. 
Hours. And Jessica was still trapped in that room. 


He curses under his breath again and smooths back his ruffled hair. It was the dead of night 
now and nearly pitch black outside. He should maybe give some of the workers a break, so 
they could take shifts, and none of them would end up passing out from exhaustion, but they 
were the least of his worries now. 


The only option he had was to play this off like he let her stay there on purpose. Yes. Show 
her that he wasn’t afraid of hurting her. Maybe from now on, she would be more grateful for 
the good things he does for her. 


When Jessica hears someone enter the room behind her, she was praying it was him. His 
instructions stated that she only had to stay that way while he was gone. The moment she had 
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visual or audible confirmation that it was him, she would be set free. 


“Stay exactly the way you are.” Kilgrave says before approaching her. He wanted to see 
her. What he had done to her. 


Since five hours had gone by, her entire body had begun to tremble violently, and nothing 
about her looked natural. The wide smile still stuck on her face, but the tears continued to 
pour from her eyes every time she blinked. She looked absolutely broken. And she wished 
now more than ever that she had a chance to wipe her tears, so he wouldn’t see her so utterly 
defeated. 


“Oh Jessica...” He sighs, looking into her almost vacant, swollen red eyes. “You’ve been 
crying...?? He didn’t mean to state the obvious but he couldn’t help but be shocked. 
Crouching in front of her, he holds her face in his hands and brushes his thumbs across her 
wet cheeks. “Alright, stop smiling now.” 


Very slowly, her face begins to droop, but inevitably continues to twitch, her muscles 
experiencing what could only be described as a nervous breakdown. Even then since she was 
free, her crying doesn’t stop. In fact, it worsens, cries melting into loud sobs as he still held 
her in his hands. She couldn’t help it anymore, knowing that the pain she felt now was only 
the beginning. 


“Come here...” Sighing again, he stands up and pulls her to her feet with him. Because of 
her trembling, she could barely stand on her own and was forced to hold onto him for support. 
“Jessica~” Purring now, he pulls her head into his chest. “It’s okay... you can cry to me. You 
don’t have to be ashamed.” Softly, he wraps his arms around her waist and holds her tightly. 
Like a father trying to soothe his child, he brushes one hand through her hair, while the other 
rubs her back. 


Hesitantly, her arms wraps around his waist as she wails against him, dampening his suit 
with her tears. What was the point in fighting it? After all, she didn’t have to be ashamed. She 
could cry to him. 


“You poor thing. You must be so exhausted.” Gently, he sways back and forth in an 
attempt to calm her down. This surprisingly worked. Slowly of course. As her sobs quieted 
down to sniffles, he kisses the top of her head. It honestly pained him to see her so shattered, 
and now more than anything, he wanted to say how sorry he was and that leaving her here 
was an honest mistake. But he couldn’t do that. He couldn’t establish his own weaknesses this 
early in their new relationship! 


Instead, he scoops her up into his arms (which was quite the accomplishment considering 
how skinny he was and his slight lack of muscle). “Come on. Let’s get you to bed.” 
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6. Testing the Waters 


Author’s note: 


Another thanks to my faithful supporters! I didn’t expect the chapters to be written so 
quickly, but your encouragement has made me want to write quicker! 


This one is kinda a fun one. Long, but fun. Enjoy! — The chapter 7 isn’t written yet, but it 
will get more into detail about the nature of their new relationship and how Jessica and 
Kilgrave will function together again. 


(Is the author’s note thing, every chapter, getting annoying now? lol idk, you tell me.) 


Chapter Six: Testing the Waters 


Both Jessica and Kilgrave were becoming more aware of how much more powerful 
Kilgrave had acquired. Now, he could control the actual human body. 


Mind control and body control are two very different things, and no one should have either 
power, let alone both. Last night, he told Jessica to go to sleep, and immediately, she was out 
like a light. That was far from normal. Normally, if he told someone to sleep, they’d close 
their eyes and lay down, but it’d still take a few minutes before the command was fully 
carried out. 


As harmless as sleeping sounds, if he had this new power, he could be potentially 
unstoppable. What would happen if he told someone’s heart to stop beating? Could he 
actually cause a heart attack just by using words? It’d be far less messy than telling someone 
to kill themselves. And if he could do that, what couldn’ he do?! The idea enticed him, and 
horrified Jessica. 


The first time Jessica woke up, it was still dark outside, and she was being carried off the 
yacht onto a dock. Startling back to consciousness, she pushes against Kilgrave’s chest and 
falls out of his arms, onto the cold cement. “Don’t touch me!” Her face still hurt when she 
talked and she groans from hitting the ground so hard, disorienting her even more. Where 
were they? Why were they leaving the yacht? Where was he taking her? Quickly, she stands 
up and looks around, trying to gain a sense of direction. 


He just watches her for a moment, simply amused by her. “Jessica,” he grins, one hundred 
percent calm, “sleep.” 


And just with that one word, she falls back into his arms. 
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The second time she woke up, they were on a plane. First class seats to god-knows-where. 
And again, she jumps awake, looking at Kilgrave on her right and out a window on her left. 
The sun had already risen now, and looking outside was almost too bright for her eyes, which 
still felt slightly swollen from crying last night. They hadn’t left the terminal yet and people 
were still taking their seats. 


She was about to ask how he managed to carry her all the way through the airport and onto 
a commercial flight without being stopped, but it was a stupid question. He got her here the 
same way he gets anything else he wants. “W-what... where are you taking me?” She is sure 
to speak slowly to not overwork her face, but her voice sounds hoarse and tired as if she had 
been screaming all night. But she would have remembered anything like that... right? Wrong. 
Wrong if he told her to forget about anything that happened. Maybe he really did have that 
power. Permanently wiping memories. Control of the body. Shit. Even the idea was terrifying. 


“Please. Stay relaxed this entire plane ride. Don’t try anything stupid either.” He didn’t 
seem at all amused as he was earlier in the night, and she couldn’t be certain why. 


On the other hand, she didn’t have a choice on pursuing it further, because to Jessica, 
relaxed meant not thinking. So she didn’t, and simply laid back in her chair, kicking up her 
feet. 


An old couple, probably in their eighties, dragged on their carry on bags with difficulty, 
over to the seats that were occupied by non paying guests. They look down at the man in 
purple and the girl in the leather jacket, then at their tickets, then back down at them. 


Finally, the old man speaks up. “Ummm, excuse me sir.” His voice is rugged but polite. “I 
think those are our seats. See...” Cautiously, he reaches in front of Kilgrave and points to the 
seat number on the ticket. 


Something had extremely worsened Kilgrave’s mood and the following interaction was 
about to prove it. Very, very slowly, he turns and looks at them, his dark eyes scanning the 
two, up and down. The small purple veins on his neck, gradually starting to pulse. “No. These 
are not your seats.” His voice is almost too quiet, and it’s unnerving to hear. ‘In fact, you’re 
on the entirely wrong flight. In fact, you are going to go back out of here and demand that 
they put you on the right plane. Throw a bloody tantrum. And if they ask you to calm down, 
you’re going to raise your briefcase in the air, and announce to the whole airport that you 
have a bomb, and the only way to stop you from killing thousands of people, is to shoot you.’ 
With a sick, demented smile, he finishes, “Now go.” 


Jessica simply tunes him out. It was the only way she could stay relaxed. 


A few minutes later, just before the plane was about to take off, there’s a voice over the 
speakers. “This is your captain speaking. I have a quick announcement. If you haven’t heard 
already, there was a potential security situation in the airport, that has been dealt with. There 
is absolutely nothing to worry about. We have been cleared for take off, and therefore, there 
will be no delay in our flight to London. I repeat, no delay. Enjoy the ride!” 


“London.” Jessica says aloud after a couple hours of smooth flying, as if it just occurred to 
her. “Why London?” It took her a bit to figure it out, but she could be mellow and think at the 
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same time. As long as it wasn’t about her past, and more on her new future. 


He swallowed a handful of peanuts before looking at her, a softer expression than the one 
he had a few hours ago. “Reconnecting with my roots. I mean, I would never go back to 
Manchester, but London is a beautiful capitol city and I wish I had seen more of it before I 
was turned into a lab rat. And we’ll probably both be national fugitives in the U.S. in a couple 
days, so we had to get out of the country.” The thought made him laugh for some reason. 
“Besides, what better way to travel than with you by my side?” Taking one of her hands in 
his, he inhales deeply and brushes his lips against her knuckles, loving the way her skin 
tasted. 


If she wasn’t so goddamn relaxed, she would have torn her hand from his. Instead, she just 
watches as he presses soft, wet kisses to the back of her scarred knuckles. 


“Oh, you two are a lovely couple!” A British woman from across the aisle says, fondly 
staring at them. 


Normally, interruptions would flare Kilgrave’s temper, but right now, he was in a playful 
mood again, and the idea of playing couple with Jessica was too delicious to pass up. “Aww, 
you hear that Jess?” He squeezes her hand and smiles back at the women. Jessica just glared 
at him. Calm, of course, but unwilling to give into the cerade. Before the conversation 
proceeds, he leans in and whispers “Play along.” 


Now, she smiles and nods, the slightest twitch still stuck in her smile. Leaning forward to 
address the woman she replies, “That’s very sweet of you.” 


“T hope I wasn’t interrupting anything.” She laughs, “Oh and my name is Maria by the 
way.” 
Kilgrave smiles that charming smiles that strangers seemed to find attractive, and speaks 


for both of them. “This is Jessica, and I’m John. Nice to meet you Maria.” 


John? Jessica scoffs in her head. Right, because Kilgrave would sound to evil and Kevin 
died along with his childhood. 


“T know people like to fly first class to avoid dealing with other people, but I just had so 
say it! If you don’t mind me asking, how long have you two been together?” 


Why the fuck did this lady care?! Either she was just unbelievably noisy, or she found 
Kilgrave attractive. Either of those options were annoying. 


Loving this game, he looks at Jessica and shrugs. “Oh we’ve been on and off. But we’ve 
been together... must be two years now. Is that right, Jess?” 


“That sounds about right...” 
“Oh I just love a good romantic story! How did you two meet?!” Maria pries even further. 


Kilgrave had it all figured out as if he had already thought this scenario through in his 
head, he goes on bending the truth, “Well, Jessica was working the night shift at her job, and 
when I saw her, it was like love at first sight. I thought she was incredible! I just had to have 
her.” Maria claps her hands together and sighs in delight. “So I took her out to dinner, and at 
first she was a little reluctant. But with time, I made her feel what I felt for her. And after that, 
we were nearly inseparable. Isn’t that right, Jess?” 
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That version of events must be the demented way that he views reality. The way he turned 
it into something that almost sounded sweet was disturbing. 


“That’s right!” Jessica exclaims as enthusiastically as she can without sounding sarcastic. 


“T love you.” Kilgrave says, just loud enough for Maria to hear and he reaches up to stroke 
her cheek. 


She was told to play along. So as he leans in to kiss her, she mutters “I love you too...” 
before pressing her lips to his. The kiss was slow and deep, and she didn’t protest at all as his 
tongue caresses hers. In fact it wasn’t a bad experience at all considering how laid-back she 
was being. Maybe he should tell her to relax more often. 


He is the first one to pull away, because he couldn’t get too carried away, knowing full and 
well he could have her right in these seats. 


“Awwwww...” Maria whines, still watch them intently. “You too are just absolutely lovely 
together! It warms my heart to see people so in love the way you too are!” 


It was fun at first, talking about their made up relationship, but then Maria began to blab 
on about her ex-husband who broke her heart and her son that she would be returning to in 
England, after a week long business trip. 


After about five minutes of this, Kilgrave was bored of it. “That’s enough.” And just like 
that, in mid-sentence, she stops talking and turns away from them. 


Was “that’s enough” really a command? It would have been different if she was told to 
stop talking or leave them alone. Could strong suggestions now be taken as commands? Was 
he in people’s head even more than before?! 


“You're... you’re stronger.” Jessica whispers as if she was swearing in church. 
“How else would I be controlling you?” He laughs in response. 


She sighs. “No... I mean not just being able to control more people at greater distances for 
longer amounts of time... It’s more than that...” Going into specifics was dangerous, as he 
could get ideas from it, but he knew what she was referring to anyway. 


“Yes, it’s wonderful isn’t it? You noticed too, I see.” He shifts in his chair to face her. “The 
once gentle suggestions are now commands. You see, I’ve been testing the limits with this 
one. Mostly with the people I had working on the yacht. Just dipping my toe in the water! It 
works wonders might I add! 


And oh the most brilliant part isn’t even that! Remember when I told you to sleep? You 
were out instantly! I overrode your natural bodily function to obey a verbal command 
immediately! “He genuinely sounded excited like a child at Christmas, but Jessica straight 
faces him.” Don’t tell me you didn’t notice that too! You must have! Think about this: what if 
I could give commands to someone’s body, and not the actual person?! What if I could 
change a man’s physically form and body chemistry, just by speaking the words?! Imagine 
what I could do with that type of power! Imagine what we could do! I have yet to see the full 
extent of your abilities. And I doubt you’ve explored all of your strength. Tested the limits! 
We could explore that power together, Jessica. Our power.” 
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It was like everything she had said to him last night went in one ear and out the other, 
making her frown and shake her head. “Yesterday, I told you—” 


Cutting her off, he sighs. “Yes, I know what you said yesterday. But there has to be more 
to it than that! I want you to want the same things that I want! Don’t you want to explore this 
with me?” She doesn’t dignify that question with a response. “Well what about a 
compromise?” He was getting desperate now. 


“What type of compromise?” Not that anything like that would work, but she was curious 
to hear what he would come up with. 


“T’m still working on it.” He grumbles back. 


Just then, a flight attendant stops in front of them. “Would you like a complimentary in- 
flight meal? Sir, ma’am?” She holds out two food trays in front of them to see if they wanted 
it. 


After a split second of examination of the yellow rice, dry chicken, strange green vegetable 
and the pudding, Kilgrave scowls at it. “Do you have anything better than that?!” 


“No... well uh—” 

“Tell me, do your pilots eat that rubbish?!” 

“N-no sir. They have steak, green beans and mashed potatoes... but—” 
“Bring us that. And the bottle of your most expensive wine.” 


She was back within a matter of minutes and she gently sets down the hot, delicious 
looking food in front of each of them, along with the wine and two glasses, her hands 
trembling the whole time. “Is there anything else I can do for you, s-sir?” 


“Stop shaking.” He states. 


As this was an involuntary reaction that the body had to fear, normally a command like 
this would do nothing. Before, she would probably just try with all her power, and clench 
every muscle in her body, but still fail at delivering. And yet, just like that, her trembling 
came to an abrupt halt, shocking her, Kilgrave, and Jessica all the same. 


“Good. Now leave.” Once she’s gone, Kilgrave can’t hide his boyish grin. “Ooh. This is 
going to be fun.” 


Even in her forced state of calm, Jessica instantly reaches for the bottle of wine, in 
desperate need of a drink. 


“Ah ah ah.” He stops her, shaking his head. “Eat something first. Then you can drink. I 
don’t want you trying to starve yourself again...” 


Yes. She had tried that once in the past, closer to the beginning of her imprisonment with 
him. Protest by starvation. When he found out what she was doing, it didn’t end well... for 
her anyway. 


Silently, she picks up her fork and does as he says. 


Great. Only four hours and fifty-three minutes of the flight left. 


26 


7. Temper Tantrum 


Chapter Seven: Temper Tantrum 
London. It didn’t seem all that spectacular to Jessica. 


It was just a British city with millions of people who had the same accent as Kilgrave and 
gave her a sick feeling in her stomach. The flight was only seven hours long but because of 
the time difference, it was already past ten p.m. when they landed. 


As usual, Kilgrave “borrowed” someone’s nice apartment, where he determined they’d 
stay until he found somewhere nicer. Much to Jessica’s protest of course. 


Yes, after they exited the plane, she reverted back to her normal self. The opposite of 
relaxed, questioning and criticising every move he made. The events of the flight boiled her 
blood now. Jesus fucking christ, he was still and evil bastard. An evil bastard with the 
emotional processing of a child. 


He refrained from giving out any more orders to her because her would need her clear 
headed for the idea that he would propose to her later, hoping more than anything that it’d be 
good enough for her. 


The young couple who pre-occupied the apartment were told to clean the place up to his 
liking and go on living their lives quietly, but to always stay out of his way. He would most 
likely use them occasionally to do things for him, which is why they were allowed to stick 
around. That is until he got better workers. Jessica stares at him as he tells the pair of them 
that they can go sleep together in the closet now. Out of sight, out of mind. It made Jessica 
queasy. 


When they’re alone, she says, “You haven’t changed at all, have you?” Her voice sounds 
more hurt than angry, but she looks disgusted in him. 


“Did you expect me to?!” He had gotten more irritable after they got off the plane because 
of how she felt the need to voice everything on her mind. He glares at her, his jaw clenching. 


“T mean, yeah! I expected you to grow up!” 


“Grow up?! Please Jessica. I had to grow up the moment my parents abandoned me! You 
have no idea what that was like.” 


“For fucks sake, can you stop using that as an excuse for your psychotic behavior?! Am I 
supposed to have sympathy? Aww, poor little Kevin. Tortured his mummy and daddy after 
they saved his life, and they left him for it. Boo hoo. Get over it and take responsibility for 
once in your pathetic life!” It wasn’t easy for her to forget the last time she crossed the line by 
talking about his parents like that. It was less than a day ago, and she could still feel the 
soreness every time she moved her mouth. But in the heated moment, it was almost worth the 
risk. 
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It took Kilgrave an abundant amount of willpower not to tell Jessica to bite the tip of her 
tongue off and eat it. The only patience he had was because he brought it up first. So before 
he says anything else, he takes a long, deep breath, fighting his own temper. “I suggest you 
tread carefully before you do something you regret.” 


“Oh you mean before I say something that pisses you off too much? Great. So now you’re 
threatening me. That’s very grown up of you.” His eyes narrow, but she goes on anyway. 
“You can be better than that. And I know you can be, because I saw it in you when we were at 
my house.’ Now she sounds less aggressive and more sincere. “I mean, you still had a long 
way to go and way more to learn about not being a manipulative asshole... but you were 
better. Better than this. You actually helped someone! And you enjoyed it! Why can’t you—” 


“Oh, Jessica...” Cutting in, he lets out a laugh of pity as if she didn’t understand 
something very simple. “I was trying to impress you. Of course I was different then. I was 
different because I believed you’d stay and help me to be more like you! All that hero 
bullocks you do to clear your conscious of the shitting things you’ve done in the past. And 
then, you squandered that opportunity.” 


“TI ‘squandered’ that opportunity?! Are you fucking kidding me?!” 


“Yes. You did.” He growls back. ‘I was learning with you there! We could have 
accomplished so much together. But you thought it would be better to drug me and lock me in 
a cage, right?!’ There was fire in his eyes, and a slight amount of fear in hers. Because he had 
a good point and she knew that. “Be honest now.” He didn’t want to have to command it, but 
he needed her to admit he was right for once. “After all of the destruction and devastation that 
came in your life once you tried to lock me up, was it worth it? If you could go back and do it 
again, would you have stayed with me in that house? Should you have stayed with me?” 


Lowering her head, she tries to think of a way to be honest without sounding pathetic at 
the same time. But there really was no way. “I should have stayed with you. Trying to fight 
you was reckless and selfish. I wanted justice. More importantly, I wanted revenge. I wanted 
to hurt you. But if there was a chance that staying with you would have stopped you from 
hurting more people, it was stupid of me not to take it. Instead, I tried to fix the unfixable.” 


Her answer satisfied him. He was right. She was wrong. “Thank you for your honesty.” He 
says as if it were her choice. 


“Now you tell me something. Honestly.” Obviously she couldn’t force him to but she 
trusted that he would at least make an effort. “Do you really think you would be able to 
control that temper of yours, just because you would have me as your little housewife?” 


“What?” 


“T mean~ wouldn’t you still be telling people to go fuck themselves if they pissed you off 
or even if you were just in a bad mood?! Let’s say for example... oh, I don’t know. Telling an 
eighty year old couple to pretend to be terrorists, just because you have a stick up your ass?!” 


“Ts that what this is about?!” To not piss her off anymore than she already was, he stifles 
his laugh and just smirks instead. “You didn’t seem to care at the time.” 
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“You know damn well why I ‘didn’t care’!” She snaps. 
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“Look. I don’t know what I would have been like if you had continued voluntarily living 
with me. But it could’ve been different. It would’ve been different, and you know that. Your 
decision for justice, or revenge, or whatever you want to call it, resulted in the loss of life, and 
the extended suffering of the people around you. And that’s just something you’re going to 
have to live with.” He grins, taking a few steps closer to her until he’s directly in front of her. 
‘This situation might not be voluntary for you now, but I’m sure you can still try. To make me 
‘better’.’ Knowing that she would most likely do nothing about it, he leans down and 
whispers, his lips brushing against hers when he speaks. “Try and change me, Jessica Jones.” 


A command that she had already planned on carrying out. 
waKEE TEMPER TANTRUM***** 


Him kissing her was getting annoyingly out-of-hand. But he was right about her not doing 
anything about it, because she knew that kissing was the least of her worries. Eventually, he 
would want more. He would always want more. And what could she do about that? 


He had decided he would take the bed and Jessica could take the couch. At least right now, 
he wasn’t making her sleep in the same bed as him. 


An hour or so ago, he had gone off for the night, after instructing her not to leave the 
apartment room or do anything he wouldn’t approve of. 


That was left to interpretation, even though it covered a wide range of things. It bothered 
her that she knew him well enough to know what he did and didn’t approve of, and there was 
basically no way to get around that. The first thing she thought of doing was calling Trish. He 
definitely wouldn’t approve that. The second thing was killing him in his sleep. Obviously 
that was off the table. The third was drinking. This one was probably flexible with him. He 
didn’t mind if she drank, just not to the extent of gaining alcohol poisoning. That was good 
enough for her. 


After scouring the cabinets and the fridge, all she could find was a six pack of beers. For 
her, it wouldn’t even be enough for her to get truly drunk on, but it would have to do. As long 
as she didn’t pass out or something, she was still in the guidelines. 


Apparently, neither of them could sleep, because Kilgrave exits the bedroom after 
restlessly laying in bed due to jet lag, planning on sitting by Jessica to watch her sleep. It 
tended to relax him back when they were together before. But he was surprised the find her 
sitting up on the sofa with four crushed beer cans by her feet and a fifth in her hand, that she 
took a long drink from. 


He stood in only his pants, staying in the doorframe until she looks up at him. 


Judging by his almost nudity, she rolls her eyes and finishes off her fifth beer, before 
crumpling it in her hand like a piece of paper. “Couldn’t sleep?” She smirks, picking up the 
last can. 


Instead of answering, he raises his eyebrow and asks, “Trying to drink yourself to death?” 
“Would that be so bad?” 


“Yes.” Walking to her, he grabs the can from her hand, and tosses it aside before she can 
open it. “I disapprove.” 
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“You know, there used to be a time when you loved when I drank. I was more fun to fuck 
around with in bed when I was drunk, right?” She wasn’t drunk now, or even that tipsy, but it 
was apparent that her thought process was a bit clouded. 


“We aren’t going to talk about this right now.” It was too late at night to be arguing with 
her again. 


Alternatively, he sits down on the sofa next to her, biting his tongue. He wanted so badly to 
tell her to take her clothes off. Sitting beside her while he was nearly naked, he could 
practically taste the sexual tension in the air. It had been so long since they were intimate 
together, and he longed for her body every time he was near her. She had been so unbearably 
frustrating almost all day and it was only their first full day reunited. It seemed like the more 
she frustrated him, the more he wanted her. For right now, he refrains, knowing that he 
couldn’t afford to make her hate him anymore right now. He had to remember the objective 
for the long run: love, not sex. He would have to settle for the occasional kiss to hold him off. 


“Since you’re up, we might as well have this conversation now.” He says, trying to ignore 
the fact that he could smell her from where he sat. 


“What conversation?” Noticing how close he was to her, she slides away from him a bit. 


“We should discuss our compromise.” 


Author’s note: 
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8. The R Word 


Author’s note: 


Wow! The reviews really helped me get an idea of what you all wanted and it means the 
world to me! Thank you for the feedback! It keeps me writing! 


Down to business: This chapter has a strong content warning. The story is rated M, 
and this chapter includes non-consensual sex and talk of it as well. 


I apologize if the dialogue is getting a bit repetitive. Here’s the next question for any 
potential reviewers: Are the flashbacks getting in the way of the actual story? Don’t be afraid 
to tell me! 


Chapter Eight: The “R” Word 
*****The first day Kilgrave and Jessica met***** 


“You are extraordinary, aren’t you?” Kilgrave takes her hands and pulls her into the 
bedroom, closing the door behind him. 


Jessica was like a new addition to his playground that he called the world. Never in his life 
had he met anyone with abilities like hers. Sure, he watched the news like everyone else, and 
it was hard to miss seeing Mr. Red-White-and-Blue, the green monster, and the hammer god 
on more than one occasion. But he had never been with anyone like her. 


He was able to hear so much about her life over dinner, and he wondered what else he 
could learn about her. The car accident and how she got her powers seemed like a sore 
subject, but it didn’t stop him from prying. He heard all about Patsy and their childhood and 
her abusive mother too. 


More importantly, Jessica wasn’t like the others on the news. She played the hero game 
more discreetly, saving random people from thugs, and keeping in the shadows. It almost 
amused him how much she cared. But he only thought about what he could do with that type 
of power by his side. The possibilities were wonderfully endless. 


Right now, he was more impatient to see what she could in bed. 


“Come here.” He says pulling her closer to the bed, before capturing her lips with his. She 
was hesitant to kiss him back, more puzzled than resistant. Feeling that hesitation, he pulls 
back and whispers in her ear, softly and sweetly, “You want this Jessica.” 


He learned a few years ago, not to keep saying specifics like, ‘kiss me,’ or ’take my 
clothes off “. It got way too boring, way too quickly. 


Instead, he shoves her jacket onto the floor, needing to remove this atrocious clothing she 
had on. He would have to do something about her fashion sense in the future. 


31 


“You do want me. Don’t you?” He breathes and suddenly she’s eagerly pawing at him, 
kissing the base of his throat and up the side of his neck. 


No. She thinks. 
“Yes.” She moans, pressing her body against his. 


Never in her life had she been this disjointed and confused. It was like anytime he said 
something, she was being pushed out of her brain and forced to watch on the sidelines as her 
body acted on its own accord. After hours of this, it was beginning to terrify her. ‘Be honest’, 
‘Finish eating’, ‘Sit up straight’, ‘Tell me more about that’, ‘Answer me’, ‘Come here’, ‘Smile 
Jessica’. And now she was trying to take his clothes off. 


She knew there had to be other people like her in the world, but mind control?! Seriously?! 
There had to be some kind of PSA out there about this already, right?! Was this real or was 
she just going crazy? Insanity seemed like a simpler solution than what she was dealing with. 


“Good.” He groans and pulls her shirt over her head, his hands sliding down her stomach 
before he unbuttons her jeans, and shoves them down, instructing her to step out of them. 
When she complies, he takes a step back to take a good look at her. She was more beautiful 
than she was fascinating. 


Standing in front of him, she shifts impatiently, a small damp oval forming at the bottom 
of her panties. 


“Oh, you are gorgeous.” His tongue tracing his lips briefly before he says, “I’m a little 
overdressed, wouldn’t you agree?” 


Quickly, she pushes his jacket off his shoulders and yanks his tie undone, all the while 
kissing and sucking on his neck. At this point, he was extremely hard and ready for her, so he 
unbuckles his belt, as she quite literally tears his shirt off. For a second, she pauses to see if 
ripping his clothing was too far, but it pleased him beyond reason. 


“T think we are going to have a lot of fun together.” His words are split apart by moans and 
he pushes her down onto the mattress, taking her mouth in his again before separating her lips 
with his tongue. Working eagerly, his hands unhook and pull away her bra, feeling her breast, 
then freeing himself of his trousers and pulling down her last piece of clothing. 


Before he can penetrate her, she rolls over and shoves him down on the bed with ease, 
doing it herself and pinning his arms up above his head. 


An excited grin appears on his lips just as both of them let out a long simultaneous moan. 


And together, the came again and again and again, until they were both too exhausted to 
move. All the time, Jessica cried in her head. 


Kilgrave had gotten a folded piece of paper and a pen from the bedroom and returned to sit 
next to her again before he starts to explain. 
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“Obviously, as you’ve expressed, using my power on you is less than desirable. Therefore, 
I want to grant you your freedom.” 


He pauses, but Jessica know that wasn’t all. “Okay, what’s the catch?” 


“Well, I can’t give you all of your freedom, now can I? But I’m not going to trap you in 
this apartment either. I will allow you to go and do... whatever, within the city limits. As long 
as I read this list of rules to you every morning.” He unfolds the piece of paper in his hands. 


“What are the rules?” If this was going to be a compromise, she would have to make sure 
everything on the list was fair. 


“T’ll read them to you. One —” 


“No, no no.” She snatched the paper from him and hisses. ‘I’m not stupid.’ Knowing full 
and well that whatever he read would become fact before she could even approve of them. 
“T’ll read it myself.” 


He smirks as she begins reading silently. 
Jessica’s rules: 

1. You cannot hurt or harm me in any way. 
2. You cannot leave the city of London. 


3. You cannot have any communication (direct or indirect) with anymore you already know 
besides me. 


4. You are not to draw unnecessary attention to yourself. 


5. You cannot tell anyone the truth about who you are, or your abilities, and you cannot 
tell the truth about who I am or my abilities. 


6. You cannot go anywhere without my explicit permission. 


7. You are not to harm yourself in any way and you are to keep yourself healthy and 
hygienic. 


8. You cannot investigate or search for any way to take away my powers. 


9. At anytime, if I send for you, (via note, text, call, or messenger), you must do as you’re 
told. 


10. You must be back at our place of living before 8pm. 


11. You are to sleep in our place of living every night, and not leave until you have been 
read the rules. 


12. You cannot have intimate or sexual relations with anyone besides me. 
13. You cannot drink excessively. 


When she’s done reading, she laughs aloud. “Wow, you really put a lot of thought into 
this.” 


“Of course I did. It’s our future.” He doesn’t understand why that was funny to her. 
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“Our future, huh? Well I have some issues with ‘our future’.” 
“T wouldn’t expect anything less from you.” Now, there’s a slight playfulness in his smile. 


“Okay, first of all, you say I can’t leave the city, but then I can’t go anywhere without your 
permission? Seriously... your explicit permission?” 


He looks at the list over her shoulder. “Fair point. But I can’t have you running around 
London doing whatever you want. I need to know what you’re up to. At all times.” 


“At all times? Control freak much?” 


“This is a compromise, so there’s no need to resort to name calling. I’m willing to 
negotiate if you have a better idea.” 


“How about I just check in with you when I get back? You could just force me to tell the 
truth about the details of my day.” 


“Not good enough. You could have already done some damage by the end of the day, 
unsupervised.” 


“Well what do you want?” 
“Text me your whereabout every... two hours and what you’re doing.” 


“Every two hours?! I’ll settle for three. And how do you expect me to text you with no 
phone?” 


“T’ll get you one. But for now, I’m sure you’re creative enough to find some way to keep 
me informed.” 


“Fine.” Slumping back in the seat, she scans the list for her next problem. Number seven, 
keep myself healthy and hygienic? Was that really necessary?” 


“Yes it was. I don’t need to remind you of some of the stunts you’ve pulled in the past, do 
I?” 


‘Stunts’ probably wasn’t the right word, but she got the point. “Whatever... I’m not going 
to play dress up for you though.” 


“T never asked you too. Although, it wouldn’t kill you to wear something besides leather 
and jeans.” 


Just because he said that, she decided that would be all she would ever wear from then on. 
“Okay, then number ten. You’re putting a curfew on me?” 


“Clearly. I have to ensure that you’ll come back at a reasonable time.” 
“Eight pm is pretty steep...” 

“You want nine?” She shakes her head at him. “Ten?” 

“More.” 

“Eleven?! That’s pushing it.” 


“T’ll take eleven.” 
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“Deal. Any other issues.” He hoped she would be done soon. 

“Yeah. Number twelve.” Without saying anything else, she just glares at him. 
Reading what it was, he chuckles. “Oh no. I’m not budging on this one.” 
“You honestly think it’s even necessary?!” 

“Absolutely. It’s very necessary. If I can’t have you Jessica, no one can.” 


She opened her mouth to fight him on it, but she knew he would be stubborn on this one. 
Besides, she couldn’t see herself meeting anyone anyway. The only person she wanted to be 
with was Luke, and there was a good chance that she would never see him again. 


“Anything else?” He asks since she stalled. 


Number thirteen could have been brought to the floor for discussion because it looked like 
he had just wrote it before he came back with the paper. But her definition of ‘excessive’ was 
most likely very different from his. Therefore, if she said nothing about it, she could get away 
with her own interpretation. 


“No. That’s it.” 


She hands him back the list and he makes the agreed upon changes. “Good. We’ ll start in 
the morning.” 


It looked like he was about to get up and leave, so she stops him. “Is this really what you 
want?” Her voice is a little quieter now. 


“Tt is a compromise so not just —” 


“No. I mean, do you really want to live your life like this with me? Wake up everyday, 
read me the rules, and then do what?” 


“T’ll take it one day at a time. And it’s like this now, sure. And we’!l keep at it until... —” 


“Until what? Until I fall in love with you?” This time, it was her laughing out of pity for 
him. “Kilgrave. It’s never gonna happen. I hate to crush your dreams and all, but seriously. 
You forced me to be honest with you, and I said I could learn if you were normal. What about 
this situation seems normal to you? I said don’t use your powers, and just because you’re not 
chaining me to your side 24/7 doesn’t mean you’ re not using them. 


“How could I make you love me if you try kill me or run away?!” 


“T don’t know, but it sounds like a you problem.” She brings her feet up on the couch and 
leans her back against the cushioned arm rest so she could stay facing him. “Wouldn’t it just 
be easier for you to enslave me again?” 


“Enslave you?!” His posture changes now, knowing that this would spark an argument. 


“Yes. I could be perfect for you. I could smile, and wear pretty dresses, and eat with you, 
and sleep with you, and suck your dick any time you asked for it!” There was a hollow, 
sarcastic excitement in her voice, and it was probably more of the alcohol talking. “Why 
don’t you do that?” 
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“Because that’s not what I want anymore.” His words are more rigid and he hesitates to 
say anything more. 


“Ohhh, so you have changed then? You don’t want me as your sex-toy anymore?” 
“You were never that to me.” With each thing she says, he gets more tense. 


“Wasn’t I? Would you prefer the term rape-buddy?” She was prying deeper than she 
originally intended to, but as usual, her deep seeded anger got the best of her. 


This time, he visibly stiffens. “Don’t —” 
“Don’t what? Say rape? It was rape though, wasn’t it? You raped me, Kilgrave.” 


It felt like his blood was boiling under his skin. He hated that word. It was like nails on a 
chalkboard to his ears. But everytime he opens his mouth to shut her up, she raises her voice 
to stay heard over him. 


“Do you want to know the definition of rape? It’s the unlawful sexual activity or sexual 
intercourse carried out forcibly. Now, your powers force people to do things, right?! So 
forcing me to want it, Is. Still. Rape. You’re a rapist.” 


Finally, he breaks through her wall of words and snaps at her, a shade of violet veins, 
covering his entire body, creeping up his skin. “Stop using that word! You. Wanted. It. You 
practically begged me for it! You came to me.” 


“Yeah! After I was your prisoner for almost a year! I knew you would make me do it 
anyway, so what would I bother fighting it? Do you have any idea what it’s like to have 
someone else inside your own head?! You talk of physical torture, but have you ever 
experienced mental torture?! That’s what you do to people. You’re a fucking virus. You infect 
people and burn them up from the inside out. God knows how many lives you’ve ruined and 
how many girls you’ve r-... r-...” She was unable to say it, but she was done talking anyway, 
feeling like she needed to punch the wall, or just punch something. 


“Do you have to argue me on everything?! This discussion is over. In fact, how about you 
just forget we even talked about this.” 


It was more of a common statement, but she stares at him blankly for a second, the fire 
slowly dying in her eyes, replaced by a look of momentary emptiness. “Why are you staring 
at me?” Her voice is considerably quieter and almost sounded embarrassed. 


Oh my. Sweet, innocent Jessica. Having no recollection of their argument on the ‘r’ word 
just seconds ago. Bloody hell, he could get used to this. The whole memory wiping deal. It 
shocked him that it was so effective, and how generally calm she was now that she had 
forgotten the past few minutes. 


In response, he shrugs and stands up, taking the list of rules with him. “Nothing.” His 
content, relaxed smile concerned Jessica because she had no clue what he was so happy 
about. Before she can ask, he’s already walking away. “Get some sleep tonight, Jessica. 
Tomorrow is a new day for us.” 
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9. New Day, New Life 


Chapter Nine: New Day, New Life 
Day One: 


She always looked so peaceful when she was asleep. There was never anger or bitterness 
or regret locked in her facial expressions or body language. It was just her. 


He crouches down next to the sofa to look at her. She had slept in all of her clothes and it 
got under his skin. Temptation to strip her then and there made his heartbeat quicken, but 
again, he resists. There would be a different time and place for that. 


For now, he shifts to his knees on the floor and nuzzles his face into the crook of her neck, 
kissing her skin passionately, letting his tongue smooth over her veins. Today, she slept 
heavily and must have been exhausted from the previous day or she was just hungover. Either 
way, his touch doesn’t wake her, but just lets a gentle moan escape her lips. 


Excitement roared through Kilgrave’s body just by that single noise, and he breathes 
against her jaw line, before pressing his lips against hers. He kissed her hard and slow until 
she seemed to have woken up. 


Her first instinct was to punch him in the throat and throw him all the way against the back 
wall. Even when she jolts awake, her hands lock in place before she can touch him, 
remembering his command from yesterday. Nothing he would disapprove of. Flying across 
the room and breaking his spine would probably be on the disapprove list. 


Instead, she quickly pulls away from him and sits up, staring at him with wide eyes. Worst 
wake up call ever. 


“Good morning Jessica...” His breath is still heavy with arousal as he stands up and looks 
down at her. 


Did he always have to be so perverted?! With frustration, she wipes her lips with the back 
of her hand and snarls at him, the peaceful look she had, erased by disgust. What worsened 
her mood was that she could feel the very slight wetness between her legs. Shit. What was he 
doing to her in her sleep and why did her body enjoy it so much?! 


“Let’s just get this over with.” She grumbles, seeing that he held the list of rules in his 
hand. 


“So impatient.” He was having fun teasing her but he had plans of his own prepared for the 
day, so he unfolds the paper and begins to read. From one, all the way down to thirteen. 


“Great.” Jessica shoves past him and heads straight to the bathroom. It had been too long 
since she had proper privacy. All these rules in her head made it hard to think straight on her 
own. 


Something about last night didn’t sit well with her. They were discussing the rules and 
then... and then he was staring at her. Angry and then happy, just like that. It didn’t make 
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sense. There was a hole, but she couldn’t figure out what it was without having the full 
picture. Thinking about it so hard seemed like a wasted effort. 


Before she knew what she was doing in the bathroom, she was scouring the cabinets for 
something, until she found a packaged, unused toothbrush, which she promptly used and then 
began to strip herself to get into the shower. Ah yes, rule seven. Healthy and hygienic. It 
made enough sense. Either way, it made these everyday tasks feel hollow and meaningless. 
Not even her time in the bathroom was truly hers anymore. Everything she did belonged to 
him. 


When’s she’s finished, she dries herself off and re-dresses in her clothes she had worn two 
days in a row now. They smelled of salt water and airplane food and she knew she would 
have to get new clothes eventually. But clearly, she had no money and she sure as hell wasn’t 
going to let Kilgrave go shopping for or with her. That would be another problem for another 
time. 


Right now, she was just desperate to get away from him. As she’s exiting the bathroom, 
she runs into the girl who was living there with them. Jessica almost forgot the this apartment 
belonged to two other people. The girl was younger than Jessica, no older than twenty-five, 
and she had long red hair, well past her shoulders. Most would consider her beautiful. But her 
cheeks were stained with dry tears and mucus ran down her top lip. Her skinny jeans had a 
wet stream down them from where she had peed herself, and even when she ran straight into 
someone, she keeps her eyes low, staring at the ground with an empty, glazed over look in her 
pupils. Like overnight, she lost her soul. 


“T’m s-sorry...” Sniveling, she quickly steps out of the way. 


Jessica’s heart broke looking at her. It was like staring at a reflection into the past. That 
was her once. So terrified and confused, and lost. Jessica puts her hands on her shoulders and 
says softly, “Listen to me. I know what you’re going through, and I’m going to make this 
right for you. I promise.” 


Still, she doesn’t look up, but just whispers something barely audible. “H-he’s inside my 
head.” 


“T know. But I’m going to —” When the girl hears the sound of Kilgrave coming out of the 
bedroom, she squeaks and runs back into the closet, shutting the door behind her. 


He was dressed in a different suit than the one he had on yesterday. This one was dark 
blue, and it didn’t make him look as ominous as the color purple did. He must have taken it 
from the man of the apartment. 


“What did you do to that girl?” Jessica asks in a low, but threatening voice. 
“You really want to start an argument, this early in the morning?” 


“You really want to go around, sucking the life out of the people you control?!” Her fists 
clench just thinking about it. That girl was her. Fuck, she wanted to hurt him for it. And if she 
couldn’t do that, she at least wanted to express how much she hated him for it. But her eyes 
catch a glimpse at the clock, as he rolls his eyes at her. 


“Sometimes, you are absolutely insufferable.” 


39 


“Forget it.” The clock was about to hit nine. If she left on the hour, it would be easier for 
her to remember when she needed to check in with him next. She pivots on her heel and goes 
to the door, almost ripping it off the hinges when she opens it. “I’m leaving now.” 


Just before she was out the door, he grabs her wrist. “Where’s my goodbye kiss?” He 
smiles and tilts his head, as innocent looking as possible. 


“You're joking, right?” She glares, clenching her jaw. 
“Do I sound like I’m joking?” His smile morphs into a smirk. 


As fast as she possibly can, she wrenches her wrist away from his grip and sprints down 
the hall and into the stairwell, before he can command her to do it. 


By the time her first check in came around at noon, she really hadn’t done anything 
productive. What would count as productive? Probably trying to find a way to get away from 
the bastard. But he had done a pretty damn thorough job with those rules. Covered all the 
bases. What else could she do to stop him? She had nothing. 


What exactly did he expect her to do all day? Make friends? Bullshit. He wanted her to 
play the game. He wanted her to realize how truly helpless she was, day after day, doing 
nothing but wandering the city streets. He wanted her to willingly surrender to being his, and 
at least pretend to be in love, because apparently that would be less painful than this. 


It felt good to be away from him though. To breath new air, even if it was highly polluted. 
At least it didn’t smell of him. London was uncomfortable for her, nevertheless. New York 
was her life, and being away from it was like walking on eggshells. 


But she had to get a feel for it, if this would be her new home for awhile. She had walked 
long and far, but London was twice the size of the entire NYC, so it was impossible to even 
see a fraction of it in one day, with no money for cabs. She was lucky today, to find a five 
pound bill stuck in a sewer drain, but that wouldn’t get her a ride anywhere. 


Close to noon, her feet ached from walking and her forced desire to be healthy made her 
stomach growl. With her only money, she bought a sandwich and some ‘crisps’ at a shop, and 
made her way to a public park where she say on a bench to eat. 


Knowing she would need a phone soon, within minutes, she was friendly with an old man 
sitting next to her, whose name was Clyde. He let her borrow his phone, which luckily had 
international service. Jessica made up some excuse about leaving her phone at home and 
needing to text her boyfriend. The word ‘boyfriend’ in reference to Kilgrave, left a bad taste 
in her mouth. A mistake she wouldn’t let happen again. 


Right at twelve, she sends the text, reading: {Hey asshole. It’s JJ. I’m at a park in the 
middle of the city, about to eat a sandwich, and talking to a nice old man who let me borrow 
his phone} — 12:00pm. 


She holds onto the phone incase there was a response, which there was. {Having fun? — 
K} — 12:00pm. 
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{No, actually, I miss being around you so you can mentally abuse me 24/7. Text you in 3 
hours baby. 3 } — 12:01pm. 


Even through text, her sarcasm could be heard, and using ‘baby’ with the heart were just 
an added jab at him. 


Handing the phone back to Clyde, she says, “Thank you. If he responds, just ignore it.” 


Clyde’s eyes widen when he reads what has been sent and probably the message that 
Kilgrave responded with. “Everything okay between you two?” His soft tone and gentle face 
made his accent less unbearable to Jessica, so she smiles at him. 


“We have our problems.” 


For awhile, she stayed with Clyde to let him tell her about his grandchildren while she ate. 
Being around Kilgrave and having to deal with his shit for so long, it was nice to talk to 
someone normal about normal things. Just being normal. 


When she finished her food, Clyde wished her luck with her ‘boyfriend issues’, and they 
parted ways. 


She was off walking again. Where? No clue. 


On her stroll out of the park, she stops in front of a tree with a missing persons sign stapled 
to it. 


Her name was Rebecca Mimms, and her parents hadn’t seen or heard from her in nearly a 
month. Apparently, her apartment was abandoned too. But because she was twenty years old, 
and her parents were the only ones fussing, the police couldn’t file an official report about it. 


But Jessica stopped because Rebecca looked like Hope. Everything about the flyer 
reminded her of Hope. Hope Sholttman, missing for a month, searched for by her parents. 
Jessica could barely hold her sandwich down thinking about it. Thinking about how they all 
ended up dead because she tried to be the hero. 


Wishing she could forget all about it and move on with her life, she turns away from the 
flyer and walks away. Surely London had it’s own private investigators that could help them 
with this. 


Yet, she didn’t walk very far before she turns around. 


“Shit.” She curses under her breath, consumed by guilt as she tears the paper off the tree 
and shoves it in her pocket. 


At least, this would give her something to concentrate on. 


{No, actually, I miss being around you so you can mentally abuse me 24/7. Text you in 3 
hours baby. 3 } — 12:01pm. 


Every sarcastic comment was like a pull at his thirst for her. 


He debated on sending something back, and soon decided he couldn’t help it. {Next time 
you call me baby, you’ll be down on your knees. — K} — 12:02pm. 
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There was no time to be wondering what the look on her face was like when read it, 
because he was in the middle of business. 


“You, step forward.” Kilgrave says to the middle-aged man at the end on the line. 


As he own experiment, he had selected three lucky, random people from the apartment 
building to come join him. He was smart enough to know that Jessica wouldn’t be pleased if 
the two people they were living with turned up dead or missing. Random selection was a 
much safer bet. 


When the man steps out of line, he turns to Charlie and Emma, who were the young couple 
living in the apartment. “You two, stand still and don’t say anything.” 


Back to the middle-aged man, he scratches his head, not sure exactly what to say or how to 
say it. This was all very new to him. “Make your heart stop.” He finally says after a moment 
of thought. 


Immediately, the man lunges for one of the knives on the kitchen counter and starts 
pressing it into his chest, while letting out a low pitched wince. 


“No, no no. You wanker.” He scolds and shakes his head. ‘Stop. Drop the knife.’ He does 
so with quivering hands, his chest now running with blood. “Make your heart stop and don’t 
move.” 


The man stares at him, seemingly confused. The command didn’t compute with him, 
seeing that it sounded impossible. 


This goes on for nearly a minute of just staring in silence. “Oh bloody hell. Alright —” 
Just as he’s about to give up on it, the man groans, falls over on his back, twitches a few times 
and then lays completely limp on the ground. His eyes still open. 


Kilgrave’s jaw drops and he peers over his body in amazement. “You.” He points the next 
man in line as one of his lab rats. “Check his pulse.” 


The man crouches down and presses his fingers to his neck, his look of horror increasing 
when he says, “He doesn’t have a pulse.” 


From this confirmation, Kilgrave has to stop himself from jumping with excitement. 
“Without moving, put yourself in a coma. And you, give yourself a stroke.” He orders the 
man crouching and the other woman who had been selected. 


With the same slight amount of hesitation from each of them, eventually, they both 
collapse. The man, looking like he passed out, and the woman having a seizure on the floor. 


This is what true power felt like. Having life and death wrapped around his finger, and 
everyone around him was a puppet on his strings. 


His grin almost didn’t fit his face as he turns to Charlie and Emma. “Put each of them back 
in their apartments. And bring me my next three subjects.” 


At the times for the next few check-ins, Jessica stopped what she was doing and headed to 
a shop or pub to keep Kilgrave away from the truth. Saving Rebecca was her own secret. 
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Now, at nine at night, she sat at a bar stool, borrowing the phone of the stranger next to 
her. {Sitting in a bar, wishing I had money to buy a drink} — 9:00pm. 


The past two times, she got one word answers. “Fine.” He said both times. And now there 
was not immediate response at all. It made her wonder what he was up to. 


But instead of wondering for too long, she unfolds the wad of papers she had printed out 
from the public library she spent most of her day in. Rebecca was a young, naive, predictable 
girl. With what she had in her hands, she could predict exactly where she was. By tomorrow, 
her parents would have their girl back. 


“Uh...” Jessica turns to the woman beside her and asks, “Do you mind if I make a phone 
call too?” 


“Oh, no problem sweetheart. Use it as long as you need.” 


“Thank you...” She says back. There were very few people like that in London, Jessica 
found out, as she had to nearly beg the past two times to use a phone. And it was even harder 
to find a phone that could text an American number. Besides that, she knew she would have 
to return soon, because she had no other way to eat anything, having no more money, and her 
need to be healthy urged her to turn back. 


Now, she didn’t know what had come over her but she wanted to call Rebecca’s parents 
and tell them everything was going to be okay. 


Dialing the number on the flyer, a tired sounding woman answers the phone, with a much 
heavier accent. “Hello?” 


“Hi... is this Mrs. Mimms?” 
“Uh yes... who is this?” 
“T just... it’s about your daughter, Rebecca.” 


“Oh! Oh!” Her voice immediately changes to one of fear, concern, excitement and anxiety 
all in one. Pulling the phone away from her mouth, Jessica can hear her calling. ‘Devon! 
Honey come here quickly! Yes! Yes! I have a girl here who knows something about Rebecca! 
Come quick!’ Putting the phone back up, she say, a little out of breath. “Yes! Yes, you know 
Rebecca? You know where she is?! Is she okay?!” 


“Well... I have an idea of where she might be and I’m —” 
“Where?! Where is she? She’s okay though, right?!” 


“T’m not sure yet.” Jessica sighs, realizing it might have been a mistake to call ahead of 
time. “But I’ll know by tomorrow... and I’ll give you a call then. Okay? Goodnight...” 


“Oh! No! Wait! Please! How will we reach you?! Who are you? Can we at least know your 
name?” 


This was just a mother, aching for her child. And she sounded so desperate that Jessica had 
to appeal to her more human side to not hang up. With another sigh, she says, “My name is Je 
—” Her mouth stops moving and she cursed in her head. Rule five. You cannot tell the truth 
about who you are...’ Dammit. His voice was like an annoying echo in her mind. 
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But something cuts through his voice. A memory almost forgotten, yet still floating around 
in the back of her head. Something that Trish had said to her, what seemed like a lifetime ago. 


Clearing her throat, she starts again. “My name is Jewel. And I’m going to find your 
daughter.” 


Author’s note: 


I apologize for this one being such a long chapter and the fact that it took me awhile to 
post. I’ve been a little sick so the chapters might come a little slower. 


Anyway, this chapter was mostly to highlight what their life is going to be like. I definitely 
wanted to introduce Jewel as Jessica’s hero-like counterpart, and show that Kilgrave is just 
messing around still. 


If you noticed, it said Day One at the beginning of the chapter. I plan to write Day Two, 
and possibly Three and then I’m gonna start jumping around. 


Thanks again! 
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10. Old Times 


Chapter Ten: Old Times 
Day Two: 


Kilgrave wasn’t in the apartment when Jessica returned last night. It was strange that he 
would leave her to go to sleep unattended. 


Nevertheless, he was there when she woke up, standing over her with wet hair and nothing 
but a towel around his waist. Today, it didn’t take more than his hand brushing her cheek for 
her to open her eyes and sit up. He wasn’t going to get anything else from her while she was 
asleep. 


He looked different today. Almost like he was glowing with a new sense of confidence. 
That, and his strange disappearance were more than troubling to Jessica. 


She pulls away from his hand and looks at him, slightly irritated that he kept walking 
around nearly naked. “Where were you when I got back last night?” The suspicion in her 
voice was more than obvious. 


“Getting you this. And this.” He hands her the two things he had in his hand besides the 
list of rules. It was a smart phone and a wad of one hundred pound bills. 


She scowls at him. “I don’t want this stolen shit. When you honestly earn something for 
once —” 


“Stop.” Shaking his head, he looks at her calmly. ‘I’m not going to hear it today. Although, 
that smart mouth of yours can be fairly entertaining at times.’ Smiling down at her, he runs 
his hands through her hair, causing her to stiffen. “No. Not today though. I’m in much too 
good of a mood for that. I’ve given you money to move throughout the city, buy yourself 
some new clothes, and buy food to eat. I’ve also given you a phone, to be able to 
communicate with me easier. Be grateful for what I’ve given you.” 


“[’m very grateful for this. Thank you Kilgrave.” Blush creeps up her cheeks as she 
mutters the appropriate response. 


“You’re very welcome.” Seeing her blush was a rare treat and it reminded him of the old 
Jessica he knew. The one who smiled and enjoyed the pretty things that he gave her. It made 
him happy. 


Unfolding the rules, he read to her fairly quickly today, before crouching down in front of 
her, kissing her lips, and standing up again. “Good. Now go get ready, or do whatever you 
have to do today.” 


“Okay...” She stands up, slightly dazed and heads to the bathroom. 


No, no, no. This was all wrong. This was all very wrong. He wasn’t following the rules of 
their agreement. He was telling her to do things like he used to. ‘Be grateful’. That was all too 
much of the old him. Their old relationship. Her imprisonment. It was bleeding through. 
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What was he doing yesterday?! What had changed to give him this unbearable sense of 
confidence. This cocky-ness that could possibly end up stripping away the last shreds of 
freedom that she had. 


No. No. No. 


Something had to be done about this. Quickly. Before it got worse. The kissing was bad 
enough. Anything more would be considered torture. 


A new approach. Maybe the harsh, name-calling, sarcastic Jessica wasn’t helping the 
situation, or helping him change. If she didn’t have a way to kill him, or escape, changing him 
would have to be the goal. No matter how much it sickened her, she would have to start 
playing nice. Nicer anyway. Only to ensure that he didn’t start commanding her to. 


When she’s done with her new morning routine, she takes a deep breath and knocks on the 
bedroom door. “Kilgrave?” Gently, she turns the knob. 


Luckily, she hadn’t caught him in any compromising position, as he already had his pants 
on and was just buttoning up his shirt. He seemed surprised to see her. “Yes?” 


Swallowing her pride, she takes another deep breath. “Did you wanna... umm... do you 
wanna have dinner... tonight... with me?” 


For a second, he tilts his head and his eyes light up as if he was doing something right. “I’d 
love that Jessica.” 


“Okay, great. [’ll... uh, Pll be back by six. Okay... I’m leaving now.” Awkwardly, she 
turns around and closes the bedroom door behind her. 


As she makes her way out the apartment, she swallows the vomit in her mouth. 


Rebecca was in her apartment. Shocker, right? 


It was a simple enough conclusion to come to. She hadn’t posted anything new on her 
social media platforms in the last month, but she still had the ‘in a relationship’ status on her 
page. There were no pictures of this mysterious significant other on her profile, but nothing a 
little digging couldn’t solve. After checking the pages of some of her friends, she found 
Rebecca in multiple pictures, being ‘comfortable’ with a man who looked nearly twice her 
age. Figures. 


When Jessica visited the landlord of the apartment building, it was clear he was a low-life 
sleazebag. And hearing the name Rebecca Mimms, obviously he was lying about something. 
With a little force and a little threatening, he was quick to the truth. Apparently someone was 
paying him extra on the rent if he kept up the lie that it was abandoned and kept any 
unwanted visitors out. The only people with a key were “a middle-aged lookin’ bloke and that 
skinny girl, Rebecca”. 


After gaining this information, she jumps up the stairs of the building to the third floor. 


308 was the room number, and not bothering to knock, she kicks the door down. 
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“Jesus fucking Christ.” She curses at what she saw. ‘Significant other’ was sitting on a 
chair, counting money, Rebecca was laying on the couch, unconscious, sleeping or drugged 
out of her shits, and another man was standing over her, pressing a needle into her arm. 


Everything stops when the door was kicked in, and the second man is quick to drop the 
needle and reach for the gun in his back pocket. He’s able to pull it out, but she was already 
on him, and grabs the gun, twisting his wrist, until she heard it snap, and he screeches in pain, 
falling to the floor. ‘Significant other’ stood up and tried to reach for the gun on the coffee 
table in front of him, but Jessica points the gun in her hand at him. 


“Try me, asshole.” She says with clenched teeth over the sound of the man wailing over 
his broken wrist on the ground. Stepping back, she steps on his head, not hard enough to kill 
him, but hard enough to knock him out and make him bleed a little more. 


“Alright, alright.” The accused puts his hands up and steps away from the table. Seeing his 
friend on the ground, he decides it best not to move. “Bloody hell, lady. Who the fuck are 
you?!” 


Bloody hell. The words had Kilgrave written all over them. Of course, they were in 
England, and nearly everyone here said it. But Jessica’s thoughts were on her jail-keeper. That 
cheeky, British son of a bitch. It was just the wrong time for her to hear those words, and it 
didn’t help him that he had basically kidnapped this girl. 


Who was she kidding? She wasn’t going to use this gun. She wanted to use her hands for 
this. Throwing the gun across the room (which puts a hole in the wall), she takes three long 
strides towards him, grabs him by the collar, and punches him. Sure, he struggled at first, and 
got a good hit in on her gut, but the struggling died down once he hit the ground and his face 
was becoming unrecognizable. What would it take for her to kill this man? Full strength and 
his skull would have been in splinters on the ground. But right now, he was just her punching 
bag. 


When she had relieved some of her built up stress, she pulls her phone out of her pocket, 
and dials the number she had saved, while going to see Rebecca. 


Yeah. She was drugged out of her shits. Her eyes were barely open, puffy, red and rolled 
around in her head, as she was unable to focus on anything specific. She was constantly 
shifting and groaning, but none of the events that just occurred seemed to have affected her 
state at all. Probably had more heroine in her than her system could handle. 


“Rebecca?” Jessica crouches beside her, while holding the phone to her ear, listening to it 
ring. Since she was so unresponsive, Jessica scoops her up in her arms, having no problem 
carrying her and holding her phone. 


Finally, there’s an answer on the other end of the line. “Mrs. Mimms? No. No... this is 
Je-... this is Jewel. Yes. Yeah, yeah... I have her. Yes I have Rebecca... no... no. Just tell me 
where you are... Fine. I’m on my way.” 


Rebecca had just fallen in with the wrong guy. He tricked her into thinking they were 
actually dating, and then pressured her to start drugs. Once he had her hooked, she was 
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basically his puppet. From there, he would ‘rent’ her out to more assholes who wanted to 
have their way with her at night. 


All of this was theory of course, but Jessica explained it this way to her hysterical parents. 
It’s not like this ‘business’ was unheard of. 


Her mother sat next to Rebecca, crying, so Jessica mostly directed the rest of her 
comments to her dad. “No doubt the police are at the apartment now, and the guys will 
automatically be charged for possession and usage of narcotics, and maybe illegal possession 
of concealed weapons. Rebecca is going to go through a horrible withdrawal phase. You’ll 
need to be with her 24/7 to keep her from trying anything. Also, keep her hydrated. Water 
only, and avoid solid foods for awhile. If you think something is wrong or that you won’t be 
able to take care of her properly, I suggest you take her to the hospital. Either way, you should 
get her in a rehab program for the future. 


“Lastly, I’m sure the drug charges will stick on the people who took her... but they could 
be taken up with human trafficking if you want to go to the police with this. But I suggest you 
don’t... The process and trial for such a case would be long and strenuous and may hurt or 
than it helps. Of course, the decision to do that is yours. All I ask is that you leave me out of 
it. Whatever you say to the police or anyone for that matter, leave me out of it. Make up 
something if you have to. That’s all I ask...” 


The father nods to show his understanding. Now, Jessica was ready to go. Watching people 
cry and be emotional made her uncomfortable and slightly annoyed, even if it was her own 
tears. She had done what her guilty conscious had told her to do. And this time, everyone 
survived. Her job was done. She had heard enough of their ‘thank you’s’ and praises, so she 
sighed when the father grabs her hand before she can leave. 


“We want you to have this.” He says, his voice raw as he places a sealed envelope on her 
hand, and by the feel of it, it was clearly money. 


Judging by their place of living, this family wasn’t exactly rich. So she shakes her head 
and hands it back. “No... I didn’t ask for that. I don’t —” 


“We. Insist.” He pushes it back in her hand, his strict tone, followed by a grateful smile. 


“Thanks...” She mutters back, and shoves it into her jacket pocket. Glancing back at 
Rebecca one last time, she leaves. 


What was she going to do with all this money anyway? 


On her way out, she looks down at her clothes which were now horribly stained with blood 
splotches. It was a wonder how she got herself and Rebecca here without being stopped. 


“Shit.” Guess it was time to go shopping. 


Author’s note: 


Okay, so the whole Rebecca situation wasn’t supposed to be this elaborate. Jessica was just 
supposed to find her and then get some money and then I’d jump right into the dinner scene 
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with Kilgrave. But I thought that would be kinda lame. Plus, we haven’t seen Jessica kick ass 
yet so this chapter was just a little bonus. 


I was going to make Day Two all in the same chapter, but then that would be a hella long 
chapter, so I just broke it up into two. Enjoy chapter 11! Thanks again! 


49 


11. Let's Have Dinner 


Chapter Eleven: Let’s Have Dinner 
(Still) Day Two: 
Today was less ‘productive’ for Kilgrave. 


Firstly, there were already nine people in the apartment building that were either dead or in 
some sort of extreme medical condition, and any more testing would start to raise more 
questions as it is. 


Secondly, he was too concentrated on his date with Jessica tonight to do much of anything 
else. 


Yes. His date with Jessica. 


That’s what it was. She was finally coming around. Slowly, but it was still working. It had 
to be. She must have started to realize that loving him was inevitable. 


Despite a slow day of anxiously waiting for her, he was enjoying the texts he got from her. 


{I’m on my way to the mall or whatever you brits call it. New clothes, right? Woo. Exciting 
— J} — 11:54am. 


{I just ate. Fish and chips is the dumbest thing ever, but not disgusting. — J} — 2:54pm. 
{I’m almost back. In a cab now — J} — 5:54pm. 
Right at six, Jessica was walking in and Kilgrave waited at the door for her. 


He wore a newly acquired suit, that seemed to fit him perfectly, considering he told a 
stranger to strip and give it to him. It was more entertaining that going to a store. 


As for Jessica, she was wearing a dress. Yes, a proper dress. And purple for that matter. 


The decision to buy it when she saw it was spontaneous, but wearing it tonight was a 
distinct, thought-out decision. When she saw it hanging on a rack in a store, her fists 
clenched. It was exactly Kilgrave’s sense of fashion and resembled the design of the dress he 
tried to get her to wear at her old house for dinner. This one was a light shade of violet and 
knee-length, but the design was sickeningly identical. She knew he would love it, and it made 
her hate it more. Buying it was something that she did mindlessly. Like she had to. Maybe it 
was because she wanted to be able to tear it to pieces without getting thrown out by security. 
Or maybe, it was because she couldn’t bare the thought of seeing anyone else wear it. Either 
way, it was hers now. 


Wearing it was a complete other thought process. This was her choice. Not his. That was 
the most important part. Her logical thought was that tonight, she needed to lure him into a 
sense of familiar security. Give him something to relate to and keep him calm. This wasn’t 
going to be what it used to be for him, but she could at least ease him into it to avoid a 
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disaster. Deep down, she hoped that seeing her wear it would strike him with guilt for the 
past, but she knew that was an unreachable long shot, as the man lacked a conscience. 


When he sees her, he’s absolutely taken aback, his thoughts roaming to what it would be 
like to peel her out of that dress like he had done so many times in the past. “You look... 
ravishing.” The first word that came to mind was ‘delicious’ but he held his tongue. 


“Yeah well. Don’t get your pants in a twist about it.” Pushing past him, she set her other 
bags of what she had bought, down on the couch, one of which had her extra money from the 
Mimms in it. “Don’t get used to it either.” She adds, walking back over to him. 


“T’m just surprised is all.” There’s an undeniable grin on his face. 
“T bet you are.” It takes a considerable amount of energy for her not to roll her eyes. 
Seeing as she was ready to go, he snaps his fingers and calls, “Charlie!” 


He was just lurking in the shadows in the back of the room, waiting to be ordered. Jessica 
wasn’t even aware of his presence until he was stepping forward. “Yes.” His voice is a 
whisper. 


“We're ready to go now.” Kilgrave snaps, impatient as ever. 
“Right away.” Quickly, he fumbles with the car keys in his pocket and steps to the door. 


But Jessica blocks his path, standing in the doorframe. “Oh no, no, no.” Charlie stops, 
confused and looks at Kilgrave, who looks at Jessica, who looks back at him. Talking to 
Kilgrave, she says, ‘It’s bad enough that you’ve forced us into their home. You are not going 
to make him chauffeur us around too. We’ll take a cab. Like normal people.’ When there’s 
hesitation for a response, she adds, “Or you know. We could just call off dinner completely.” 


Ooh, she loved testing him, didn’t she? He waves his hand at Charlie. “Fine. Leave. I 
guess we’re taking a cab.” 


When they leave the apartment together, Kilgrave offers her his arm for her to hook with 
hers, as they had done in their previous time together, and in return, she looks at him 
shallowly, so he shrugs and they walk to the elevator in silence. 


She still have her combat boots on to express her sense of identity, and as they stepped into 
the elevator, he comments, “No heels then?” 


“Don’t push it.” She growls through her teeth. 
*eEEETET?S HAVE DINNER***** 


The restaurant Jessica had chosen for them was smaller that what Kilgrave was used to. It 
was quaint. But they still served quality food. 


“Why bother?” Kilgrave asks when they sit down, continuing the conversation they started 
when they exited the cab. 


“You already stole the money, so it shouldn’t make a difference if —” 


“T didn’t steal anything. It was handed over to me, willingly.” 
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“T’m sure that ‘willingness’ didn’t come before you used your powers on them. But that’s 
besides the point.” God, this was like trying to explain to a five year old why 2+2 = 4, and 
why the answer wasn’t 22. It was like that just... because. 


A young waitress comes to the table before Jessica can continue. “Hi! My name is Sasha, 
and I’ll be your server today. Can I start you off with something to drink?” 


Knowing Kilgrave would be quick to open his mouth, Jessica cuts in first. “We’ll have 
wine. Just wine. Doesn’t matter the year or make. Surprise us.” 


“Great!” She smiles and jots it down. “Would that be all to start?” 
“Yes, thank you.” Again, Jessica beats him to the punch. 
“No problem! I’ll give you two a minute to look over the menu and I’ll be right back.” 


When Sasha was gone, Jessica clears her throat and picks up a menu, continuing what she 
was going to say earlier. “Anyway, as I said. Paying the cab driver should be a given. You 
clearly have the money so why is it such a big deal?” 


He picks up his menu too, glancing over the options. “Why is it a big deal that I should 
pay him?!” 


“Because people need to make a living, a—” She stops herself from calling him ‘asshole’ 
which had become an automatic nickname for him. But the whole point of this was playing 
nice. “Driving is his job. It’s the way he makes his money. We as members of society, provide 
his paycheck, in exchange for the service of being driven. And without that paycheck, normal 
people wouldn’t be able to live their normal lives.” 


“What? So I am supposed to ensure that these people continue leading dull lives?!” 


“Exactly. Now your getting it.” She continues flipping through her options to decide what 
to order. 


“Sounds like a load of rubbish to me.” He sighs, discontent with the answer, but 
understanding it. Yes. 2+2 = 4, 


“Well maybe it is, but that’s the way life works. Normal life.” In the future, she planned on 
continuing to stress that word and drill it into his subconscious. Normal. 


Sasha returns with the wine and pours them each a glass. 
“Leave the bottle.” Kilgrave says. 


“Oh... sure.” She places the bottle on the table, furrowing her eyebrows for a second as 
she feels the effect of his powers for the first time. “Are you ready to order?” 


He inhales to say something, but Jessica cuts in again. “Yeah, I’ll have the English 
breakfast, and he’ll have the roasted lamb special.” 


“Alright. I'll put that order in right away.” 


After she scampers away again, Kilgrave glares across the table. “Did you just order for 
me?” 


52 


“Yes. Yes I did. You did it to me all the time, so it’s just a taste of your own medicine. 
Besides, when you order something, you order the person too. The less you use your powers 
like that, the better.” 


He scoffs. “Ordering food doesn’t hurt anyone.” 


“Neither does asking for it. Would that be so hard? They’re here to serve us anyway. 
They’ll do it regardless. And please. Don’t ever say that using your powers doesn’t hurt 
people in any circumstance. It doesn’t matter how small it is. You would understand if 
someone took away your free will. But you don’t understand and I’m not going to try and 
explain it to you either.” Looking across the table at him, it was like she was actually looking 
at a human being, and not a monster. He was genuinely showing humility, and he doesn’t ruin 
it by opening his mouth. It put Jessica slightly at ease. Maybe there was a shred of hope for 
him yet. 


They sat in silence for a few minutes after that, drinking wine and staring down at the 
menu until he says, “I don’t like roasted lamb.” Playfulness in his voice as he smiles at her. 


She almost smiles in return, but instantly stops herself. 


“Oh come on Jessica. Are you ever going to smile for me?” It sounded like he was 
whining. 


Shit. Things had been going fairly well up to this point and now she has to beg herself not 
to speak her mind and ruin it all. Instead, she picks up her wine and throws it back into her 
mouth, quickly pouring another glass. “Actually, I think you’ve seen me smile enough in the 
past.” Her grip tightens around her glass until a small crack begins to spread down the side, 
forcing her to release it before it shatters. 


Getting the point, he raises his hands in surrender. “Okay, fair enough.” 


The food arrives a moment later and Sasha graciously sets their plates done in front of 
them. “Here you are. Anything else I can get you two?” 


“No. Thank you.” Jessica forces a smile at her, but it’s more of a jab at him. 


She was still a little nauseous about the whole situation, but hungry nevertheless, she digs 
in. He’s a little more hesitant, but turns out, roasted lamb wasn’t all that bad to him. 


It took her half of her meal and three more glasses of wine before she had calmed down 
from his ‘smiling’ comment. Down to business. 


Breaking the verbal silence, she asks, “So what did you do yesterday?” 


It sounded like an innocent enough question, but he raises his eyebrow. “Is that what this is 
about? Just investigating me?” 


“Defensive-much? I was just trying to make conversation, but I can see you’d much rather 
sit in awkward silence.” Alarm bells were going off in her head. He was defensive for a 
reason. 


Sighing, he looks at her a little harder. What was her end game? If she was playing him, it 
wouldn’t be the first time. “Just trying to make conversation huh?” He was about to make up 
something to satisfy her curiosity, when he notices something else. “What’s this?” He reaches 
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across the table and takes her right hand, referring to the slight bruising and cuts on her 
knuckles. It was only a matter of time before he noticed. He has to refrain from adding, ‘be 
honest’ to the end of his question. 


The moment he touches her, she jerks her hand away, automatically snapping before she 
can stop herself. “Don’t touch me.” Every time he had touched her up to that point, it brought 
back painful memories. This response had been building up inside her with every hair stroke 
or forced kiss, and it was burning her alive that she hadn’t done anything to stop it. She didn’t 
want to be raped again, so she let him have his kisses. But now, she was beginning to fear that 
it only encouraged him to continue. 


Seeing the somewhat startled look in his eyes, she tries to explain quickly before he makes 
her do something regrettable. “Listen. I’m here. At dinner... with you. Voluntarily. And 
wearing this god-awful dress for that matter. I’m making an effort, alright? And you should 
appreciate that. But just because I’m doing this with you, doesn’t mean that we can suddenly 
be...” Not wanting to describe it, she just motions from him to her and shakes her head. “I 
don’t like touching... in any form. Just give me some credit for what I am doing, and respect 
this one thing I’m asking from you. Boundaries, Kilgrave. We’re not there... yet.” She adds 
the ‘yet’ at the end to try and soften the blow, unsure how devastating this would be to him if 
he did chose to respect it. How important was sticking his tongue in her mouth everyday to 
him?! 


His reaction to all of this including her request was unreadable. Like he was either 
completely unphased by it, or he intended on ignoring every word she just said. It was 
impossible to tell because he just looks at her, blankly. 


She waits a minute for any type of indication or response, fearing that this silence was 
uncontrollable anger. 


Eventually, he regards her calmly. “If you do something with me at least twice a week, I’ll 
follow that request.” 


Surprising. He didn’t explode. “Uhh... something like what?” 
He shrugs. “Dinner. Just something.” 


“Okay, I guess...” Twice a week was bearable. And she could use those times as more 
opportunities to teach and change him. 


“Fine.” 
Both of them were a little tense now as the went back to eating. 


Eventually, looking at her knuckles again, she lies, partially, “Oh. And this happened 
because I punched a wall. Just ’cause... I’m fucking stressed, and I need to punch something 
every now and then.” 


For a moment, he smiles. “Stressed? Nothing to do with me, I hope.” 


There’s a faint trace of amusement on her face this time, and she doesn’t force it away. 
“Yeah, in your dreams.” 


Kilgrave flags down Sasha when she walks by, since they had both pretty much finished 
eating. “Bring us our —” He stops and looks at Jessica. She’s expecting something. Hoping 
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for something. “Would you bring us our check?” He asks after hesitation. 


And even beyond that, he pulls money out of his pocket to pay in full, and tip their 
waitress. Jessica couldn’t remember a time when he had done either of those things, and it 
was highly unlikely that he ever had in his life. Today would be a first. 


Yes. There was still hope for Kilgrave. 


Author’s note: 
Idk why I like this chapter so much haha. 


Leave a review and tell me if you think Kilgrave is really capable of change or if he’s just 
putting on a show for Jessica :) 
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12. Drop Dead 


Chapter Twelve: Drop Dead 

Day Three: 

“Jessica!” 

She startles awake and sits up. Kilgrave is looking down at her, rolling his eyes. 


He had called her name multiple times already. The whole non-touching thing was going 
to be even more annoying than he previously thought. And since she had actually gone 
shopping, she wore a tank top and cloth shorts as her pajamas, the blanket she had been using 
was laying on the ground. It could be so easy for him to take her out of those clothes. So. 
Damn. Easy. 


Now, he just glares down at her, irritated that it took so long for her to wake up. There was 
no ‘good morning’ or formal greetings. There was just the rules. And when he’s done reading, 
he shoves off to the bedroom again. 


Geez. What crawled up his ass today?! 
On her way to the bathroom, she tops in front of the closet, and quietly opens the door. 


There was carpeting on the floor, but Charlie and Emma laid coiled around each other, 
with no blankets or pillows to sleep with. Even in their sleep, they looked so sad. Broken, as 
anyone would be in this situation. Jessica had to do something about it. But clearly now was 
not the time to address another issue, with him being moody and all. Plus, she couldn’t ask for 
anything else right now. He wasn’t touching her. One victory at a time. 


For the time being, she takes the blanket that she slept with and gently lays it over them, 
before closing the door. 


Before she heads out for the day, she goes back into her plastic shopping bag and removes 
the envelope of extra money she earned. What was she going to do with this? What did she 
want to do with it? She wanted to buy a plane ticket out of this hell-hole, but the rules 
cluttered her head. ‘You cannot leave the city of London.’ So it all boiled down to what could 
she do with the money? 


She recites the rules in her head again to try and find any loopholes, one through thirteen. 
Nope. Nothing came to mind. 


Nothing except... wait. 


Oh. Oh my. This was good. Kilgrave had missed something. It was so obvious too! Why 
hadn’t she seen it earlier?! Kilgrave. Fucking. Missed something. 


This money was her opportunity to get her life back. 
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Kilgrave woke up with a strange singular mindset, like he had some sort of epiphany over 
night. 


He had the power of a god, surely. 


And what was he using it on?! His entire life was based around using his ability. When he 
was young and abandoned, his powers were needed to survive. To have a place to sleep and 
not starve to death. Then when he got older, life became luxury. The people around him were 
just toys and he entertained himself with whatever he wanted with whoever he wanted. Sex 
and fine dining. And then came Jessica. 


Like it or not, things changed with her. She was the first person to try and defy him. The 
first person who searched for ways to maneuver around his rules. She challenged him. 
Physically, mentally, and sexually for that matter. Even more than that, she lead him to the 
retrieval of that damned flash drive that haunted his past. Of course that’s went a bit wrong. 


After nearly dying, his focus changed to using his power to hunt down Jessica. It was a 
long, thought out battle. Getting her attention with Hope, having her neighbor follow her. All 
acts of genius on his part. Things continued to get gradually difficult from then on, but it was 
all part of the hunt. Amplifying his power until she was his again. 


So now what? He was composing with her, but there was no immediate mission. Just the 
long term, getting her to fall in love with him. The very long term as it would seem. He 
couldn’t necessarily go back to constantly moving around, and sleeping with new women 
every night. Well, he could, but Jessica wouldn’t really be pleased by it. 


What was a man, with god-like powers supposed to do to entertain himself?! He wanted to 
use his powers. He needed to. What Jessica had said to him last night affected him on some 
level, but the desire to control something, someone, was too overpowering. What were his 
options? Having people cause their own death or destruction was thrilling and all, but he 
wasn’t a villain. He was just bored. 


After a long period of thinking, he puts his jacket on and heads out. 


As he walks the streets of London, he was hoping, wishing, that someone would manage to 
piss him off, so he could tell them to drop dead. Oooh. That would be a new one. A grin 
appears on his face. 


Jessica bursts through the hospital doors. “I need a doctor!” She exclaims, looking around 
for someone who could help her. 


A nurse immediately stops and looks at her with concern. “Are you okay, love?” 
“No... Yes! Yeah I’m fine. I just —” 


The woman scans her up and down for a sign of injury. “You need a doctor? Should I get 
you to the emergency room?” 


“No! No, I’m fine. Seriously.” Jessica tries not to sound so rude as she shoos the woman 
away. 
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As an alternative plan of action, she marches up to the front desk and says to the man 
sitting behind the computer. “I need a doctor.” 


He glances up from what he’s doing to look at her. Seeing that she was in no serious 
medical condition, his bored expression returns and he goes back to typing. “Do you have an 
appointment or something?” 


“No.” His attitude made her grip the counter. “I’m looking for like... a private doctor. 
Someone who takes private cases.” 


“A private doctor?” He continues staring at his computer screen, replying in a monotone 
voice. “I’m sorry, none of our doctors are registered to do house calls.” 


“You don’t sound very sorry.” She snaps back, concentrating on not breaking the counter 
in half. “And I’m not looking for someone to do house calls. I just need someone to do some 
testing for me... discreetly.” 


“Look Miss. I don’t know what kind of illegal shite you’re into, but like I said. None of 
our doctors do house calls.” 


“Tt’s not a fucking house call!” This time, she gets the attention of some other people 
around her. “Forget it.” Just as she turns around to stomp off and figure out a new plan, 
another nurse stops her. 


He was a scrawny, fidgety guy who had glasses too wide for his face and looked too young 
to be there. When he speaks, his voice sounds naturally nervous and just louder than a 
whisper. “Y-you said you were looking-ing for a private doctor?” 


The angry expression on her face softens as she addresses him. “Yeah, you know one?” 


Shyly smiling, he pushes his glasses up the bridge of his nose. “Y-yeah. I-I-I am one.” 


His name was Victor McCants, and he was some type of kid genius. He graduated from 
high school when he was fourteen, and fast tracked through med school to graduate only four 
years later. Now, as a nineteen year old, he was a part time nurse, where his talents were being 
‘wasted’ as he described it. But the law required him to study beside a doctor for a certain 
amount of time, before he could be certified. 


Therefore, he started his own private medicine business to pursue the practice on his own. 


Victor was a restless fellow, but Jessica stayed to talk with him for awhile. Today, he didn’t 
get off work until late at night, so he gave her his address and number and they agreed to meet 
first thing tomorrow morning. He asked her for a little general background on what she 
wanted testing for, but she knew that a public hospital wasn’t the right place to discuss it. 


“We'll talk tomorrow.” Is all she replied with. 


The rest of the day was long and felt stretched out. Once again, Jessica goes to the library 
to do a little research on this Dr. McCants. She needed to be sure she could trust him before 
they worked together. There was absolutely no room for error. 
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So what was it that Kilgrave missed? Rule eight. It specifically stated: ‘You cannot 
investigate or search for any way to take away my powers’. That was fair enough. 


But what it didn’t state was that Jessica couldn’t search for a way to make herself immune 
to his powers again. They were too very different statements, and he failed to address it. 


She was immune once before, why couldn’t she do it again? Killing Reva was what 
initially severed his hold on her, but Kilgrave’s father was convinced that there was a 
chemical formula that could eradicate his virus from the body. There had to be. 


If Victor was as smart as he claimed to be, he was the man for the job. 


Author’s note: 


This one was a little shorter and I know I didn’t get into what Kilgrave is doing very much, 
but this is Jessica’s story mostly. Use your imagination haha! I mean of course I’ll check in on 
him a couple times, don’t worry. Just not as much as Jessica. 
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13. Making Friends 


Chapter Thirteen: Making Friends 
Day Four: 
“E-excuse the m-mess.” Victor says as he lets Jessica into his home. 


Without being in his work scrubs, he was dressed in loose baggy clothes and his black 
curly hair looked uncombed. He wasn’t wearing his glasses, so he squints more and blinks 
rapidly. Inside his home reflected his personality on some level. Straight through the door was 
medical equipment and clutter. It looked like he had his own hospital room in his house. 
Machines lined the walls and looked horribly out of place next to the dull wallpaper and 
brown furniture. Scattered against every table and chair and even the floor were stacks among 
stacks of books, misalliance papers and tools of practice. It was like walking through the 
aftermath of a tornado. 


When Jessica enters, she chooses not to comment on what she saw and just raises her 
eyebrows. It was determined that she could trust him, but did he know what he was doing? 


“S-so I was do-doing a little th-thinking about y-you and I’m interested, v-very interested 
in your case. Y-you seem s-serious about this and I-I love a ch-challenge.” He trudges past 
some papers and goes around to the other side of a desk in the middle of the room. “I-I just 
have a uh —” Picking up his glasses, he puts them on and looks up at her, standing 
awkwardly in the middle of the floor. “Uh p-please, sit.” 


“Sit?” She questions and stares at his for a moment, wondering if he would recognize that 
there was no where to sit. But he doesn’t catch on, and just goes back to what he’s doing. 
“Fuck it.” She mutters to herself and pushes aside a few papers, but ultimately ends up sitting 
on top of a table, on top of some books. 


Despite what looked so disorderly and unorganized, Victor seemed like he had a system to 
what he was doing. He lifts up a box and reaches under a book to retrieve a piece of paper and 
a clipboard. “A-all I need is f-for you to fill out this f-form so we can g-get started-ed.” 
Pulling a pen out of a coffee mug on the floor, he hands it to her along with the clipboard. 


Looking at the paper, she sighs and puts it down. “I can’t fill this out.” 


The form asked for her basic information, along with medical history, and then had a place 
for her to sign at the bottom. 


“No... u-uh the government-nt says that anyone who em-employs me has to fill one o0-out. 
I-It’s some kind of law, I-I guess.” Pushing up his glasses, he smiles at her, expectantly 
waiting for her to start writing. 


“No.” Setting the clipboard on the table, she tries to explain delicately. “Victor, I need your 
help, off the record.” 


He blinks a few times and looks at her blankly. “I-I don’t understand.” 
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“JT mean, no one can know about this, besides us. I can’t fill out any forms about myself, 
and there can’t be any official record that I was here. This is very important...” 


“B-but... if there is no re-record... t-that’s illegal.” The look of concern in his eyes begins 
to settle in. 


She wasn’t sure if she could put this softly. “Yes. I know that. But I can’t do this alone.” 


Needless to say, this didn’t go over with him very well. “N-no no no...” He pries his 
glasses off his face, and drops them before beginning what seemed like a panic episode. His 
hands tug at his hair and he paces back and forth, nearly stepping on his glasses. “No! Th- 
that’s not right! That’s n-not right!” 


“No, Victor! Victor please relax!” Jessica could barely hear herself speak over the sound of 
his panic. It was clear to her now that he had some sort of mental disorder, and maybe that 
came with the burden of being a genius. But she wasn’t equipped to deal with any situation 
like this. Her normal reaction would be to yell or punch something or threaten someone, but 
this was very different and being gentle was going to be difficult for her. 


Calling for him to relax clearly wasn’t working, where it had gotten to the point that he 
had shrunken to the ground and was whimpering on repeat. “I-I can’t! I can’t! That’s n-not 
right! It’s not!” 


Now, she couldn’t help but feel a bit panicked too. What was she supposed to do?! 


“Please, Victor!” Stepping over to him, she kneels beside him and softly places her hand 
on his back, unsure if that would help or make it worse. “Please listen! Look, I’m gonna pay 
you five hundred dollars... pounds for this. I just —” 


“Go a-away! It’s not w-worth it! It’s n-not right!” He cries and she begins to fear that if he 
tugged his hair any harder, he’d pull it out. 


“T’ll get more money! Okay?! I swear! I’ll pay you, four, five times that much! Just please! 
I’m really sick and I need your help.” Jessica had never begged anyone for anything in her 
life. Not like this anyway. But she was begging now. 


Something about what she said caught his attention. Whether it was the money or the 
declaration of sickness, Jessica wasn’t sure. But he quickly calms down and looks at her. 
There’s still a sense of chaos behind his eyes, but he wasn’t wailing anymore. His voice 
returns to it’s natural whispery tone as he asks, “Y-you’re sick?” 


“Yeah... kinda. I have a virus inside me, and I need a way to get it out.” She looks at him 
hopefully. 


“T-I can h-help.” It was like the whole illegal thing had escaped his mind and he seems to 
reassure her with a soft smile. 


“So... you'll do it?” 
He nods at her, easing the tension in her body. 


“Thank you.” In relief, she stands up and offers her hand to help him up. Reluctantly, he 
takes it and rise to his feet. Before they proceed, Jessica picks up his glasses off the floor and 
hands them back. 
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All of the uproar seemed to be a thing of the past, as his glasses return to his face and he 
adjusted his eyes. It was all business from here. “Y-you said you h-had a virus-s?” He’s 
shuffling through his papers once again. 


It was astonishing how quickly his demeanor could change, but she just went with it, 
returning to the table where she could sit and observe. “Yeah, I do.” 


“Wh-what kind of virus? What’s i-it called?” 
“Oh... umm, it doesn’t have a name. This is new. Unheard of.” 


“A n-new virus?” It was apparent that his interest was peaked. “S-so you’re a sp-special c- 
case?” 


“Sure. I guess you could say that.” 


“Wh-what are y-your symptoms?” He was scribbling down notes on a loose piece of paper 
already, writing so fast that it looked completely ilegible. 


“Tt behaves more like a drug, I’d say. It just... affects my behavior. It makes me do things I 
don’t want to do.” 


“T-It takes a-away free will?” 

It was like he had stolen the words from her mouth. “Yes. Exactly like that.” 
“L-like sco-scopolamine. The Devil-il’s breath.” 

“Like what?” 


Shaking his head, he waves his hand at her like he doesn’t have the time to explain, as he 
switches to a new piece of paper. “H-how is it b-being transmitted-ed into your system?” 


“I’m not entirely sure. But it’s not through fluids or anything. I must either be inhaling it or 
it comes through my skin somehow...” 


“C-can I t-take a sample?” There was a bit of enthusiasm in his voice. 
“A sample of what?” Jessica furrows her eyebrows. 
“E-everything.” 


When he said everything, he really meant everything. He took a blood sample, a skin 
sample, a saliva sample, a mucus sample (which was fairly unheard of), a urine sample, a hair 
sample, and lastly, a vaginal secretion sample, (which was particularly embarrassing for her). 


He explained that he would need at least a few days to process it all, so they agreed that 
that’s when they would meet next. 


Before she leaves, she says, “So, you’ll keep this between us, right?” She cringes saying it 
outloud, hoping he doesn’t lose it again. 


But he just gives her a soft smile and nods. 


“Thank you Victor.” Sighing with relief, she puts the envelope of money on the desk in 
front of him. Whether his discretion was based on the money or not, she couldn’t go back on 
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her word. She promised him five times that amount, and that’s what he’d get. “I’ll bring more 
next time.” With that, she was gone. 


“She’s unbelievably frustrating, but I still want her. And she’s trying to change me, but 
what if I don’t want to be changed? I mean, look at this power! Is it not incredible?!” 


“Tt’s very incredible.” The woman smiles weakly, and nods at him like a bloody robot. 
Rolling his eyes, he says, “Forget this conversation and leave. You bore me.” 
Awkwardly, she gets out of her seat and walks away. 


Kilgrave takes a long drink of his scotch and swallows hard. He had come to this bar in 
desperate need of a drink which was rare for him, and also in a subconscious search for 
meaningless sex. Waiting for Jessica to come around could be forever and he was a man, with 
needs and lots of them. But people were so fucking boring, he couldn’t manage to go through 
his typical routine anymore. 


“Girl troubles?” Someone next to him asks. 
“Huh?” He turns to look at the person. 


“Well, usually when a grown man in a suit sits drinking alone at a bar, looking that 
depressed, it’s usually over a girl. Am I right?” She smiles at him, her finger circling the top 
of her glass. She looked a tad younger than Jessica with a slightly darker skin complexion and 
a much lighter, playful voice. With hazel eyes and jet black hair with a bright red highlight 
down one side of her part. The color of her highlight matched her crop top that she had on, 
accompanied by a jacket, leggings and high top shoes. It was a strange combination of 
clothing, but she was beautiful nevertheless, and she seemed to wear her personality on her 
sleeve. 


Now this was interesting. It was rare that anyone would approach him first, so his attention 
was peaked immediately. Maybe he’d give normal people one more try. “Yes, actually.” 


“Well, Mr. Man-in-Purple-Suit. I think I know exactly what you need.” Her eyes are 
unyielding, and behind the playfulness in her voice, he could hear the desire. 


“Really? And what’s that?” He waits to make any type of command because he’s too 
curious to see where this would go. 


“T can take your mind off of it for awhile.” She smiles before biting her lower lip. 


Before he can tell her to leave with him, a young, jock type guy, pulls on her shoulder to 
get her to turn around. When she sees who it is, she immediately rolls her eyes. “Ruby, what 
the hell?! Tony said you went to the bathroom and never came back!” 


“Exactly. I got tired of you being a constant bastard, so I left. Now leave me alone.” 
Sighing, she tries to turn back away from him, but he grabs her wrist. 


“You’re coming back with me.” He states as a fact, and attempts to pull her off the stool. 


63 


“Get your bloody hands off her.” Kilgrave steps in after observing for a moment. When he 
lets go, Kilgrave asks her. ‘So, Ruby, is it?’ She nods, looking back and forth between the two 
of them, slightly confused. “Is this a friend of yours, Ruby?” 


She shakes her head. “No... he’s just my ex boyfriend.” Stressing the ‘ex’ as if the break- 
up just occurred. 


“Hmm.” Kilgrave smiles now and takes another sip of scotch. Another prime opportunity 
to entertain himself. ‘Great. You, come over here.’ He addresses the ex who walks over and 
stands where both of them can see him. “Apologize to her.” 


“Ruby, I’m so sorry for everything I said and did to you. I know I haven’t been a good 
boyfriend and I just —” 


“That’s enough.” Kilgrave cuts him off, before looking back at Ruby. “Is there something 
you’d like to tell him to do?” 


She blinks, utterly fascinated and intrigued by him, slowly understanding, but not quite 
believing what she was witnessing. “I wanna tell him to go fuck himself.” 


“Oooh. Are you sure? I’ve said that before, it gets ugly rather quickly.” His cynical grin as 
he says this only encourages her to nod. “Alright, you heard the lady. Go fuck yourself.” 


The ex turns around and starts unbuckling his belt to try and do something gruesomely 
unimaginable, right there in the middle of the bar. 


“Oh for god sakes! Not here! Go, leave. Find some alley to do it in.” 


When he thoughtlessly walks out the bar, Ruby stares at him in amazement. “Okay... how 
did you -... so you have magic?!” There was no shortage of people with strange abilities on 
this planet and she was completely aware of that, although she never thought she’d meet one 
of them. 


He grins at her, loving the rush it gave him. “Not really magic... just powers.” He shrugs, 
knowing it wasn’t a big a deal to tell her, considering he could wipe her memory just as 
quickly. 


“Do it again.” She pleads, the same type of adrenaline and excitement running through her 
body. 


It was apparent now that she wasn’t just an ordinary person. She wasn’t weak, or scared, 
but exhilarated. 


“What would you have me do?” He asks, enjoying her company more with every passing 
second. 


“Umm...” Looking around the bar, she spots someone smoking in the corner. “Can you 
tell him to come here?” 


Doing as she requests, he calls for the man to come over to them. “And now what?” 
“T hate indoor smokers. Tell him to put out his cigarette on his hand.” 


Kilgrave looks at her in astonishment. Wow, she was ruthless and they had just met, five 
minutes ago. It shocked, delighted and amused him all at once. “Put your cigarette out on 
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your hand. Oh, and keep your mouth shut.” 


When he obeys, there’s a burnt hole in the middle of his palm and his eyes are full of pain, 
but he’s utterly silent until there’s no more smoke rising from his hand. 


“You can leave.” Kilgrave dismisses him and turns back to Ruby. 


She grips her empty glass tightly and squirms in her seat, muttering an afterthought, more 
to herself than to him. “Oh god, I’m so turned on right now.” 


“Really?” She never ceases to amaze him. 


She glares at him as if it was a stupid thing for him to ask. “Yes, really!” Biting her lip, she 
leans forward to him, her breathing hitched, and her eyes locked on his lips. “Okay... now do 
it to me...” 


This was definitely a first for him. Someone asking to be control. Begging for him before 
he could even tell her to. It was undeniable that he wanted her. Leaning forward, he meets her 
halfway and takes her lips with his. She tasted like strawberry and pure sex in his mouth as 
his tongue brushed up against hers. 


It was easy enough to get her to moan, and she grips the front of his jacket, breathing 
heavily when he pulls away. “Take me home with you.” He orders her, simply intoxicated by 
her. 


Ruby let’s out a breathy laugh and slides off of the stool, taking his hand in hers. “Oh 
please. That doesn’t count. You can’t command me to do something I already planned on 
doing.” She smiles as she tugs him out the door. 


The problem was, Jessica couldn’t ask Kilgrave for more money. One, because, he’d just 
be stealing it from more people, and two, he would start asking about where she was spending 
all this money. The more questions, the worse off she’d be. 


She needed a job. And she had a plan. 


It was just past nine when she made her way up into an apartment building. It was creepy 
how similar it was to her home in NYC. The main difference was that the glass panel that the 
end of the hall read: ‘Investigation Station’ which had to be the lamest name for a business, 
ever. 


The door was locked, but Jessica just turns the knob a little harder, until there’s a sound of 
it breaking, to which she pushes the door open with ease. 


“Oi! What are you doing!? We’re closed!” Said the girl behind the computer. As their 
website stated, she was Anna, and the blonde with the beer in his hand was Jack. 


“Not anymore.” Jessica steps inside to look around. God, these two were like the uptight, 
nerdy, British version of her and Malcolm. 


“Umm, you can’t be in here.” Jack speaks up as he retreats behind the desk, staring at her 
with wide eyes. 
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“IT have a proposal for you.” Jessica ignores their comments and advances towards the 
desk. 


“T don’t know if you heard me correctly, but we’re closed!” 


“Would you two shut the fuck up and listen!?” When they stare at her dumbfoundedly, she 
uses that opportunity to talk. “I want to take some of your cases. As in, I’ll do all the work 
and you can sit on your asses all day and do whatever. All I want is fifty percent of the pay. 
You can keep the rest.” 


Jack is the first to speak up. “And who exactly are you?!” 


“That’s none of your damn business!” Judging by the looks on these two idiots faces, she 
sighs. “I’m Jewel.” Saying that name out loud was beginning to sound more and more 
ridiculous. 


“Jewel what?” 
“Just Jewel.” 


“Alright, Jewel.” Anna cuts in with a condescending tone. “What do you know about 
private investigating?!” 


“T’m the best P.I. you’ll ever meet.” 
“Oh yeah?” She snorts, narrowing her eyes. “Prove it.” 


“T will if you give me a fucking case! What do you have to lose?! If I don’t complete it, I 
don’t complete it and you’re no worse off than you are now!” 


“What do we get out of this agreement?” Jack asks, and even his partner looks at him, 
knowing that was a stupid question. It was obvious who was the dumber one of the two. 


“You get paid for doing nothing! And you get all the credit! I’m doing you a favor!” 
Jessica snaps getting more and more irritated. 


They look at each other for a moment, as if trying to figure out if there was some type of 
catch, or if there was a downside in general. 


“Uhh... how do we know we can trust you!?” The girl seemed proud that she was able to 
come up with another question to ask, but Jessica was too fed up at this point. 


Snatching the beer bottle from Jack, she gulps down the last of the beverage, and then 
crushes the bottle in her hand. The glass cracks into tiny splinters and falls to the floor. Jessica 
suffers a few small cuts from the glass and it burns because of the alcohol, but it was worth it 
to get her point across, and strike them with a little fear. 


They are left more bewildered than before and were struck with shock and a bit of fear. 
“T’ll start tomorrow.” Jessica states and wipes her hand on her pants. 


On her way out, she slams the door shut, but it just bounces back open, due to it’s broken 
knob, and the glass panel with the company name on it shatters into pieces and ends up on the 
floor as well. It was probably a good thing since Investigation Station was such a horrible 
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name. Glancing back, she saw the looks on their faces one last time before she went down the 
stairs. 


Hmm. Shattered glass and a broken door. How familiar. 


“Wait, wait! So you actually told her to carve the word ‘whore’ into her chest?! And she 
did it?!” Ruby giggles, utterly entertained by his stories. 


“Of course she did.” Kilgrave ends up laughing in return, pulling her closer to him. 


After what had been hours, they sat on the sofa together, him in his pants and her 
completely naked. 


Shifting onto his lap, she presses quiet kisses to his neck, and his hands snaked around her. 
“Tell me another...” She whispers against his skin. 


His eyes close as he lets the touch of her lips take him out of reality. Just when he was 
about to tell her about the time he told a man to shove a pencil up his nose, he stops. “What 
time is it?” 


Frowning, she shrugs and pulls away, turning to look up at a clock. “It’s a quarter to 
eleven. Why?” 


“Bloody hell.” He sighs, gently sliding her off his lap. “I have to go. Jessica will be 
returning soon, and she asks enough questions as it is.” Before she can respond, he goes back 
to the bedroom and retrieves his clothes, quickly getting dressed. 


She watches him silently and pouts as he puts on his jacket. “Is it bad that I’m horribly 
jealous of this ‘Jessica’?” 


He smirks and shakes his head at her. “Considering I’m in love with her? Yes.” 


“T know.” She huffs in return, standing up to follow him to the door, unashamed by her 
nakedness. Begging him, she gives him her best puppy dog eyes. “Stay here with me... a little 
longer. From what I’ve heard, I think Jessica will be fine without you there tonight.” 


Looking down at her, he knows for certain, he needs to tell her to forget him. To forget the 
past few hours entirely and go to sleep. But for some reason, foreign to him, he can’t bring 
himself to do it, even knowing the risks. “Goodbye Ruby.” He kisses her one last time before 
he opens the door and starts to walk away. 


“Kilgrave! Wait!” Calling after him, she shields her body behind her door. “Am I ever 
gonna see you again?!” 


He keeps walking and doesn’t turn around, but simply shouts back to her, “Maybe!” 


A smile appears on her face as she closes the door. 


Author’s note: 


Wow! This chapter is so long omg, sorry? 
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Future disclaimer, I know nothing about medicine or the laws of practicing it privately so 
I’m making up all this stuff as I go lol. (One thing I didn’t make up though is scopolamine 
which is a real drug that makes people into like mindless zombies! It’s actually really 
interesting so you might wanna look it up!) 


Anyway, I know I said I was only gonna do day 3, then skip around, but I’m a compulsive 
liar, so... sorry not sorry! But it was important to see Jessica’s first meeting with Victor. 


As for Kilgrave and Ruby... -_— 


So Ruby was a complete accident. I was just gonna write a scene for Kilgrave to keep him 
busy and she sort of just happened. Like I said before, I have a distinct plan for this story with 
a proper ending and everything and she has no plot significance at all. 


Here’s my question for you. Should I keep her around? I mean, we could never see her 
again. But do you want to? Do you want her to be like Kilgrave’s dark mistress or like give 
her a major role in the story? I honestly don’t know and I can’t start writing the next chapter 
without knowing what you guys think of her lol. 


I promise next chapter will have a quality just Jessica and Kilgrave scene tho, for real this 
time! 


So just in general, what do you think of all the new characters? Victor, Ruby, even Anna 
and Jack (should I develop them more or no)? 


Thanks for reading! 
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14. Moving Day 


Author’s note: 


This one is another REALLY long one! I know it’s been about a week, and the chapters are 
gonna be coming a little slower just because I’m really busy with school and extra curricular 
things, sorry! 


But yep, I’m starting to skip around now to relevant events. It goes from day four to day 
eight. More skipping will be ahead. 


Ruby was not mentioned / brought back in this chapter, but thank’s to BethanyRose92, she 
will be making another appearance in the future :) 


Enjoy! 


Chapter Fourteen: Moving Day 
Day Eight: 


Today, Jessica woke up on her own. Her body was getting used to the time that he 
systematically woke her up everyday. 


The past few days had been fairly successful. Anna and Jack were both still idiots and they 
were still a bit scared of her, but they got along well enough, especially after they witnessed 
how diligently Jessica worked. Now, they were working out a normal system for the way 
things would run. 


Jessica had bought a new camera and computer for her investigations, which she kept 
along with any files under the staircase in the Investigation Station apartment building. 
Taking anything ‘home’ with her was always too risky. 


When Kilgrave comes to wake her up, he’s surprised to see she’s already sitting up, 
looking at him expectantly. “Someone’s up early.” His mood was always changing, and she 
was never certain to what affected his attitude, considering they never really discussed what 
they were doing in the day, unless it was in a brief text. 


However, today he seemed fairly upbeat, so she would reciprocate, since she wanted to 
bring up their living situation today. “Yeah, my body’s running on schedule now.” 


He flashes her a quick smile before unfolding the paper in his hands. He had to look down 
less and less these days, as both of them had pretty much memorized all the rules. 


When he’s done, Jessica stops him from leaving. “Can I talk to you about something?” 


His eyes soften a bit, looking at her. It had been a while since they had an honest 
conversation about anything. “Of course.” 
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“Here...” She slides over and motions for him to sit on the couch next to her. Ever since 
she asked him, he hadn’t touched her, so when he sits down, this is pretty much as close as 
they had gotten to each other. Once she has his attention, she says calmly. “I think we need to 
move out.” 


Seeing what this chat was about, his eyes revert back to a dark glaze, figuring that this 
conversation wasn’t going to go smoothly. “And why’s that?” His tone sounds mocking and 
cynical. 


Play nice Jessica. She begs herself in her head, so she talks slowly, choosing every word 
carefully. “Because we’ve been here over a week now. And Charlie and Emma...” Biting her 
tongue, she takes a deep breath through her nose. “... they’re dying with us here. Invading 
their space. Their home. With you —” 


“Dying?!” Rolling his eyes, he has to keep himself from a sarcastic laugh. “Don’t you 
think that’s a little dramatic?!” 


“Dramatic?!” She hisses in response, the natural venomous tone returning to her voice. 
“Are you fucking kidding me?! Look at them Kilgrave! Open your goddamn eyes. It’s like 
you’ve literally sucked the life out of them! They’re walking around here like motherfucking 
zombies. We need to leave!” 


Well. That escalated quickly. 


“Do you honestly think you’re in any position to be making demands?!” The anger she had 
projected onto him was being reflected back, causing her to shrink back into her seat a bit. “I 
have been very patient with you Jessica. Gracious, even. But I will not roll over and let you 
make any demands of me. If you want something, you’ll ask for it. Better yet, you’ll get down 
on your bloody knees and beg for it.” 


Humiliation washes over Jessica’s face as she slowly slides off the couch and onto her 
knees in front of him, registering the command. “Please Kilgrave. I’m sorry... I’m sorry I 
yelled. I really don’t want to stay here anymore.” She folds her hands together and stares at 
him with wide, pleading eyes. “Please, can we move out? Kilgrave... I... I’m begging you.” 
The brokenness in her voice is evident. 


Sighing, he shakes his head. “Stop it. I didn’t mean to order you to do get on your knees.” 
Maybe he did mean it, because honestly it was satisfying to see her in that position, as it 
brought back fond memories of their time together. But he told her it wouldn’t be like that 
anymore, and he regretted it now. ‘Stand up.’ Her face is flushed with embarrassment as she 
does what he says. “Sit back down.” 


Instead of being angry, she just keeps her eyes low, figuring it was in her best interest to 
say nothing else. Why was this so hard? Successfully communicating with him? He was an 
overbearing asshole, but if she hadn’t raised her voice in the first place, this conversation 
could have been much easier. They had both started in a decent mood, but now the tension in 
the air made a few seconds of silence unbearable. 


Again, he sighs. “Jessica, look at me.” When their eyes meet, he has to fight the desire to 
reach out and stroke her cheek. “I’m sorry, okay? But where are we supposed to go?” 
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Finally speaking up, she mutters, “A hotel.” Seeing the distaste in his face, she quickly 
adds, “A nice hotel. That would be better then this, wouldn’t it? You wouldn’t have to... we 
wouldn’t have to force anyone out. And we could have room service... and...” she was 
reaching now, trying to get him to find the idea enjoyable. “... and it’d be just the two of us.” 
The words made her cringe, but if a little more intimacy would get two people their live back, 
then it was worth it. 


It seemed like that got his attention. “Very well. Pack your things and we’ll leave in an 
hour.” 


The only ‘things’ she had to pack was her extra clothes that she had shoved into a plastic 
bag, before going to the bathroom to shower. After an hour was up, she waited patiently at the 
door, watching the couple quietly shifting around in the kitchen, their eyes almost always to 
the floor. 


Kilgrave meets her and asks, “Ready to go?” 
Immediately, she shakes her head. “How much cash do you have on you right now?” 


“T don’t know. Why?” He raises his eyebrow as she looks at him expectantly. Rolling his 
eyes, he reaches into his pocket and shows her what he has. 


Just glancing at it, it had to be well over ten thousand pounds. She glares at him for a 
second but decides that now wasn’t the time to question where he got it, or why in the world 
he would need that much money when he could get everything for free. Without commenting 
on that, she nods at the two drones, wandering around the apartment. “Give it to them.” 


“Seriously?!” He wasn’t angry, just surprised. 
She simply nods. “All of it.” 


He scoffs, but after forcing her on her knees, he decides to comply to mend a bit of the gap 
between them. “Fine.” Walking up to Emma, he taps her on the shoulder. She seems violently 
startled that he was so close to her, and right as she was about to scurry away from him, he 
grabs her wrist. “Here. Take this money, and spend it freely, on whatever you want.” 


Her eyes widen and she stares at him blankly, as the cash was almost too big for her hand. 
“O-okay...” 


Returning to Jessica, he looks at her. “Great. Can we go now?” 
“No. Fix them.” Her voice is calm, but sharp and demanding. 
“Fix them?! Fix them how?!” 


“T don’t know! You’re the one who broke them!” Trying to be careful with raising her 
voice, she tries again. “Just... reverse the orders or... something...” 


He purposely sighs loudly, before turning to them. “You two. Come here.” As they obey, 
he continues, “Your week has been completely normal. Forget that Jessica and I were ever 
here, and forget everything you ever did, involving us.” 


Like everyone else had done that he had said this to, they stare at him momentarily, a 
vacant look glazing over their eyes. Seconds later, they revert back to the way they were 
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before they had received any orders, their posture and demeanor changing. 


Charlie furrows his eyebrows. “Who are you? What are you doing in here?” Emma has a 
dumbfounded look on her face as she looks down at the money in her hands and then up at 
the two strangers in the doorway. 


“We're no one. Ignore us.” Kilgrave says before anything more can occur. “We’re actually 
just leaving. Come on Jessica.” He opens the door and Jessica is close behind him. 


What had just happened was becoming normal to him, but to Jessica, it was a complete 
shock. So he could control the physical, internal elements of the body. This was proof. He 
could get away with anything now. 


As she got into a cab with him, she couldn’t help but wonder what she couldn’t remember 
now, because her simply told her to forget. 


“You'd love to give us your finest room for free.” 


“Oh! I’d love to give you our presidential suite for free.” The lady smiles and hands 
Kilgrave a set of key cards. 


On the way inside the elevator, Jessica shot him a look and he smirks, “Well you made me 
give up all my money, so I don’t see how I could have paid.” 


She had to pay for the cab ride over but pocket change was very different than a thousand 
pound room. Even if she could afford it with her ‘job’, Kilgrave couldn’t know about it. 
Maybe he had a point. Didn’t make him any less irritating though. 


The ride up to the top floor seemed excruciatingly long and they rode in silence for the 
most part. He wore a slight look of desire on his face as he watches her leaning up against the 
back railing. She is incredibly sexy and annoying when she’s in a pissy mood. An interesting 
combination that never stopped him from wanting to tell her to tear her own clothes off. 


Just before the elevator doors open, she catches him gawking at her, causing her to roll her 
eyes and fold her arms across her chest. “You’ve already seen me down on my knees today. 
What more do you want.” 


He laughs as he leads her to one of the only rooms on the floor. “Yes, but I apologized for 
that.” 


“Ts an apology really supposed to make me feel less violated?!” 


“Yes, yes it should. And besides, you know I can never get enough of you Jessica.” The 
smile never leaves his face as he slides the key card into the lock and opens the door. 


Presidential might have been an understatement for the room. Firstly, it was nearly three 
times the size of the apartment they had just come from, fully furnished with a kitchen, and 
living room that took up most of the main floor space. In the middle of the room between the 
seated area and the wall sized TV was a built in mini fountain, with small stepping stones in 
the middle, that created a constant stream sound. The back wall was entirely glass and 
provided a tremendous view of London from so high up. There was a thin, glass sliding door 
that separated the living area from the bedroom, which had a king sized bed, it’s own TV and 
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couch, and an unnecessary giant walk in closet. Inside the bathroom was a walk in shower, 
accompanied by a jacuzzi, adjacent to the room with the sauna. 


While looking around, Kilgrave grins. “Maybe I should take your advice for often.” 


To anyone else, this room would have been paradise. But to Jessica, it only reminded her 
of the rooms Kilgrave used to bring her to. It reminded her how much she missed New York. 
Her apartment. The dim lighting. The constant smell of vodka and hard liquor. The irritating 
neighbors. The holes in the wall. The mess. Her mess. Her business, her home. 


Kilgrave was off, enjoying his new space, like a kid on a playground, but she remained by 
the door, lost in thought. Lost in her desire to run. 


Before she knew it, there was a knock at the door. “Room service!” 


Jessica turns to look for Kilgrave but he’s out of sight, exploring more, so she shouts, “You 
really ordered room service?!” 


“Yes, yes! Would you be a dear and get it for me?” 


“Bastard.” Grumbling to herself, she opens the door. A short man in a uniform 
immediately pushes past her with a cart of breakfast food. His accent was extremely heavy 
and it was hard for Jessica to understand what he was saying. It sounded like he was talking 
about the food he brought up, but he didn’t stay long. 


“Leave.” Kilgrave shoos him away, when he emerges from the bedroom area. 


Jessica watches as he sets up the buffet-like breakfast in the dining area, and the smell of it 
makes her stomach growl, her own body betraying her. But she wasn’t going to stay. She had 
work to do today. 


With one hand on the door, she asks, “Can I leave now?” 


“You're not a prisoner Jessica. You can leave if you want.” He shrugs and sits down at the 
table. “But I think you should stay and eat with me.” 


“You think?” Her eyes narrow. “And if I choose to leave, you’re not gonna force me to 
stay?” 
“You’re not a prisoner.” He repeats calmly. ‘You can go if you want.’ Starting to make 


himself a plate, he adds, “You seem hungry, that’s all.” 


She was hungry. But no. She wasn’t going to fall for this. Just as she opens the door, she 
curses under her breath and slams it back shut again. Not because of her empty stomach, but 
because she had a new idea. The old psychology philosophy of reward and punishment to try 
and shape a person’s behavior. 


Honestly, this might work on him. Anytime he did something wrong, she’d attempt to 
punish him. Something petty, like the silent treatment. If he did something right, she’d reward 
him. Today, they moved out. And even though he was still an arrogant cock, and he only did 
it for personal gain, it was still right. And that needed to be acknowledged. 


Letting out a heavy breath, she sits adjacent to him and he grins, grabbing a plate for her. 


“T got it.” She mutters and takes the plate from him and starts to fill it with food. 
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When he starts eating his decorated omelette and she reaches for the pancakes, he starts, 
“So... Jessica...” Her name rolls off his tongue in a somewhat seductive manner, only 
making her gag a bit. “I’m surprised you decided to stay.” 


“So am I.” There’s resentment and agitation in her voice. 
“Then why did you?” He asks out of genuine curiosity and a bit of cockyness. 


“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe I’m... falling in love with you.” The sarcasm drips through her 
words as she takes another hard bite of food. 


Normally, her sarcasm was deflected with a clever comment or a smirk, but this one 
seemed to affect him, as he stiffens. “That was cold. Even for you.” 


When she sees that he’s seriously hurt by this, she sighs but refuses to apologize. “Lighten 
up, okay? I’m here... because you did something good today. And I want to recognize that.” 


“Really? And having breakfast with me is recognizing that?” 


“Oh, I’m sorry! Did you want me to leave? Or was there something more that you 
wanted?!” She snaps back. 


He raises his hands defensively. “It was just a question!” After sipping his tea, he adds, 
“Although, there are a few other things I could think of...” His tongue slowly traces his lips. 


She flouts and stands up, leaving the table, which alarmed him slightly. Walking to the 
other side of the kitchen, she scours the fridge and then the mini bar, picking up a small, 
pocket sized bottle of vodka. Promptly returning, she dumps the alcohol into her glass of 
orange juice, not hesitating to drink it down until it’s half full. 


He watches silently, and doesn’t protest but just looks at her disapprovingly. “This early in 
the moming?” 


“How else am I gonna get through my fucking day with you? I try to make a gesture, but 
you always have to be such a condescending asshole, don’t you? It’s like it’s engraved in your 
DNA.” 


“Alright, alright. I’m sorry.” Something about this amused him. “I just can’t help myself 
sometimes.” 


“Clearly.” She has to fight the urge to get up and leave right then and there. 
“Jessica ~” He purrs her name again. “Talk to me about something. Anything!” 


This was a command but it sounded more like he was whining to her. With an eye roll, she 
bites down hard on her bacon. “Fine. How about I ask you some questions?” 


“T’m an open book.” He grins and both of them know that’s bullshit. 
“What does it feel like when you use your powers?” 
“What?” 


“Relax. It’s a legitimate question. What does feel like? The instant you speak a command, 
what specifically changes?” 
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“Hmm...” He actually never really thought about the specifics. All he knew was that it felt 
good... in general. Speaking honestly, he frowns, “I’m not sure. I just... like it.” 


“Okay, but why do you like it?” He shrugs and she huffs out a breath. “Fine. Tell me to do 
something and concentrate on what specifically happens.” She stressed that word again. 


“Tell you to do something... like what?” He tilts his head curiously, basically asking for 
her boundaries. 


Before scowling, she says. “Nothing painful.” 


“Of course not.” She probably should have been more detailed in that description, because 
a grin appears on his face. He now had a green light to do this. “Kiss me. Kiss me like you 
want it.” 


Wow. He never really grew up, did he? 


Standing up, she pushes his chair away from the table, a wild look of sexual aggression in 
her eyes. Slowly, as if teasing him, she sits in his lap, straddling over him so that her hips 
press against his. One hand slides in his hair, and the other grips the front of his jacket, her 
lips gently brushing against his. When he tries to lean forward for her, she pulls his hair back 
to make him wait a little longer, to keep him at bay with the taste of her breath on his lips. 


Jessica was always a tease. Taunting him was only her way of enforcing her own type 
control over him. To get him on the verge of begging for her. When the desire for the kiss 
overwhelms her, she closes the gap between them, kissing him hard. Her tongue pushes into 
his mouth and he instantly groans, reciprocating with the same amount of passion and drive. 


Her hand slides from his hair and cups his cheek to try and hold him still, the other was 
threatening to tear his shirt loose. His hands grips her waist and he can feel his pants 
tightening as her hips barely move against his, like she wanted it. 


When she pulls away from his his lips, he frowns for a second, but she quickly tilts his 
head back and starts to kiss his neck, flicking her tongue against his skin. His hands move 
lower and he grips her ass, his hips unable to sit still under her, her name escaping his lips in a 
moan, “Jessica...” 


But he knew that he couldn’t afford to get carried away with her, so before he couldn’t 
resist her anymore, he whimpers a weak, “Stop.” 


As she phases back into reality, she’s livid. 


Since she was incapable of strangling the life out of him right now, she wanted to throw a 
fucking tantrum and scare the shit out of him. 


What was remarkable was that she was able to hold her own temper and think logically. 
She had given him permission to order her. Plus, he told her to stop. It took him long enough, 
but he did, when he could have easily had her then and there. What good would throwing a fit 
do? He’d still be the way that he was, just with more anger. He could lash out just as much, 
and it would most likely be worse than smiling for five hours. 


Instead of that, she reacts as calmly as she possibly could. Pulling her lips away from him, 
she pushes him hard to stand up off of him. Anger fills her eyes and her body language is 
hostile, but she says nothing and sits down. His breathing is still heavy and he shifts his 
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clothes in a failed attempt to his the bulge in his trousers. Seeing the look in her eyes, he hold 
back a grin, softly biting his lower lip to savor the taste of her. 


When she doesn’t say anything, he looks at her in a relaxed state. “I wish you would tell 
me to give you orders more often.” 


Her voice is threateningly quiet. “I told you not to touch me.” 
“To be fair, you touched me first.” 


Clenching her jaw, she brings her fist down on the table, and he can hear it crack under her 
power. “Cut. The bullshit.” 


He flinches, but doesn’t back down, knowing that this was just an empty threat from her. 
“You told me to make you do something, so I did! I didn’t tell you to do anything painful, so 


” 


“That was painful.” The anger is just seriousness now. 


His tone is just as serious when he says, “Then you should have been more specific.” He 
wipes the slight wetness on his neck with his fingertips, before slowly licking away the taste 
of her saliva from his hands, looking her dead in the eye when he does. 


“You are the most perverted human being that has ever lived.” She growls, watching him 
in disgust. 

“Oh come on Jessica! I was just having some fun! It’s not that serious.” It seemed like 
nothing was going to ruin his good mood. 


He had a point. This was just him. And that perverted nature that seemed to amuse him so 
much wasn’t going to go away overnight. The was almost no point in scolding him over it. 


“Did you at least do what I asked?!” Wiping her mouth with the back of her hand, she 
gulps down the rest of her alcoholic juice. 


“Oh! Right.” He had nearly forgotten the whole point of this. ‘What did I feel when I 
ordered you? Hmm.’ Thinking on it, he reflects, “My heart rate accelerated, and it was like a 
rush of adrenaline. Maybe... I felt excited.” 


“Tt sounds like you’re describing being turned on.” Her eyes narrow, completely 
unamused. 


But he laughs anyway. “No... I mean before you even touched me. It was just speaking the 
words.” 


Now this was actually interesting, helpful information. The pleasure center in his brain 
must be making using his power enjoyable, probably feeling a rush of dopamine. 


This interested her more than it angered her. “Would you say you’re addicted to it?” 
He tilts his head. 


“Like if for some reason you were mute, for an entire day, would not giving orders drive 
you crazy? Like withdrawal?” 
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He hadn’t thought about this either, and he questioned why she was so curious. “Using my 
power is just daily life. I never actually thought about life without them. I can’t fathom it.” 


That was answer enough for her. “Daily life, huh? Is that how you’re getting all your 
money? Why do you need it?” 


“Ts that what’s bothering you?” His lips curl into a slight grin. “Yes, I use my powers to 
acquire money, but not in an unreasonable way, and certainly not from people who 
desperately need their money, if that what you’re wondering.” 


“So just tell me who you're taking it from and why, and I’ll stop asking questions.” 
“Would you like me to show you?” 

“Show me?” 

“T’ll take you tonight if you must know.” 


Tonight. Hmm. Tonight, Jessica was supposed to visit Victor again to see what he found 
out. But what was she going to say? ‘Sorry I have plans’? No, that would get him asking 
questions. Besides, this little event could count as their second activity of the week that she 
agreed to. 


“Fine, tonight it is.” She says and goes back eating on the cracked table. 


Victor would just have to wait. 
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15. Sore Loser 


Chapter Fifteen: Sore Loser 

(Still) Day Eight: 

Gambling. It wasn’t at all what Jessica was expecting. 

What would be the point of him gambling if he knew he was going to win every time?! 


“Stay close.” He orders her and subconsciously reaches back for her hand, but quickly 
pulls it away. 


She notices and just rolls her eyes as she follows him into the casino, unquestioned. She 
looked remarkably out of place there, in her jeans and leather, while everyone else seemed to 
dress on Kilgrave’s level, with fancy dresses and suits. Not that it bothered her at all, but she 
didn’t appreciate the dirty looks she was getting. 


It looked like he knew exactly what he was doing when he sits down at a table where they 
appeared to be playing blackjack. 


“Give me £1,000 worth of chips. Just blues, greens and blacks.” He says to the dealer, who 
hands him what he needs, blankly. The other players don’t seem to notice that there was no 
cash exchanged. 


Jessica just stood behind him with her arms crossed. “What is the point of gambling if 
you’re guaranteed a win?!” She hisses in his ear. 


“Shut up!” He hisses right back, but his tones is playful as he waves his hand at her. The 
game was Starting. 


She wasn’t sure of the specifics of the game, but she got that the general goal was to get 
cards close to twenty-one in sum. As bets were placed and the game went on, Jessica waited 
for him to use his powers. But the only thing he said was “Hit,” and “Stand,” when he was 
satisfied with his hand. The cards reveal that he had a twenty, three people had busts and the 
other three all had a number in the teens. 


Had she missed something? He won? Without his powers? 


With a grin, Kilgrave swipes the chips he earned and some people at the table sigh and 
leave, while others stay for the next game to try and win their money back. Before a new 
game, he turns around in his seat and smiles at her. “Impressed yet?” 


Not saying anything, she glares at him and points at her mouth. 
“Oh yes. You can talk now.” He laughs. 


“Im hardly impressed.” Her eyes narrow at him. “So you got lucky and won. That’s 
supposed to impress me? I’m more curious to see what you do when you lose.” 


“Jessica, I can gamble responsibly without using my powers!” 
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“Prove it.” 
“T will.” Unbuttoning his jacket, he smirks and turns back around. 


The game went by quickly, and at the end of it all, Kilgrave lost, because someone had a 
perfect hand of an ace and a jack. 


“Here we go.” Jessica mutters, quiet enough for only her to hear. Now was the time when 
he would announce that those cards were his, or have the man who won, tell everyone he 
cheated, or have him shove the cards up his ass. She was sure of it. But instead, he acts like a 
normal human being, and shrugs, letting go of what he lost without question. 


She stares at him, wide eyed. “You’re not going to do anything about that?!” 


“About what? The fact that I lost?” Turning back to her, he smiles. “Jessica, you insult me. 
Isn’t losing part of gambling?” 


“Not for you!” 


“T told you. I’m not unreasonable. I start with a small sum of £1,000 which I get with my 
powers, but then —” 


“A small sum?! £1,000 is hardly small.” She counters. 


“Look who I’m taking it from.” He’s just as quick with his response. “This casino 
probably makes hundreds of thousands a day, they aren’t going to miss this, so who am I 
hurting?” 


“Just because you’re taking it from a wealthy company, doesn’t make it any less illegal.” 
“Yes. But wouldn’t you prefer this over what I’ve done in the past?” 


He had a point. She wasn’t going to admit it. “Well, what are you gonna use money for 
anyway? You had no need for it before, so why now?” 


“Gambling passes the time. Besides, you want me to pay for things, right?” 


“You're telling me you’re here so you can pay for your expensive life style, just because I 
asked you to?” 


“Precisely. I want to be a contributing member of society.” 
“And losing doesn’t bother you?!” 
“Not generally.” His voice is smooth and relaxed. 


Nope. Jessica wasn’t buying it. This was too good. It was too thought-out and innocent. 
The opposite of him. “So you expect me to believe, that you skim a tiny bit of money from a 
billion dollar corporation, so you can gamble without your powers, to try and gain money to 
pay for everything you own and do, including the hotel, yours suits, and fine dining, just 
because I told you to be a better citizen?! That’s what you’re telling me?!” 


“Now you're getting it.” He teases, and she frowns. “I just want you to be happy.” 


“Did you want me to be happy when you sent multiple people to try and kill me?” 
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He simply smirks, not letting it ruin his mood. “To be fair, you were trying to kill me too.” 
When she just glares at him, he adds, “Don’t be like that, Jess.” 


“Don’t call me that.” Her voice is quiet but serious. 
“Well, you don’t want me to call you Jessie, do you?” 
Choosing not to answer, she just clenches her jaw. 


The third game, he won again, and reclaimed his prize, but now he was bored and ready to 
switch to something else. 


When Jessica sees him packing up, she stops him. “Wait. Give me some chips. I want to 
play.” 
A sly grin slowly appears on his face. “You’re sure you know what you’re doing?” 


“Positive.” After watching a few rounds, she was beaming with over confidence. 


“Tf you insist.” Graciously, he slides her enough chips to make the minimum bet, as she 
sits a few seats away from him. When she seems settled in, he asks, “Shall we make this more 
interesting?” 


Obviously, it wasn’t about the money for either of them. It was a power struggle. And 
Jessica wanted to humiliate him. Break through this facade and force him to show his true 
colors. 


“What are you suggesting?” She asks back. 


“If you lose, you should” -he adds ‘should’ to make it not a command— “have to break 
your own request, and kiss me, at least once a day, willingly.” 


Her eyes narrow again. “What is it with you and touching me all the time?!” 
“Firstly, you would be touching me. And you can agree to it or not.” He says smugly. 


“Fine. I’ll do it if I lose.” Yes. She was that confident. “But if I win, you have to revoke 
rule six. No more check-ins every three hours. Period.” 


This time, his eye narrow. “Why? Are you doing something with your day that I should 
know about?” 


“You can agree to it or not.” She imitates. “Unless of course, you’re scared?” 
The playfulness returns to his expression. “You have a deal.” 


Once the cards are being revealed, Jessica was sure she had him with twenty in her hand. 
Fortunately, she did. He had gone two over so his cards were a bust. Unfortunately, they both 
lost, because the stranger between them had twenty-one with three cards. 


Both of them frown as they lose their chips, and Jessica walks back over to Kilgrave in 
complaint. “That was disappointing.” 


“Maybe for you.” His frown slowly morphs into a triumphant smile. 


“What?” 
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“You agreed that if you lost, you would do as I asked And you did lose. You never said that 
if you lost to me.” 


“Bullshit! You knew what I meant!” 
“What you meant and what you said are two very different things.” 


Her jaw drops. Goddammit, did he really outsmart her?! “Well...” Usually she was quick 
with a response, but today she had nothing to say. 


“T never ordered you to do it, but we did make a deal. Unless, you’re a sore loser?” He 
raises his eyebrow at her, grinning. 


“T’m not a fucking sore loser.” She snaps, before letting out a sigh. 


If she refused, would he make her do it anyway? His incessant need to be touched was... 
incessant. It seem to be worsening ever since she told him not to touch her. First breakfast, 
now this? Was it going to keep going downhill? For fucks sake, it had only been five days 
since her request, and he seemed to be getting desperate. He couldn’t let her have this one 
thing?! This one goddamn thing!? If one kiss was the best she could get away with, he might 
as well force her to do it, because there seemed like no other options. 


“Whatever. I’ll do it, okay? But I decide when, and you the no touching rule still applies. 
This is the only and last exception. And you can forget about getting another one today.” 


“That’s fair.” The cocky look never leaves his face. “Come on.” He gathers up his chips 
(leaving with more than he started with) and they move on. 


Poker was next, and he lost the first game, but this time was a little different. 


The women that won snorts. “Ah-ha! You dirty bastards thought that just because I was a 
women, I couldn’t play poker! Well fuck you, and have a bloody awful day!” She shows her 
teeth in a sarcastic smile, and draws in her chips with greedy eyes, before standing up to walk 
away. 


Even from standing behind Kilgrave, Jessica could see his body language change, and 
could practically feel the tension radiating off of him. 


“Sit. Down.” He barks, and she obeys with confusion. 


Jessica bites her tongue and doesn’t say anything, wondering where this would go. If it 
was going to be as bad as she expected, she would have to be ready to step in. 


Now Kilgrave addresses the rest of the table. “All of you saw her cheat, and you 
desperately want her thrown out by security.” 


Suddenly everyone at the table is yelling and hollering for security, waving their hands to 
whoever could see. Half of the floor was staring by the time security actually came to see the 
commotion. The players at the table frantically explained that she was a no-good cheater, and 
she was promptly lifted out of her seat and escorted out of the building. 


When Kilgrave is done watching, he turns to meet Jessica’s glare. 


“You call that gambling responsibly?!” She scolds, wondering if she could have stepped in 
and actually stopped him. 
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“T said losing doesn’t generally bother me. And you can’t stand here and tell me she didn’t 
deserve it!” The situation seemed to amuse him, but she stayed straight-faced. “Oh please. I 
could have done much worse to her, and you know it.” 


More like he would have done much worse to her if Jessica wasn’t around. 


The rest of the night involved a lot of drinking, for Jessica in particular. He gambled more 
(fairly, so Jessica wouldn’t lose her temper), and over dinner, she scolded him about how he 
couldn’t just throw people out for being assholes. She wasn’t sure if any of it was getting to 
him, but it at least looked like he listened to what she had to say. 


Things lightened up a bit after that, especially with the free drinks that the casino so 
happily provided. They made a few more friendly bets as well. Jessica tried to undo the 
previous bet she lost, but Kilgrave refused to agree to anything of the sort, being the stubborn 
bastard that he was. Fortunately, she did win one when they played roulette together, and 
managed to officially eliminate rule six. No more daily check-ins. Despite having to kiss him 
everyday, this brightened her mood, because it meant her work would go uninterrupted and 
she wouldn’t have to drop what she was doing every three hours. He won another one too, 
and upped their ‘activities’ together to three times a week instead of two. 


Both of them got a little of what they wanted. 


By the time they were walking out together, Kilgrave had just over £7,000 on him. The 
fact was, it didn’t stop bothering Jessica. He stole the first thousand, and then got his money 
back from another game by getting the winner kicked out. Just because it wasn’t as evil as 
robbing a middle-class stranger on the street, or taking things straight from a store, it was still 
stealing, and it was still wrong. And the whole ‘I want to pay for my own things to make you 
happy’ routine sounded like a load of bullshit. Like he was playing her. 


But... baby steps. She had to remind herself. Not as evil was all she could afford right 
now. And if he was up to something, she would figure it out eventually. 


It was much calmer between them as they walk down the dark street, in search of a taxi to 
hail. Well, things were calm for a moment anyway. 


Someone in the shadows of an alleyway whistles when they walk passed. “Oooh, love, can 
those jeans get any tighter? I’d like to see how long it takes me to get them off.” The shadow 
whistles again and then snickers to himself. 


No, no no. Jesus fuck no. Please keep walking. Jessica begs in her head. But Kilgrave stops 
in his tracks. 


This was a different type of dark. Not the type where someone petty laughs about winning 
a poker game. This was far beyond that. It was personal for him. Jessica had only seen him 
this angry when someone either hit on her in front of him, or someone insulted her when they 
were together. This was the quiet dark. The dark that made him dead in the eyes, while his 
veins pulsed rapidly. 


“Kilgrave... just ignore it.” Jessica whimpers immediately, tugging at his jacket lightly, 
praying that he’d keep walking. 
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But he doesn’t budge. Instead, he slowly turns around and tilts his head at the man in 
question. He was absolutely drunk, as he leaned up against a brick wall, barely able to stand 
as he took a drink from a bottle in a brown paper bag. When he sees Kilgrave staring, he 
smiles a little and shrugs. 


Kilgrave takes a few steps closer to him, and when he speaks, there’s not an ounce of 
venom, or anger in his voice. It sounds like he’s a parent, talking softly to a child. He was 
calm. Very calm and it made Jessica panic that much more. 


“What did you say to her? Repeat exactly what you said.” 
The drunk repeats the words, but his voice is full of doubt now. 


“Hmm.” Now it was he was a vet, smiling at the unknowing dog he was about to put 
down, all the while, knowing it’s fate. 


Before he says anything else, Jessica makes another attempt to save this stranger. 
“Kilgrave, please. It’s fine. Honestly. Let’s just go...” This time, she breaks her own request 
by reaching out and grabbing his hand in an attempt to persuade him further. 


He keeps his hand in hers, but still refuses to leave. Turning to her now, he says. “Be 
honest with us Jessica. How does it make you feel when guys call at you like that?” 


She swallows hard, muttering, “Uh... I mean, kinda shitty. But also really angry. And 
irritated...” Fuck. 


“Did you hear that?” Kilgrave goes on saying to the man. ‘You made Jessica feel kinda 
shitty. You made my women feel kinda shitty.’ His voice raises for a split second, but it goes 
back down to the parental tone, quickly. “So tell me this. If you were with the women you 
loved, and someone said that to her, what would you want to do to that person?” 


“I'd... ’'d want to beat them up. Hurt them.” He stutters, his eyes widening. 
“Interesting. You’d want to hurt them. Do you think I should hurt you?” 
The drunk sputters a few inaudible words, his grip on the bottle tightening. 


Kilgrave continues, gently gliding his thumb over Jessica’s knuckles. “Here’s what I’ll 
have you do. —” 


“Please. Don’t. It’s fine... seriously.” She could feel her stomach tightening as she nearly 
begs. “Let’s go...” Her voice is as quiet as his, but it’s full of panic. 


But he shakes his head. He wasn’t going to let this offence go unpunished. “When you do 
this, you’re not going to make a sound. What’s going to happen, is you’re going to bite all 
your fingers off. One by one, slowly of course. Concentrate on your pain, and why you’re in 
this position. After you bite off each finger, you’re going to chew it up, and swallow it. When 
you’ve eaten all of your fingers, break the bottle in your hand and slit your wrists with the 
glass. Vertically. I want you to have no chance of survival. And I think it’ll be interesting to 
watch you try and do that with no fingers.” 


There’s a slow snap, and crunch sound as the man bites through his right pinky. Staring 
down at his four fingered hand, tears develop in his eyes, but he doesn’t breathe a sound. The 
only sound was the gravel noise that his bones made against his teeth. 


83 


Jessica’s heart pounded furiously as the sight of this triggered her horrible PTSD of the 
time she spent with him. Remembering when he forced her to watch people kill themselves 
for their offenses, and reminded her that she’d always be his. 


But now was not the time to lose her shit. It also wasn’t the time to yell at him. When has 
yelling honestly worked in this circumstance? She needed a different approach. Another 
different approach. And she would keep trying until she found something that worked. If she 
was going to save this drunk piece of shit, she would have to dig a little deeper. She would 
not stand by and let this man be another victim, as she had to stand by in the past. Today 
would be different. 


She steps between the two of them and stands her ground in front of Kilgrave, trying not to 
listen to the sound of cracking bones behind her. “Look at me.” His jaw clenches, but he 
looks past her. ‘Look. At me.’ She says more sternly, but her voice is gentle. This time, his 
eyes slowly shift to meet hers, an emptiness over his pupils. “You’re hurting me.” 


This gets his attention, and he cocks his head to the side. 
So she rephrases. “What you’re doing to him, is hurting me.” 
His voice loses its eerie tone, and returns to normal. “Jessica, don’t make this —” 


“About me? But it is about me, isn’t it Kilgrave? I’m yours now. I get it! We’ve established 
that!” Her voice never raises above a whisper, and she slides her hand away from his. “I’m 
here. And you’re punishing him because he disrespected me, right? Because he hurt me. But 
what you’re doing to him, is hurting me more than anything that he could ever say.” There’s a 
bit of clarity in his eyes, but she needed more to break through all the way. “Listen. I 
understand that right now, you don’t recognize the value of human life. I get it! And maybe 
you’re right in saying that that’s not completely your fault. But I understand their value. And 
I’m telling you now, that this isn’t right. Assholes will be assholes. But no one deserves that. 


“Watching you do this to people time and time again... it fucks with my brain, Kilgrave. 
It... it feels like I’m losing my mind. All this blood and death that you leave behind, affects 
me more than you can comprehend.” 


She has to force what will come next, because it wouldn’t come naturally. She had to will 
it to happen to express her sincerity. So she thought about Reva, and Hope, and Ruben, and 
everyone that she watched fall in her time with him. She concentrated on the pain of all of it. 
For the first time since she met him, she let herself grieve for the ones she had lost, and 
refused to choke back the tears that came flowing down her cheeks. Not bothering to wipe 
them, she keeps her eyes locked on his. She wasn’t crying for this man specifically, but crying 
for all his victims. Past, present, and future. 


Her voice trembles as she goes on. “Tell him to stop... you said you wanted me to be 
happy. So if you care about me the way you say you do, you’ lI tell him to stop.” 


It was working. Goddammit, it was working. He was beginning to understand, at least it 
looked that way. His expression changes into one of pain and concern for her. 


To bring it home, she slowly steps closer and wraps her arms around him, gently hugging 
him, and allowing herself to cry into his chest. “Please.” She whimpers one last time. 
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Kilgrave was beyond shocked as he felt her embrace. Seeing Jessica cry once was odd, but 
twice was almost incredible. Was this real? Was she just trying to fuck with his emotions? 
Whatever it was, he wraps his arms around her anyway, inhaling her scent. Mmm, she was 
unbelievably precious when she wanted to be. 


“Tt’s okay.” He whispers to her, resting his chin on her head. Finally, he orders the man. 
“Stop.” 


His pinky and ring finger were already swallowed, and he spits out his middle finger, 
looking down at his hand in horror. 


“Forget this encounter. Take yourself to a hospital.” 


The man looks at the strangers for a split second, before darting away in the direction of 
the nearest hospital, yelling in pain all the way down the street. 


Jessica managed a smile that she keeps hidden to herself. Two years ago, that man would 
be undoubtedly dead. Two weeks ago even. And so would the women at the poker table for 
that matter. Whether this was just a show for her or he was actually changing, was hard to tell. 
But progress was progress and if she had to keep saving one life at a time, so be it. 


He keeps holding her in his arms and kisses the top of her head before he says, “Come on 
Jessica. Let’s go home.” As they continue walking, he leaves his arm around her waist. 


Author’s note: 


Is it me, or are the chapters getting progressively longer? Hmm... is that a good thing? Idk, 
sorry? 


I re-wrote parts of this chapter about 4 times, so I’m exhausted. Originally, Kilgrave tells 
the women who won poker to go drown herself in a toilet. And then Jessica freaks out and 
tackles the lady to try and stop her and eventually Kilgrave tells her to stop. It was all very 
amusing, but I needed to change it for the ending, because I wanted to explore the different 
levels of his anger, and jumping straight to “go kill yourself” didn’t seem realistic, especially 
with Jessica around. 


With the drunk, Kilgrave wasn’t going to stop him, and he would end up killing himself. 
Jessica would freak out and then Kilgrave would tell her to forget about it. I didn’t like that. 


So then I wrote it as Kilgrave tells him to do that stuff, and then Jessica knocks the guy out 
to stop him from doing it, and then blows up at Kilgrave again. That all seemed too repetitive. 


Jessica needed to understand that she needs to do something different to get in touch with 
him. So crying seemed like the most unexpected approach. 


As you can see, their relationship is slowly changing. Jessica is starting to relate to him a 
little more and it looks like Kilgrave is starting to understand the true difference between 
good and bad. 


Both of them aren’t sure if they are being played by the other person though. We kinda 
know what Jessica is thinking, but is Kilgrave really changing? 
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The answer will be revealed next chapter ;) And Ruby and Victor will be making their 
come-back appearances in Day Nine as well. 


As always, thanks for reading! And a special thanks to my reviewers! 
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16. Infection 


Chapter Sixteen: Infection 
Day Nine: 


Jessica woke up in a bit of a haze. Maybe it was the hangover, or just that yesterday’s 
events were too stressful for her to comprehend that early in the morning. 


When everything did come back to her, she swears to herself. Not too loudly, because the 
couch she was on was only a few feet away from the bed that Kilgrave slept in. After that 
little fiasco with the drunk, he kept his arm around her for the entire cab ride and into the 
hotel, where he tucked her in with a blanket. Maybe he was being protective of her, as if 
keeping her close would repair her damaged emotions, instead of doing the opposite. Or 
maybe he was just being possessive of her. She could only hope that her emotional 
breakdown in front of him didn’t give him permission to touch her whenever he wanted to 
again. Was she going to have to keep compromising and suffering to save other people from 
him? 


It was impossible to keep the question out of her head. If she pretended to be in love with 
him, would the world around him be better off? Could she control what he did more if she 
sacrificed her own freedom? It was the same question that she had to ask herself when she 
was in her old house with him, except now it was more extreme. The same question that she 
answered incorrectly. Because last time, she made the mistake of trying to defeat him. Would 
it be any different this time around? 


It was about an hour before the alarm on his phone would go off and wake him up, but she 
couldn’t sleep anymore. Instead, she picks up her phone that she laid down on the floor by the 
couch. Fuck. She had eight missed calls, and fifteen messages. All of them were from Victor. 


{Where are you?} — 7:01pm, {Are you coming?} — 7:03pm, {Jewel?} — 7:21, {You said 
you’d be here at 7?} — 7:48pm, {Are you there?} — 8:11pm. 


And so on, all the way through ten o’clock. He left only one voicemail, which said, “H- 
hello? Is this J-Jewel? D-did you tell me y-you were coming-ing today? Hello?” Then there 
was nothing. He sounded more nervous than usual. 


She growls at herself for forgetting to warn Victor that she wouldn’t be coming. Stepping 
out of the room, quietly, she makes two attempts to call him back, but both times, it goes 
straight to voicemail. Since calling failed, she sends a quick text and hopes he’Il get it soon. 
{Victor, I’m sorry that I was unavailable yesterday. Will you be home this morning to meet 
with me, or do you have work? — J} — 7:18am. 


She was itching to get out of this damn hotel, but she wasn’t going to sit around and wait 
for him to wake up. Alternatively, she performs her daily morning routine, so that she could 
leave immediately after she was read to. 
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When Kilgrave wakes up from his alarm, he’s surprised to meet Jessica’s gaze, seeing her 
perked up and fully dressed, sitting on the sofa. 


“Good morning.” He says with a curious look on his face, running his fingers through his 
messy hair. 


“Yeah... hi.” She replies awkwardly, fidgeting in her seat. 
“In a hurry today?” Noticing her nervous behavior, he sits up to see her more clearly. 


“Yes actually.” She blurts out, to which he raises his eyebrow. Correcting herself, she 
sighs, “I mean... I just really need some air. So... can we get this over with?” 


He looks at her in silence for a second, the same way her looked at her last night. With 
sympathy and concern, like she was some kind of wounded animal. She hated it. It made her 
feel more helpless than she actually was, causing her to squirm even more, as if to avoid his 


pitying eyes. 


Eventually, he answers her with a concise but gentle, “Sure.” Grabbing the list off the 
nightstand, he begins reading. 


Thankfully, he was sure to skip over rule six, so they were down to twelve. 
When he’s done, Jessica just nods and stands up. “I’ll be leaving soon.” 
Without replying, he watches her exit the room. 

From there, she grabs a quick breakfast, and was about to bolt out the door. 


“Goddamn.” She mutters under her breath and turns to see Kilgrave about to go into the 
bathroom. Making up her mind, she calls to him before he can close the door. “Wait!” 


He stops and looks at her, as she takes a few deep breaths and make her way over to him. 
“What?” He asks patiently, after she doesn’t say anything. 


There is no time for him to react, before she grabs his wrist, yanks him closer and presses 
her lips against his. He had done what he agreed to, and it was only fair that she did the same. 
And if she had to kiss him, better to get it over with than let it dwell on her mind all day. 


She parts her lips only slightly, but kisses him hard, and fast. After a few seconds, when 
she hears him moan, she quickly pulls back and shoves him away from her. His back hits the 
wall behind him, but it’s not hard enough to hurt him. 


Trying to comprehend it, he blinks twice, his breathing rapid as he stares at her. 


“T’m not a fucking sore loser.” She utters again before pivoting on her heels and leaving 
the hotel. 


Jessica left him wanting more. So much more. So naturally, he went to Ruby’s flat to 
relieve himself. 


This was only the third time he had gone to see her, simply because of his confusing 
emotions about her. It was nothing like love, but more like fire. Part of him felt like he was 
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cheating on Jessica a bit, but he tries to dismiss the thought. He can’t be cheating if they 
weren’t officially dating. 


He was undeniably attached to Ruby however, and he couldn’t think of one specific reason 
for it. Was it because she begged to be his? Because she was ruthless and unafraid? Because 
she was easy and almost therapeutic to talk to? Or was it just because she was a really good 
shag? There was no clear answer. 


Needless to say, she was more than delighted the last time he showed up on her doorstep, 
and today was no different. She practically ripped his clothes off before he even got inside. 


When they were finished, their clothes were scattered in various parts of the apartment, 
and Ruby laid next to him, softly whining as his lips dragged against her collarbone. 


“You're distracting me.” She breathes, biting her lower lip. 


“In my defense, that’s not a hard thing to do.” He counters with a grin, tracing her spine 
with his fingertips. 


Whimpering, she pushes his head away from her with a pout. “But I want to talk about 
this!” 


“T already told you everything that happened. What more is there to talk about?” Laughing 
a little, he sits up, and leans on his elbow, resting his head on his hand. 


She imitates him, “I mean, seriously though. That woman laughed in your face about 
winning and all you did was get her thrown out by security? That’s it?” 


“Well what would you have done?” He raises his eyebrows. 


“T wouldn’t have done anything, because I’m not the one with the bloody superpower! But 
if I did have that power, I would have done much worse to that bitch.” There’s a similar 
darkness in her eyes. 


“Yes, well. I thought about that. But Jessica was standing right there.” 


Ruby groans and rolls back onto the bed. “Yeah, I got that bit. All I’m saying is that it 
sounds like this ‘Jessica’ of yours is making you soft...” 


“Soft?!” He scoffs at her. 


“Yes, soft! Think about it Kilgrave. Think about the power you have. It’s beyond amazing! 
It’s magnificent, and nefarious, and... just plain sexy! And you’re telling me that you’re just 
going to let people disrespect you like that?! People should be down on their knees in front of 
you! Bowing and begging for mercy! It shouldn’t matter if Jessica is there or not...” 


The things she was saying were actually making sense to him. 


“People need to know not to fuck with you. Hell, you could take over the world if you 
wanted to!” 


“T’m not trying to take over the world, Ruby.” He sighs and lays back on his back. 


“That’s beside the point.” Gently, she slides closer to him again, not wanting to make him 
irritated with her. “I get that you really like Jessica, but —” 


89 


“Love.” He corrects sharply, but wraps his arms around her anyway. 


“Yeah, sure. Love.” There’s a hint of bitterness in her tone. “But I don’t think you should 
let her try and change or manipulate you. I don’t want her screwing with your emotions. I like 
you the way you are.” Her lips trail up to his, and he willingly kisses her back. 


“She’s not going to change me.” He reassures her, after she pulls back, but he questions the 
statement in his head. 


“Good.” Slowly, she smiles at him and then lets her head rest on his chest. There’s a 
content, peaceful silence between them until she says, “Let’s go out and do something 
together.” 


“Something, like...?” 


“T don’t know. I like watching you use your powers though. It’s a beautiful thing to see. 
So... let’s go somewhere. Do something. Control some people. Reek some havoc.” She says 
giggling, but she’s only half joking. 


He grins and shrugs. “Alright. Get up. Wear a dress for me today.” 


Just hearing him command her gave her a surreal chill, and she gasps, biting her lip 
slightly harder. As if she were enjoying it. 


When she slides out of bed and starts rummaging through her closet, she states, “Your 
wish is my command.” 


And they both smile. 


When Jessica doesn’t hear anything back, she stopped by the hospital first. The staff 
explained that nurse McCants hadn’t showed up for work today, nor had he called in. 


There was silence after she knocked on Victor’s front door as well, and she’s troubled to 
find the door unlocked. 


“Victor? Are you here? Are you okay?” 
Judging by his state, he sure as hell didn’t look okay. 


He was pacing as he had done before, his glasses were half hidden under a stack of papers, 
his hair was a mess, and it looked like he had gotten little to no sleep last night. His eyes were 
screwed shut as he was pacing, while he mutters something to himself, over and over, 
completely unaware of Jessica’s presence. 


When he almost trips over the books on the floor, Jessica runs to catch him. “Jesus, 
Victor.” 


He’s startled more by her touch than he is by the fact that he almost fell. Opening his eyes, 
he stares at her blankly, before he seems to realize who it is. “J-Jewel!” He exclaims 
suddenly, and then he starts speaking faster than she was able to comprehend. 


She could only catch a few words here and there, as he rambled on about virus, testing, 
notes, blood, cells, and hours, but the meaning was lost on her. 
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Gently, she holds his arms, “Victor, Victor, please. Slow down. I can’t understand you.” 
Stopping to catch his breath, he frowns at her, and blinks hard a few times. 


Thinking this would help, she lets go of him and retrieves his glasses from the mess on the 
table. “Here. Put these on.” 


As he does, he relaxes and his eyes adjust to meet hers. “J-Jewel.” He says again, but he’s 
not panicked this time. 


“Yeah, I’m here.” She manages a smile. 
“Y-you didn’t come y-y—” 


“Yesterday.” She finishes for him. “I know, I know. I got caught up in... other things. ’m 
really sorry. I didn’t worry you too much, did I?” 


He shakes his head absently, although it was obvious that she had. “No, n-no. I-I just...” 
Pausing, he looks around him, as if he lost his train of thought. 


After he doesn’t say anything for awhile, she asks, “What were you saying before? About 
the virus? Did you find something out?” 


“Oh!” Regaining his previous thought, he turns back to his desk, remembering what he had 
to say. “I-It’s gone I f-found it, but n-now it’s gone!” 


“Found what? What’s gone?” Jessica was having a hard time keeping up with him. 
“The virus-s! It was... b-but I-I-I...” 


Seeing him struggle, she stops him again. “Just slow down, okay? Start from the 
beginning... what did you do after I left?” 


He nods a little and shuffles over to a table on the far side of the room where there was a 
computer, a high-tech looking microscope, and other tools that Jessica couldn’t identify. “I-I 
tested everything. Y-your... it’s remarkable-le. It w-was in your blood, a-and there were light 
t-traces of i-it on your skin-in. I-I’ve never seen a-anything like it. S-somehow, it’s s-seeping 
through y-your skin a-and entering you bloodstream-eam through o-osmosis.” He sits down 
in a chair on top of some papers and logs into the computer. Without turning back to her, he 
motions for her to come over and look. 


He loads a complex system and clicks around, before opening up a picture onto the screen 
for her. “L-look.” He points to a singles spot. She could tell it was a blown up image of her 
skin sample, and she follows his finger to see what she was supposed to be looking at, and he 
goes on to explain. “S-see, that’s your s-surface skin. Can y-you see i-it? I-It’s barely there 
because t-that’s only the |-leftover excretion-ns.” Whatever it was, it was so tiny that she 
could have sworn it was just a speck on his computer. 


Squinting, she asks, “How did you get these pictures?” 


“M-my microscope-pe has a-a |-lense on it.” He states as if it was common knowledge, 
and she frowns. ‘I-It would be i-impossible to see th-this with the n-naked eye.’ Exiting out of 
that picture, he pulls up two more which he displays side by side. “B-but look h-here. T-those 
a-are your red blood c-cells.” 
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Jessica’s jaw drops. Holy shit. It was hard to believe her own eyes. The blood cell right in 
the middle of the image had a deformed purple splotch attached to the side of it. The blob was 
nearly the same size as the cell, and it looked like an animal attacking it’s prey. 


Purple. The virus was actually purple?! “What the fuck.” She utters in astonishment. It 
made her feel queasy, thinking about the fact that that thing was inside her right now. “I think 
I’m gonna be sick...” 


Victor just goes on as if he doesn’t hear her, pointing to the last picture. It was a slightly 
zoomed out version of her blood, but every now and then, in the midst of the red, there was a 
small purple speck. “I-I discovered-d that about-out one in e-every two hundred of y-your 
cells had a virus a-attatched. I’ve n-never seen a-anything like it.” 


After a few deep breaths, and a hard swallow, she asks, “Okay, so what can you do to help 
me?” 


“J-I don’t know.” His words are sharp and concise. 
“What?!” 


Hearing the franticness in her voice, he shakes his head. “J-just... see... t-this is your b- 
blood an hour a-after you |-left.” He clicks around on his computer and pulls up another 
image of her cells, with the virus attatched. “I-I recorded t-them o-over night and all d-day to 
s-see if it w-would change o-or multiply.” Double clicking, a time-lapsed video starts to play, 
and hours pass in seconds. The virus and the cell shifted around each other for the most part, 
but in the very last few seconds, the purple splotch slowly shrinks until it disappears 
completely. 


“W-within twenty hour-rs of you leaving h-here, i-it seemed to h-have dissolved.” 


He sounds bewildered, but she sighs. “Shit. I should have warned you. The virus... it 
wears off every twenty-four hours...” 


His eyebrows furrow and he frowns. “T-then why —” 


“Tm... I’m exposed to it everyday. So before the old viruses die, new ones enter my 
bloodstream. I need to find a way to become immune to it.” 


His look of concern worsens. “W-where i-is the v-virus coming-ing from?” 
Now she frowns back at him. “I can’t tell you... it’s complicated.” 


It seems like he understood, because he nods, but his worry doesn’t go away. “W-well... I- 
I can’t r-run tests if the v-virus keeps d-disappearing.” 


“Alright... so what do I have to do?” 


He promptly explained that if he was going to run successful experiments, he would need a 
live subject. Therefore, Jessica would have to come give blood every day, (or all the days he 
didn’t have work), until he could figure out how to preserve the virus, or isolate it somehow. 


After he took another sample, they agreed to meet again tomorrow. 
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“T should go shopping with you more often.” Ruby giggles as her and Kilgrave walk out of 
a store together with ‘free’ clothes. “I never thought I would appreciate dresses so much.” 


“Yes, well, I had to do something about your sense of style.” Hooking his arm with hers, 
he grins. 


“Oi!” She pretends to be hurt for a second, but then shrugs and laughs, as if pretending 
was too much work. “You’re not really wrong on this one, if I’m being honest. But then 
again, I’ve never had a powerful man that could get me nice things...” She purrs a little. 


“You do now.” He says without hesitation, and glances down at her to catch her blushing. 


“You’re going to spoil me, Kilgrave.” Her voice is quiet as if that was a bad thing, but she 
can’t stop her radiant smile. 


“You can count on it.” 


To stop herself from biting her lip, she asks as they continue walking. “Where to now, 
captain?” 


He laughs at the spontaneous nickname. “I was going to ask you the same thing.” 


“Hmm, I don’t know.” Thinking out loud, she asks, “Does your power have a limit on the 
number of people it can control at once?” 


“No. But it does have a distance limit. Why?” 


With a shrug, she adds, “So like... if you stood up on a statue in Trafalgar Square, and 
shouted as loud as you could, would everyone do what you said?” 


“Tf they could hear me, yes.” 
“Hmm.” She giggles again. “You could orchestrate a flash mob in like ten seconds.” 
“A flash mob?” He rolls his eyes, but smiles anyway. 


“Yes! Don’t you think that would be entertaining?! I mean, we can do whatever we bloody 
want to! Why not?” 


She probably had a point. Anything to pass the time. “If you really want to, why not.” 


They grin at each other as they tur to the street to hail a cab, or maybe just take 
someone’s Car... 


Before he can commandeer a random vehicle, Ruby stiffens. “Tell him to stop.” She says, 
pointing out a stranger, who was walking down the sidewalk towards them. 


The older man seemed to be minding his own business, but Kilgrave says “Stop.” to him 
before he passes, freezing him in his tracks. Now he asks Ruby, “Something wrong?” 


“Can you tell him to follow us?” 
Kilgrave tilts his head, but says anyway, “Come with us.” 


Ruby led both of them a little ways down the street, and then turns into the nearest 
alleyway, out of the public view. The man shuffles along behind them, until they stop, and the 
three of them look at each other. 
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“What’s your name?” Ruby asks, her voice abnormally serious. 
“Answer her.” 

With the nudge from Kilgrave, he utters, “Nathan... Nathan Layfield.” 
“Oh.” She frowns now. 

“You know him?” Kilgrave asks, scanning the man up and down. 


“T thought I did. He looks like someone from my past, but that’s not him. Oops.” When she 
shrugs, she smiles and returns to her normal, light, cheery-self. 


He doesn’t bother asking who she was reminded of and just nods understandingly. There 
would be time later to dig into her past. “Okay.” 


When he turns to leave, Ruby stops him, putting her shopping bags on the ground. “Wait, 
wait. You said that you can make people do anything, right? Even like... physically 
challenging stuff?” 


“Physically challenging? Yes Ruby, we’ve established this.” He says patiently, wondering 
where she was going with this. 


“Like~ if you told him to break his neck, could he do it?” 
“T’m sure he would.” 
“Tell him to do that.” 


Nathan’s eyes widen but he stays frozen and silent, looking back and forth between the 
two strangers that held his life in their hands. 


“You want me to tell him to kill himself?!” 


Ruby nods, her eyes full of excitement and wonder. “I’ve been watching you tell people to 
do things all day, but nothing this extreme! You’ve told me before how you’ve sent people to 
their deaths, and I want to watch it.” 


For the very first time in Kilgrave’s life, he hesitates. “But... why? He hasn’t done 
anything wrong.” His eyes shift to the innocent man, who looked so terrified and panicked. 


“Oh, I don’t know. I just don’t like looking at his face.” She says semi-seriously, but then 
bursts into a fit of giggles. “Seriously Kilgrave! Do we need a reason, besides our own 
entertainment?! He’s already here, and no one’s watching, so~” Nodding at him, she takes 
Kilgrave’s hand in hers, completely prepared to watch this man die. 


Did he need a reason? Jessica Jones was like a disease in his head, that he couldn’t seem to 
shake. All day, he had done small things with Ruby, like getting free meals, and clothes, and 
making people humiliate themselves without a second though. But this felt different. Jessica’s 
words from the previous night infected his judgement. 


‘I understand that right now, you don’t recognize the value of human life. I get it! And 
maybe you’re right in saying that that’s not completely your fault. But J understand their 
value. And I’m telling you now, that this isn’t right.’ 
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It wasn’t right. This man’s only offense was that he was mistaken to look like someone 
else. It might have been different if he had done something irritating or disrespected one of 
them, but he hadn’t. 


Every bone in his body was telling him yes, but every thought he had was of Jessica, 
telling him no. But he looks down at Ruby and her eyes meet his. Those gorgeous, expectant, 
cynical, demanding eyes, that somehow seemed to be mad with desire at the same time. She 
was wild and unbelievably beautiful, especially in that dress, and she seemed to understand 
him more than anyone else. 


This was a battle over his soul. But without thinking on it any longer, he squeezes Ruby’s 
hand and lets the words come out of his mouth. “Snap your neck.” 


There’s a split second look of desperation on Nathan face, just before he puts one hand on 
his head and one hand cupped his chin. In a fast, swift motion, he jerks his hands in opposite 
directions, the sharp snapping sound of the bone echoing down the alley. Immediately, he 
collapses, his eyes wide open. 


And then Kilgrave felt it again. That quick surge of satisfaction and euphoria as he 
watches the man fall dead before him. It felt like power. Absolute power, and it was almost 
like he had forgotten the sensation. 


Ruby sharply inhales, and clutches his hand tightly, as she gawks at the corpse on the 
ground. “Oh god.” 


There’s a moment of silence between them, until they turn and look at each other. Like an 
unspoken agreement, they both grab one another at the same time, and press their lips 
together. He cups her cheeks in his hands and opens his mouth to hers. She can’t stop herself 
from whimpering, pleadingly, and melting into his touch. 


When he draws back, she pants breathlessly, gazing at him in complete surrender and 
exhilaration. 


Kilgrave grins slowly and releases her, tilting his head. “So... Trafalgar Square then?” 
Subconsciously biting her lip, she nods eagerly. 
“Good. Grab your things, let’s go.” 


Quickly, she picks up her bags and trots after him like a lovesick puppy, neither of them 
bothering to look back at the dead man they had left behind. 


Author’s note: 
I like our decision to bring back Ruby. She’s a fun, evil little bitch to write :) 


Not gonna lie. She even surprises me sometimes. It’s like she kinda worships Kilgrave and 
wants him to control her and everyone else, but also she’s kinda telling him what to 
do/bossing him around. It’s curious. And then there’s the “battle over Kilgrave’s soul”. 
Jessica is the angel in his shoulder and Ruby is the demon. I love it! 
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I tried to give Ruby and Victor the same amount of “screen time” btw, so it doesn’t feel 
like one character is more important than the other. We’re all in this together, now! Lol 


Chapter 17 is in the works! 
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17. Not What Heroes Do 


Author’s note: 
This one’s slightly shorter than the last few. 


We’ve skipped a few days again. I’m doing a thing where I alternate chapters between just 
scenes of Jessica and Kilgrave, and the other characters. 


As we will see, Kilgrave has two completely different lives now! Will he be able to please 
both women in his life? Is he going to realize that he’s more dedicated to one over the other? 
We’|I find out soon! 


Chapter eighteen is already written and will be uploaded within the next 48 hours ;) That is 
our first chapter that is solely Kilgrave and Ruby, and I’m “rather fond” of it! Haha! You 
don’t get that reference right now, but you will later! lol 


Enjoy! 


Chapter Seventeen: Not What Heroes Do 
Day Twelve: 
Living these two entirely different lives was somewhat exhausting for Kilgrave. 


Being with Ruby gave him a sense of livelihood, and thrill. Around her, he was never 
bored, and she always knew all the right things to say to make him smile. She wasn’t trying to 
put restrictions on him, she was trying to free him. Jessica was almost the complete opposite. 
She was overbearing and knew all the right things to say to irritate him. Thankfully, she 
stopped blowing up about things, but she still treated him coldly. As if he didn’t have feelings 
too! The only time he saw a different side of her was when she kissed him each day. 
Sometimes in the morning, sometimes when she saw him at night. Three days in a row now. 
She hadn’t done it this morning, so he could only assume it would happen when she got back 
today. It was the highlight of his day, and he couldn’t be happier that he made that deal with 
her. 


Today, he sat on the sofa watching tele, groaning with boredom. If he had known that 
Jessica was going to be thirty minutes late, he would have stayed with Ruby longer. They 
were having some fun together, watching as a fight that broke out in her apartment building. 
One that he provoked of course, because Ruby complained about her neighbors often. 


{Where are you?! — K} — 8:33pm, he finally sends. 

{Just tell me where the restaurant is, and I’ll meet you there. — J} — 8:35pm. 
{Why aren't you meeting me here?! — K} — 8:35pm. 

{I’m busy — J} — 8:40pm. 
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{What could you possibly be busy with?! — K} — 8:41pm. 
{Just give me the damn address — J} — 8:44pm. 
He growls to himself but sends her the location anyway and she agrees to be there by nine. 


By the time she does arrive, he had been waiting for twenty minutes, and the food had 
already been served. 


She quickly sits down and pulls off her jacket, to meet his agitated gaze. “What?” 
“You're late.” He tries not to snap at her. 


“Would you like me to apologize? Would that make you feel better?” Her tone is mocking. 
“Okay, I’m sorry. Please forgive me.” 


His veins pulse. “Why were you late?!” 
“T told you, I was busy!” 

Both of them seem to be in a mood today. 
“Busy doing what?!” 


They both clench their jaws and glare at each other from across the table, but Jessica 
doesn’t answer. 


“Keeping secrets, are we? You know, I could just have you tell me.” 


“Yeah, you could force me to. But don’t sit on the other side of this table, pretending to be 
all high and mighty, and tell me that you aren’t keeping secrets too. I can read people. And I 
know you, Kilgrave. So if you want to be a hypocrite, be my fucking guest.” She doesn’t raise 
her voice, and she hopes that by challenging him, he wouldn’t actually make her tell him. 
Luckily, he didn’t. 


However, she also didn’t want him to be in a completely shitty mood all night, so she adds. 
“T wasn’t doing anything crazy, if you’re wondering. I think your rules pretty much cover 
anything like that. But I’d like to keep my free time to myself...’ 


She wasn’t lying about not doing anything crazy, in that moment anyway. It was a case she 
was on, and it looked like she wasn’t going to get anywhere with it tonight. But just as she 
was about to pack up her camera and leave, the adulterer showed up, and she had to wait it 
out to get the pictures she needed. By the time she got them, it was past nine, and she had to 
jump to the Investigation Station apartment building to drop off her things, and then come 
straight to the restaurant. 


Her answer was enough for him, for now, so he sighs and lets it go. “Just don’t let it 
happen again.” 


The command would wear off before their next ‘outing’ together, but she heard the 
seriousness in his voice and forces herself to nod instead of rolling her eyes. “I won’t.” Now, 
she looks down at the plate of food in front of her. “You ordered for me?” 


“You weren’t here to order for yourself, were you?” 
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She glares at him shallowly, but picks up a fork anyway, feeling a bit famished from the 
day’s work. Especially after listening to Victor talk about all the science of it and shit. He was 
a lovable guy, but she couldn’t understand half of the words that came out of his mouth. 
Probably because she failed biology is high school. 


After eating quietly for a bit and pouring herself a glass of wine, something she’s been 
meaning to ask comes out. “Why is this enjoyable for you?” 


“What exactly are you referring to?” He didn’t seem irritated anymore, but his voice 
lacked any other emotion. 


“Bringing me out to eat. Half of the time we just sit here and stare at each other. I don’t 
exactly know any appropriate conversation topics for this situation. They don’t make a 
manual for a dinner date where a man has a woman as his... —” She cuts herself off, 
knowing that she doesn’t have to say it for him to get it. 


But he presses anyway. “As his what? Go ahead, finish that sentence.” 
It felt like a trap, but she didn’t have a choice now. “As his prisoner.” 


“Huh.” He scoffs. Not with anger, but more like disappointment. “Do prisoners get to stay 
in five star hotels? Do prisoners get amazing room service? Do prisoners get to spend money 
freely? Do prisoners get to run around the city and do whatever the hell they want for most of 
the day? Do they?” 


“No.” She answers honestly, but she wasn’t apologizing. ‘But you wanna know something 
that prisoners get that I don’t?’ He tilts his head curiously. “Phone calls.” 


“Phone calls?” Rolling his eyes, he shakes his head, knowing where this was going to go. 


“Let me call Trish. I only want to tell her that I’m alive and well...” It was painful for her 
to think about the last time she saw her sister, standing so horrified on that dock. 


“Absolutely not.” There wasn’t a shred of sympathy in his voice. 
“Why?! You can stand right there and listen in! I just want to talk to her.” 


“T know you, Jessica. You’re smarter than you’d like me to believe. I don’t want the two of 
you trying to setup some type of rescue plan.” 


She wanted to bring up the fact that she wouldn’t need to be rescued if she wasn’t a 
fucking prisoner, but she let it go. He responded better to raw emotion, so she lowers her 
voice. “I miss her.” 


As if he knew her tactic, he narrows his eyes. “I’1l think about it.” 


It was better than a ‘no’, so she took it. “Thanks.” Pouring another drink, she continues 
with conversation, because it was the only way she could understand him better. “In a perfect 
world, what would this look like?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Like, if everything was perfect for you, right now, in this moment, what would your life 
look like?” 
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He doesn’t hesitates, and states as a fact, “You’d be mine.” 

“But I am yours. I’m here, aren’t I?” 

He simply shakes his head. 

“So, I'd be in love with you?” 

This time, he nods, wondering exactly what this was about. 

“Okay. Let’s say that hypothetically I was in love with you. Then what?” 
There’s a look of hope in his eyes. “Hypothetically?” 

“Yes.” She tries to say sharply, not wanting him to get the wrong idea. 


“Then we’d go back to the way it was between us, before all this.” A smile appears on his 
face just thinking about it. “Except this time, I wouldn’t have to tell you to want it.” 


“Huh.” She huffs as if that was the wrong answer. “Back to the way it was? So... back to 
stealing things, and doing whatever you wanted for free, and punishing the people who annoy 
you? Back to that?!” 


“Are you trying to put words in my mouth?” 
“That is what you said, isn’t it?” 
“No, it’s not.” 


“T’m not sure I’m understanding you then.” Putting down her fork, she leans back in her 
chair. “So again, hypothetically if I was in love with you, would you, or would you not, go 
back to your life of crime?” 


“Life of crime’ is a little melodramatic. It was never that.” 
“Fine. Your ‘previous’ lifestyle.” 


“Jessica, if you were in love with me, would it matter how we lived? Would you even care 
then?” 


“Yes.” She responds instantly. “Why would I have any incentive to get closer to you, if 
doing so would just make you go back to terrorizing people, all the time?!” 


“T wouldn’t be terrorizing people!” 


“Oh my god, this conversation couldn’t be more confusing.” Sighing, she crosses her arm, 
trying to gather her thoughts. “Just answer this. If I really was with you, would you change... 
for me? Would you be a different person, full time?” 


“Tf I really had you... I’d try.” His eyes never leave hers. “Hypothetically of course.” He 
adds as if to keep it a mystery. 


But Jessica had a feeling that he wasn’t lying. And if he couldn’t fully commit, at least 
he’d be trying. Therefore, her heart sinks. She wanted him to be lying. Because if he was, it 
meant she would have the strength and will to fight harder and eventually, kill him. But now, 
hearing this, she had to consider more than one option. Could she pretend? Would he know it 
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wasn’t real? How many times would she have to have sex with him? For how long? Would 
this be her entire life? 


“Okay.” Is all she says, looking down at her plate. 
#eEKKE NOT WHAT HEROES DO***** 


Kilgrave made sure that Jessica saw him pay for dinner, which she did. However, she 
doesn’t comment on it. She was unusually silent after their conversation and he couldn’t help 
but wonder what she was thinking about. 


He couldn’t tell if he liked her better silent or talking. Silence seemed so ominous on her, 
but when she talked, she was almost always criticising him. Instead of asking her what she 
was thinking so hard about, he simply escorts her out the door. 


Before he can hail a cab, she interrupts. “Can we walk... for awhile?” 
“Sure...” 


Seeing his curious look, she explains a little. “I just... the fresh air is nice. I like to walk 
and clear my head sometimes.” 


“Clear you head of what?” 


It sounded like he was serious, but when she looks at him, he’s softly smiling. Both of 
them understood that they were living in a bit of a shit show, so she rolls her eyes but allows 
herself a small smile as well. 


London was always busy, but it was a lot quieter at night and somehow felt more peaceful, 
even if it wasn’t. 


They walked in silence for a few blocks and Jessica had to admit to herself that he wasn’t 
100% asshole. Maybe 99%, but at least he could respect some things. 


“Kilgrave?” She says quietly after a moment and looks up at him. When he looks back, she 
goes on, “I don’t think it’s your fault that you turned out this way...” 


It could have been taken as an insult, but the way she says it, he knew what she meant it 
as. Three weeks ago, she called his explanations excuses, and let herself believe that 
circumstances had nothing to do with his behavior. She was understanding him more now. He 
doesn’t need to respond to show his appreciation for the statement, in the way he nods. 


She was about to say something else to him, when she stops walking. “Did you hear that?” 
“Hear what?” He stops too, but just watches her looking around. 
This time, he heard it. It sounded like people arguing and a woman calling out for help. 


Kilgrave wanted them to ignore it, but he knows that Jessica (being the hero type) 
wouldn’t walk away. So when he sees her running in the direction of the commotion, he sighs 
and does his best to follow her. 


Luckily, it was just around the corner so he doesn’t have to chase her far. They arrived at 
the back door of a pub, where a man and a woman had another woman pinned up against the 
wall. When she screams, the man covers her mouth. 
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“Shut the fuck up!” He moves the switch blade in his hand closer to her neck. 


“We don’t wanna hurt you.” The woman who appeared to be in charge says, “So just give 
us what you owe and we’|l be on our way.” 


The victim and her assaulters don’t seem to notice Jessica and Kilgrave who were standing 
on the sidewalk, staring at them. Almost immediately, Jessica’s instincts kick in, for her to 
spring into action. It would take her less than a minute to knock those two idiots out and send 
the woman on her way, but she stops herself. 


This was an opportunity. “Kilgrave...” She whispers and nods in the direction of what was 
happening. 


Realizing what she’s asking, he raises his eyebrows and crosses his arms. “Oh, I don’t 
think so. Surely Jessica Jones can handles two morons and a pocket knife.” He would be 
much more interested to watch her beat people up. It was hot. 


But her eyes narrow and she just growls at him. “Go. Now.” 


Both of them stare at each other, stubbornly and it seemed like neither of them would go 
until the man notices them. 


“Hey! You two! Mind your own business! Get outta here!” He yells. 
“Kilgrave!” Jessica snaps again, losing her patience. 


“Fine!” Sighing, he unfolds his arms and walks a bit closer. ‘Stop. Everyone stop.’ They 
all stop talking and moving, looking like mancins. “You,” he points to the scared woman, 
“Leave. Go home.” 


She slips away from the two thugs and her heels click as she runs out of the back street. 
When it’s just the two criminals, Kilgrave says, “Put your knife against her throat.” 
The man’s hand was shaking so the blade rubbed against her neck and starts to draw blood. 


Kilgrave waits to give the order, and looks back at Jessica, almost for her approval. Saving 
a drunk who was catcalling was different than saving two muggers. Because they deserve it. 
Certainly Jessica was smart enough to see that. 


He couldn’t help but think of Ruby in this moment. How excited she would be. There was 
a burning sensation in his blood that made him want to speak the words so badly. 


Jessica doesn’t open her mouth, but just looks at him. It wasn’t an angry glare, but more 
like a solemn gaze. It was the “I’m-not-going-to-try-and-stop-you,-but-you-know-it’s-wrong” 
look. 


He reciprocates with the “But-why?-They’re-criminals” look. 


They were just having a staring conversation now, and she shakes her head. “The-value-of- 
human-life,-Kilgrave.-You-didn’t-kill-the-man-who-held-his-family-hostage-and-you- 
shouldn’t-kill-them-either.-It’s-not-right-and-you-know-it.-It’s-not-what-heroes-do.” 

It was a lot to say in a single expression, but he had gotten used to reading her, and 
responds by raising his eyebrow. “But-I’m-not-a-hero.” 
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There’s a faint smile forming on her lips. “But-you-can-be.-For-me.” 


Sighing loudly and over dramatically, he gives in. “Fine!” He huffs aloud and turns back to 
the two. ‘Drop the knife. Go. Turn yourselves into the police.” The moment they leave, he 
looks back at Jessica. “Happy now?” 


Not answering, she marches over to him with an unreadable expression. She swiftly wraps 
her hand around his tie and shoves him hard against the brick wall. If he didn’t have the rules 
in place, he would have thought she was going to kill him. Instead, she presses herself against 
him and kisses the side of his neck softly, letting her lips trail up to meet his. Today, she 
immediately opens her mouth to him and rubs her tongue against his own. When the shock 
subsides, he kisses her back, letting out a deep moan of satisfaction. 


This time, she doesn’t stop because of it, but presses her body on his harder. Even when 
his hands move to grip her waist, it doesn’t discourage her. When she does draw back, it’s on 
her own accord, in her own time. She breathes against his lips and eventually let’s go of his 
tie, before taking a small step back. 


He pulls his hands away from her, trying to catch his breath, filled with a rush of thirst for 
her. 


“You saved a person today. And no one got hurt in the process. Good job. I’m proud of 
you.” She states so calmly and naturally, as if nothing out of the ordinary just happened. 


Reward vs. Punishment. She thinks to herself, wiping the corner of her mouth with her 
thumb. When he just gives her a perplexed look, she turns and starts walking back to the 
sidewalk. “Come on. I’m tired.” 


After a couple of days of doubting, he’s reminded why he’s in love with her. 
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18. Adventures of the Devil & His Mistress 


Author’s note: 


Reminder: This story is rated M (and not just for the language (meaning yeah there’s some 
sex happening (it’s not rape or non-con but it is kinda aggressive))) 


Chapter Eighteen: The Adventures of the Devil and His Mistress 

Day Fifteen: 

“Slower.” Kilgrave whispers in her ear, sliding his hand over hers. 

“Oh god. Please...” She begs as her fingers slide in and out of her, slowly, by his request. 


“Tell me Ruby. What are you begging for?” He kisses the soft skin behind her ear, 
enjoying the way she restlessly turns in the bed. 


“You... I want you...” Her other hand grips the sheets and her hips move impatiently, 
yearning for release. 


“Mmm, you should be more careful when you ask for commands then.” Releasing her 
hand, he gently runs his fingertips up and down her inner thigh. “I admit, you are 
extraordinarily beautiful when you beg. So, keep teasing yourself until I’m ready for you...” 


He stands up off the bed and finishes taking off his shirt, before moving to unbuckle his 
belt. He does this at an excruciatingly slow speed, only because of the wild effect it had on 
her. 


“Fuck ~” She whimpers again, looking up at him in desperation. “I need you...” Her body 
was in agony for more than just the light touch of her fingers on her skin, and watching him 
stand over her, taking off his own clothes, made her that much more impatient. 


Once he’s naked, he smiles at her. “You can stop now.” 
She pulls her hand away weakly, her whole body trembling. 


“Good girl.” He teases as he crawls over her. Taking her wet hand, he quietly sucks the 
taste of her off her fingers, making her breathing more uneven. 


“Kilgrave... please...” 


“Ah ah ah. No more talking.” Looking at her triumphantly, he kisses her on the lips, and 
penetrates her at the same time. 


As her body moves under his, she wishes that he was hers to keep, and be around 24/7. But 
she can’t help be think that his thoughts often wandered to that corruptive bitch, Jessica 
Jones. 
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wa THE ADVENTURES OF THE DEVIL AND HIS MISTRESS***** 


“You wanna know what my problem with you is? You’re too addicting.” Ruby whines as 
she brings back a cup of tea for him. She stirs it and then takes a small sip to make sure it’s 
perfect before handing it to him. 


He smiles and takes a sip, slightly surprised that it was perfect. “Addictive? Care to 
explain?” 


“You’re too good to be true. Sometimes after you leave, I think that I dreamt you up and 
you’re not even real! It’s horribly frustrating.” His shirt was much too big for her, but she 
wraps herself in it anyway, loving that rich smell that he left behind in his clothes. 


“You really shouldn’t get attached to me.” His voice is light, but she pouts at him. “I don’t 
usually stay in one place for very long.” 


She was smart enough to understand the double meaning, and she tries not to let herself 
panic. “I figured... but maybe you’ll find a lot to... care about... in London...” She adds 
quietly, finding it hard to think about a reality without him. 


He takes another sip and observes her for a moment. It hurt him on some level to see her in 
that state of distress, so he says calmly, “Maybe I will. I’ve grown rather fond of you, Ruby. I 
don’t see myself leaving you behind any time soon.” Setting down his cup, he takes her hand 
in his and kisses her knuckles. 


Her heart flutters. He was fond of her. The words filled her with elation and pride. There 
was so much that she wanted to say to him in that moment, but she can’t find the words to 
express it. 


When he drops her hand, he changes the subject, not wanting to get too sentimental. “You 
never did tell me, by the way.” 


“Tell you what?” 
“Who it was that you thought you recognized...” He tilts his head and waits for an answer. 


“Oh.” She frowns. Talking about her past was something she rarely did. And when she did, 
she hated it. But Kilgrave was different. She felt safer around him than anyone else that she’d 
ever met. He didn’t need to command her for her to open up. ‘My father.’ She says after a 
beat of silence. “Him and my mum were... abusive to me when I was younger. It was 
somewhat of a relief when they kicked me out when I turned eighteen. But I didn’t have any 
money, or a job, or any other relatives to stay with, so I was homeless for a few months. I had 
to be tough to survive, you know? Other people weren’t my problem, and I did what I had to 
do.” Shrugging, she lays her head on his shoulder. “Eventually, I met Tony and Alex — my 


ex — and their ‘gang’. 


29 


“Hmm.” He wraps his arm around her waist. “Tell me about this ‘gang’. 


“They became my family... sort of. They run a small drug cartel and I became one of their 
transporters. They took me in, gave me shelter, and paid me well until I could afford this 
place. I say they were ‘sort of? my family because we always seemed to be arguing. I’ve 
dated pretty much everyone of the guys there, and when they annoy me, I break it off with 
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them, sleep with a random, hot guy, and then one of them always comes crawling back to me. 
It was like our routine. 


“You were going to be that random, hot guy, until of course, you told Alex to go fuck 
himself in an alley, and changed my life forever.” The smile can be heard in her voice. “It 
feels so bloody liberating to be away from them for good. I’ve been doing the same thing 
over and over for years. I’m free now! You saved me.” She whispers to him, nuzzling closer. 


“T’m glad I was there.” Inhaling slowly, he lays his head on top of hers. “And what about 
your parents?” 


“T haven’t seen them since I walked out the door on my eighteenth birthday. I went back to 
our old place a few years ago, but there was no trace of them. But god...” Aggression and 
anger starts to leak through her words, “If I ever see either one of them again, I’d want to 
watch them die a slow, painful death.” 


Kilgrave can’t stop himself from laughing out loud, simply because she was more like him 
than he knew. “That makes two of us.” 


Promptly, she sits up and gawks at him. “Really?! You hate your parents too?!” 


“Yes. Well... I did. But I told my mother to stab herself repeatedly, and I told someone else 
to remove my dad from the face of the earth. I imagine that was rather painful.” He grins at 
her level of excitement. 


“You’re my idol! Where have you been all my life?! I wish I could’ve made my parents 
suffer like that!” Pouting, she leans back against him. The longing leaves her expression when 
she asks, empathetically, “What did they do to you?” 


“Tt’s a long story.” He goes straight faced. ‘Maybe I’ll tell you later.’ She silently nods, 
knowing not to question him, and he’s quick to move on. “So this Tony. I assume he’s one of 
your exes too?” 


She nods again, peering up at him. 


“Hm, I hate him already.” Even though he’s grinning, she can hear the honest disdain and 
bitterness in his voice. 


“Yeah, he’s a complete arse.” Ruby starts to bite her lip, seeing a familiar look in his eyes. 
“Since we don’t know where your parents are... yet... I say we pay Tony a visit.” 
“Really?!” There was no protest from her, but just eagerness. 


“Absolutely.” He shifts so he’s hovering over top of her instead of next to her. In a taunting 
manner, he pops open the buttons of his shirt that she was wearing, and leans down to press 
an open kiss to her chest. Her breathing hitches after the first kiss, and her eyelids flutter shut. 
“Unless, you want me to tell you to finger yourself again. I’m fine with either one...” 


What he had done to her earlier was the most agonizingly sexual thing she’s ever done. It 
burned her up from the inside and she isn’t sure that she could handle something like that 
again. So being the person that she was, she mutters, “Can... can we do both?” 
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“That’s an option.” He smiles against her skin and pulls the rest of the buttons loose, his 
kisses trailing lower. 


waKKE THE ADVENTURES OF THE DEVIL AND HIS MISTRESS***** 


“T should dye this part of my hair purple.” Ruby says as the enter the run down building, 
referring to the crimson highlight in her hair. “And change my name to Violet.” She giggles 
as she looks up at him. 


“Why would you do that?” He laughs, following her down the steps to the basement. 


“Because! You have more purple clothing items than I can count, and I’d do anything to 
make you happy... I’d do anything for you.” 


“Anything? Anything like what?” Stopping in front of the door, he turn and looks at her, 
caressing her cheek with the back of his hand. 


Unable to help herself, she purrs and leans into his touch. “Not that you’d need my help... 
but I’d kill for you.” There’s not a single shred of doubt in that statement. 


It was an easy conclusion to come to. But not only would she kill for him, but she wanted 
to. More specifically, she wanted to kill Jessica. It sounds dramatic, but it was only the truth. 
Besides, Jessica isn’t the first person she’s wanted to kill, and she wouldn’t be the last. But 
right now, she was the only one that Ruby was thinking about. 


Jessica was a parasite. She was sucking the life out of Kilgrave and she bloody knew it. 
She was trying to domestic a tiger. Put a beautiful, wild animal in a tiny cage. He needed to 
break free from her. Maybe he couldn’t see it, but Jessica was no good for him. Whenever he 
would come to Ruby after being with Jessica, he wasn’t himself. He was distant, and hesitant. 
It took him time to re-adjust to his natural behavior. Therefore, removing Jessica from his life 
was the only practical solution, and would be doing him a favor. It’d be the same way Ruby 
felt after leaving her gang. 


Ruby was a criminal, but she wasn’t a murderer. However, there’s a first time for 
everything. But, murder can’t just happen. She needed a full proof plan, which she was far 
from having. So currently, killing Jones was just an afterthought. 


Kilgrave smirks back at her, a look of approval in his eyes. “The purple would look good 
in her hair. But keep your name. I like Ruby.” 


Even though he doesn’t directly address what she said, she could sense the pride in his 
eyes, causing her to smile. 


His thumb brushes over her lower lip, before he pulls his hand away and nods at the door 
they arrived at, telling her to go ahead and knock. 


As they discussed, she bangs on the door to which they get the response. “What do you 
want?! Who is it?!” 


Judging by his voice, Ruby whispers to Kilgrave, “That’s Oliver,” and then rolls her eyes. 
“Tt’s Ruby!” She calls back to the door. 


From inside, there’s scuffling and some people yelling to each other, before the door 
swings open. So-called-Oliver doesn’t even look at Kilgrave and instantly glares at Ruby, 
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going off on a tangent. “You got some goddamn nerve showing your face here! You know 
Alex is in the hospital?! What the fuck is that about?! I hear about some bloke you met in a 
bar and then you don’t show up or call for a week?! What —” 


“Yeah, he’s that bloke.” Ruby interrupts with a smile, and casually introduces them to each 
other. ‘Kilgrave, this is Olly. Olly, Kilgrave.’ As if nothing was wrong, she says sweetly. 
“We're here to have a word with Tony. Is he —” 


Oliver cuts her off, which is the biggest mistake of his life. “Kilgrave!?” He scoffs, eying 
him up and down. “The fuck kinda name is that? You from a comic book or something?! You 
have no right to just —” 


“Stop breathing.” Kilgrave says sternly, having no patience for him at all. 


This shuts him up and he stares at them in a state of panic, unsure why his lungs weren’t 
working. 


Ruby bites her lip to stop herself from laughing, as they push past him and walk inside. In 
their little den, there’s a woman kneeling on the floor in front of a glass coffee table, 
wrinkling her nose from the coke she just snorted. 


When she looks up, she tilts her head, obviously on enough drugs to blur her reality. 
“Ruby? That’s really you, huh?” She’s quiet, and she makes an attempt to stand up, before 
failing and falling back down again. 


“Her?” Kilgrave asks Ruby, tilting his head back, basically wondering if she should live or 
die. 


“Eh.” Ruby shrugs a bit. “That’s Sherry. She’s cool I guess.” 


Just then, Oliver collapses on the floor, and they all turn to look. Ruby and Kilgrave don’t 
look for long, but Sherry frowns as if she was looking at a confusing puzzle. 


“Sherry, is Tony here?” Ruby asks, snapping her out of her daze. 


“Uh... yeah. He’s in the back bedroom, counting packs.” She responds lightly, fiddling 
with the plastic bag in her hand. “Hey... is Oliver okay?” 


“He’s fine.” Kilgrave interjects. “You can leave now. Go on.” 


Carefully, she stands up and nods. “Yeah... he’s fine.” Allowing herself to smile, she 
walks around them, and over Oliver’s body to go out the door. 


“The back room is over here.” Ruby leads, practically jumping with excitement. He lets 
her open the door first and stands behind her. 


Tony was sitting on the bed, smoking a joint, counting the small plastic bags that he had 
laid out on the floor. When he sees who it is, he just groans and rolls his eyes. “Oliver let you 
in?! And you fucking kidding me? I knew he had a soft spot for you. Olly! What the hell, 
mate?!” He yells to his friend, but obviously gets no reply. This doesn’t seem strange to him 
and he just takes another draw of smoke. “And who the hell are you?!” He finally addresses 
Kilgrave. 
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“Ignore me.” He says and then nods at Ruby. “As we discussed. Go ahead. You can say 
goodbye.” He was allowing this, only because he wanted to see the way that Ruby interacted 
with him for awhile. Ready to watch, he leans up against the doorframe, putting his hands in 
his pockets. 


No longer noticing Kilgrave’s presence, Tony turns back to Ruby. “After whatever 
bullocks you pulled at the bar, you’re not welcome here. For real this time. Alex is seriously 
fucked up ’cause of you! Have Olly see you out before I lose my cool with you.” 


“Yeah, Oliver’s dead.” Ruby responds casually, and steps into the room with a smile. She 
doesn’t give him time to process that information or question if she’s joking before she goes 
on. “I’m here to apologize anyway.” Sitting down on the bed next to him, she plucks the joint 
from his hand and flicks it across the room. Her voice was low and sultry as she leans closer. 


She knew exactly what she was doing. She was going to toy with him. Both of them in 
fact. Tony deserved to be fucked with before he died. But as for Kilgrave... she heard the way 
he referred to Tony. He was jealous! She knew it. He had to be. And Ruby wanted more of it. 
She wanted to see it. If she could make him feel jealousy, then it was proof that he really was 
fond of her. 


Tony watches his smoke fly across the room, raising his eyebrow. “Seriously? You want to 
apologize?! Why don’t you start by explaining what the hell happened, and where you’ve 
been for the past week! You know, Sherry and Maria had to take on double shifts to cover for 
your arse!” 


“That’s a long story. But that’s not important right now.” She smiles charmingly, placing 
her hand on his chest. “What is important is that now... Alex is out of the picture... and I’m 
here.” Her fingertips stroke up and down his tight shirt. 


Kilgrave was utterly silent as he watched, a dark shade of purple veins, spreading up the 
side of his neck, but he doesn’t stop her. 


“The hell do you think you’re doing?” Tony interjects her advancements, but he doesn’t 
push her away, and there’s an undeniable look of thirst in his expression. 


“Oh please Tony. Don’t play coy.” Slowly she shifts over and hikes up her skirt to straddle 
his lap, letting her hips rest on his. ‘Alex always got in the way of us. We used to do this all 
the time before he stole me away from you... remember?’ She rocks her body against his and 
runs her hands through his hair, her cleavage right at his eye level. “I saw the way you looked 
at us when we touched. Were you jealous?” When she asks this, she looks directly at 
Kilgrave. His silence was so dark and his jaw clenched when their eyes met, sending a chill 
down her spine. This only encourages her. 


“You think you can just walk in here and reclaim your position? You’ll have to prove 
yourself again.” Despite his words, he smiles and his hands slide up the back of her skirt. 


“T think I can arrange something.” She smiles back and leans down to kiss him. He 
instantly kisses her back and pulls her body closer. Ruby’s eyes don’t close and when she 
slides her tongue in his mouth, she looks over at Kilgrave again. 


His blood was boiling now as his eyes lock with hers, but he addresses the matter quietly. 
“That’s enough. Ruby, come here.” He pulls his hand out of his pocket and extends it to her. 
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Getting off Tony’s lap, she stands up and takes his hand, taking her place at his side, while her 
heart pounds with adrenaline. 


“Ruby, what —” Tony questions before being stopped. 


“Tony, Tony, Tony. I think we should get creative with you.” Kilgrave looks around the 
room and smiles. “See that letter opener on the stand? Use it to skin yourself. Your whole 
body. And if by some miracle, you survive that, douse yourself in alcohol and light yourself 
on fire. That oughta do the trick.” 


Tony stands up and grabs the letter opener, and cries out as he cuts the flesh from the back 
of his hand first, having a long way to go. 


“Shut up.” Kilgrave hisses, annoyed by the sound. “Go, do it out there.” 
Tony moves past them and goes into the other room. 


When he’s out, Kilgrave pulls Ruby into the bedroom and slams the door shut, the abrupt 
noise startling her. He grabs her by the blouse, yanking her closer, barking at her when he 
says, “You. Are. Mine. And only mine. Never touch another man again.” He pauses and stares 
down at her to get her to understand how deadly serious he was. “Today, you get off with a 
warning. But if you ever pull something like that again, I will make you regret it. Do you 
understand me?!” 


She stares at him in shock, breathing heavily as she rapidly nods. 
“Say it.” He growls, his grip on her blouse tightening. 


“Y-yes. I understand. I won’t do anything like that ever again.” She whimpers back, fear 
flooding her eyes. 


Never in her life had she been more terrified of a man, and so fucking turned on by him at 
the same time. She had successfully made him jealous and now he was angry with her for the 
first time. This only made her feel more drawn to him. 


“Good.” There was still anger in his eyes, but he lets go of her. “Now lay down. I’m going 
to fuck you here until you scream.” 


Just hearing the words made her whine, as she lays down on the bed in front of him, 
pulling up her skirt. Hearing his belt come off makes her moan again and she feels herself 
getting wet before he even touches her. 


“T want him to hear you call my name before he dies.” He growls again once he’s on top of 
her, hungrily biting at her neck. 


“Kilgrave...” She whimpers, over and over, until she was screaming his name, the way he 
wanted her to. 


Ruby was being fucked, by a mind controlling god, on her ex’s bed, while her ex killed 
himself, slowly and painfully, just outside the door. Bloody hell, this had to be what love felt 
like. 
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Author’s note pt. 2: 

This chapter title could be a really great book! Just saying lol 

Do I sound like a horrible person if I say that this is one of my favorite chapters? Cuz it is! 
1. We get background on Ruby 

2. We get a look at their sex life — kinky, I know lol 


3. Doesn’t Kilgrave’s jealousy and what he said to her about it remind you of something? 
Almost exactly quoted?! (ahem, chapter three) 


4. We now have a clearer picture of what Ruby means to Kilgrave 


5. We get our first real look inside Ruby’s head, even if it is just a peak. Let’s ponder her 
urge to kill Jessica. Hmm... 


Lastly, I just wanted to make clear that Jessica and Ruby will meet and it’ll be interesting, 
I promise. But we can’t just jump in there. It’s gotta be classy :) 
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19. Healing 


Chapter Nineteen: Healing 

Day Sixteen: 

“Y-you don’t h-have to come ev-everyday now.” Victor stutters, smiling at Jessica. 
“Really? Why?” She asks back, sitting up on a table, which became her normal spot. 


“T-if I f-freeze your blood-d, I-I can freeze t-the v-virus a-as well. S-so if I-I have enough 
t-to w-work with f-for a-awhile, y-you don’t have to k-keep coming-ing to give blood.” 
Pushing up his glasses, he smiles, flicking the petri dish in his hand. 


“Oh.” unable to help it, she frowns. Besides the two idiots that she technically worked for, 
Victor was the only person she really spent time with. He wasn’t just a teenage doctor to her 
anymore, he was one of the only things that kept her tied to reality. 


Obviously she couldn’t talk about herself to him, but Victor loved sharing his memories. 
Without realizing it, he was one of the only people that could make her smile. He never tried 
to be funny, but whenever he referred back to his time in high school and college, he talked 
about how slow everyone around him seemed, and it amused her. And when she smiled, he 
smiled. 


Of course, at times, Victor would get frustrated over something, or have a panic attack of 
some kind, but Jessica was getting better and better at calming him down, and handling the 
situation. She always started by handing him his glasses, and then she would have him sit 
down to stop him from pacing. From there, she’d just sit with him silently until he was okay. 
It was almost normal to her now. 


But he notices her frown. “What’s w-wrong?” 
Quickly, she shakes her head. “Nothing.” 


It almost looked like he didn’t believe her, but he let’s it go. He took more of her blood to 
freeze and last him the next couple of days, while sharing a story about his brother. 


It had been nearly two weeks since they met, and even though Jessica was a bit impatient, 
he admitted that he was making good progress. He had found a chemical formula that can 
damage the virus, but it also does damage to her blood cells, so he was working on a way to 
make it human-friendly. She wasn’t sure how much progress this really was, but it gave her a 
shred of hope. 


Before she leaves, she stops. “Oh! I almost forgot.” Reaching into her pocket, she pulls out 
an envelope. “It’s not everything I owe you, but it’s some.” Walking over to him, she tries to 
hand it to him. 


But he takes a large step back, furrowing his eyebrows like he was looking at some type of 
alien object in her hand. “W-what’s t-that?” 
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“Tt’s the money I owe you...” She narrows her eyes and tries to give it to him again, but he 
takes another step away. 


“N-no. I-I don’t w-want it.” 
“What? No... but I thought —” 


For the very first time, he cuts her off. “I-I used w-what you gave m-me f-for supplies. I-I 
have e-everything-ing I need n-now. I-I don’t w-want it.” 


“Victor, I told you I was going to get you this. It’s the least I can do. You’re spending all 
this time to help me, and I want to pay you back...” 


He vigorously shakes his head this time. “I-I make plenty-y of money a-at the hospital-al. 
I-I don’t n-need it.” 


Sighing, she doesn’t put her arm down, trying to get him to understand. “I know you don’t 
need it, but I want you to have it. Please take it.” 


“J-I don’t w-want i-it.” He repeats, almost sternly. “Y-you’re sick. And I-I’m helping you 
be-because you’re my f-friend.” 


She blinks twice. “I’m you’re what?” 
“M-my friend.” This time, he smiles when he says it. 


Jessica didn’t have friends. She had Trish, and she had acquaintances. Acquaintances like 
Malcolm, or Claire, or Luke (although that was a whole different story). 


“Oh.” Is all she says, shoving the envelope back into her pocket. Is that was this was? 
Friendship? The word had a bad aftertaste. “Okay... well... just text me when you need me, 
or have anything.” 


“O-okay! Bye J-Jewel!” 


When she turns to look at him, he’s waving at her. Awkwardly, she waves back, muttering, 
“Bye Victor.” 


Ruby sighs blissfully as she looks at herself in the mirror. 


Ruby Red was always her nickname in school, because red was the color of most of her 
wardrobe, and part of her hair. But now, purple was unmistakably her favorite color. 


Just this morning, she had painted over her red with new hair dye, and she couldn’t be 
more satisfied with the results. The light shade perfectly complimented the indigo hickies that 
were spread down her neck and collarbone. The marks that Kilgrave intentionally left on her. 


Mmm. Kilgrave. 


Jealously was gorgeous on him, but she knew better than to disobey him. Every part of her 
body ached from the way he was so rough with her yesterday. Obviously, meeting him was 
the best mistake she ever made. 
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And seeing Tony... by the time her and Kilgrave were done fucking, he was dead. He 
didn’t survive the skinning but he got pretty damn far. Probably passed out from the pain, and 
then just... died. His corpse was the most horrific thing that Ruby had ever seen, and it was 
scarred into her memory — to love and cherish forever, of course. Tony was always an arse, 
and he got what he deserved. 


Kilgrave was supposed to come around soon, and — 
Well, speak of the devil. 


He was the only one with a key to her flat, so she smiles brightly when she hears her front 
door open and close. 


“T’m in here!” Ruby calls from the bathroom. 


“Hmm.” Kilgrave grins and steps in, standing behind her, both of them looking at her new 
dress that he picked out for her in the mirror. He gently wraps his arms around her waist and 
pulls her closer so that her back is against his chest. Her heartbeat quickens as his lips touch 
her neck. Kissing over the marks he left on her, he whispers, “This color looks good on you.” 


She wasn’t sure if he was referring to her hair, the dress, or the marks, but she blushes 
either way, stammering a quiet, “Thanks.” 


Sliding his hands over her stomach, he continues kissing her. “So we’ve learned our lesson 
from yesterday, correct?” 


Quickly, she nods. “Yes... I’m yours.” The words tasted sweet in her mouth. 
“Good girl.” He grins and turns her around so he can kiss her on the lips. 


When he pulls back, she looks at him with a sense of yearning. “What do you have 
planned for me today?” She whispers, her breath against his skin as she fiddles with his jacket 
buttons. 


Frowning slightly, he takes her hands and pulls them away from his clothes. “I can’t stay 
very long.” 


Immediately, she pouts. “Why?” But there was that look on his face, and there was really 
only one reason that he would cut their time together. “Another date with Jessica today, huh?” 
Her teeth grind. 


Trying to read her expression, he tilts his head. “Yes.” 


“You go out with her like every other day.” There was no question there, but she hated 
trying to compete for his attention and time. 


“Yes. You know this already.” 
Ruby has to bite her tongue to stop herself from calling her a bitch. 


His eyes narrow. “Why are you so upset? I come see you practically everyday. Far more 
time than I spend with her.” 


“Yeah, but...” She trails off. 


Tired of trying to guess, he says, “Tell me.” 
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Having no choice, she answers, “I’m jealous of her. I’m yours but you aren’t mine.” She 
lowers her eyes, hoping her thoughts didn’t anger him. 


But instead of getting angry, he smiles, “And?” 
“And what?” She looks back up at him, trying not to look so pathetic. 
“Tell me how you feel about me.” 


What?! No! No! Don't say it! It’ll scare him away! Hell! It’d probably scare me away! 
Please don’ say it... Her eyes widen with internal panic, but her mouth opens anyway. “I 
think I’m in love with you.” 


Even though he doesn’t say anything back, there was no negative reaction at all. His smile 
simply grows and he pushes her up against the sink, kissing her hard. 


“Where are you taking me?” Kilgrave asks as they get into the cab. 


“We’ve been on too many dinner dates. I’m curious about something and I want to mix it 
up.” Jessica instructs the driver to take them to one of the hospitals nearby. 


“A hospital? You’re taking me to a hospital?!” There’s disgust in his voice. 


She rolls her eyes and turns her back to him, looking out the window. “TI’ll explain when 
we get there.” 


Once they arrive, she leads them to the front desk. 
“Hello, are you here with an appointment?” The woman behind the desk asks. 


“No... we’re here to visit... someone.” Jessica replies, then squints, seeing how she hadn’t 
thought this through. 


“T’m sorry, visiting hours are over.” 

“Let us go.” Kilgrave steps in. 

“Go right ahead.” The woman smiles. 

When Jessica gives him a look, he rolls his eyes. “You weren’t getting us very far.” 


“Whatever.” Not entirely sure where she was going, she searches for the elevator, and 
finds it after a few wrong turns. 


“Are you going to tell me what we’re doing here?” He asks, watching her curiously. 


She looks at a chart on the wall and then presses the third floor button. “The third floor. 
Cancer patients.” 


“And?! Why are we going to see a cancer patient in a random hospital at night?” 


She provides no response when the elevator door opens and they step out onto the floor. 
There were some nurses wandering around quietly, so Jessica picks the closest room to them 
to dash into. The room was quiet and dark and the only patient inside was fast asleep. 
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Once the door creaks shut behind them, he raises his eyebrows and whispers dryly. “Do 
you know this woman?!” 


“Nope.” She whispers back, looking around. 

“So tell me what the hell we’re doing in this room!” 

Sighing at his lack of patience, she says “I want you to heal her.” 

“You want me to what?!” 

“Heal her.” She keeps her voice a whisper. 

“Even if that was possible, why would I do that?!” He was whisper-yelling. 


“T think you and I both know it’s very possible! You said it yourself. If you can change 
human anatomy with words, like you think you can, then you’ll be able to heal her. And if 
you can’t, what’s the harm in trying?!” 


“Jessica, was it not you that said I should avoid using my powers because it ‘hurts 
people’?!” He mocks her with air quotes and narrows his eyes. 


“Don’t pretend that you listen to what I say and use it against me!” She barks, not really 
whispering anymore. 


The woman in the bed stirs, and Kilgrave glares at her. 


Lowering her voice, she tries again. “I was wrong, okay? Asking you not to use your 
powers was asking too much of you. Like you said. It’s part of your life. And it makes you 
feel good, right? So instead of not using them, you can do some good. I should’ve realized it 
earlier because you saved a family in New York. But when you stopped those thugs a few 
days ago, it was a reminder. And no. I don’t expect you to run around the city saving people. 
I’m not asking you to be a hero. But if you use your ability every now and then, it’s a win- 
win. Because I know the urge to command people probably builds up inside you. This is a 
healthy release.” 


Out of everything she said, he smirks, “A healthy release?” 


“Are you really that immature?!” Even in the dark he could see her irritation, but he 
quietly laughs anyway. 


“That was a nice little speech, Jess. But I really don’t know what you expect me to do.” 
“T just told you! Heal her!” 

“She’s sleeping! Will she even hear me?!” 

“She’ll hear you subconsciously... I don’t fucking know, just try something!” 
“Something like what?! What am I even supposed to say?!” 

“T don’t fucking know. Just. Try. Something.” She repeats, losing patience. 

“How will we even know if it works?!” 


This time she huffs. “You said your powers give you somewhat of a rush. So if it happens, 
then it must’ve worked. Or maybe we won’t know at all! But stop stalling and say 
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something!” 


He rolls his eyes back to show his annoyance, but goes on. “Okay... ummm...” Shrugging 
at Jessica, he turns to the sleeping patient. “Remove the cancer from your body.” He shrugs 
again, then tilts his head. 


The women shifts slightly in her sleep, but doesn’t do much more than that. 
Jessica looks up at him. “Well? Anything?” 


Figuring there was no point in lying, he nods slowly. “I think so.” If he could give a man a 
heart attack, he knew he could most likely heal diseases too. 


This makes her smile. “Good. Let’s go.” She pulls him by his jacket. 
“Can we leave now? It smells horrible in here.” 


Jessica checks the hallway before she drags him into the room next door. “Nope. We’re not 
done yet.” 


“You want me to do it again?!” He wrinkles his nose, looking down at the next sleeping 
patient. 


“Yes. You said you felt it work. So keep going. You should feel amazing by the time we 
leave here.” 


So he did it again. 
And again. 


And again, until almost every room on the third floor had been covered. Sometimes they 
would run into a nurse, and Kilgrave would just tell them to ignore their presence. Other 
times, the patient was awake, or would wake up when they entered, and he would tell them to 
go back to sleep. 


And by the time they were stepping into the elevator, he did feel amazing. It was a power 
high. 


“T’m not saying you should come to a hospital and heal every person. In fact, I’m telling 
you right now, that that’s a horrible idea. Human nature has to run it’s course, and that 
includes disease and death. But any time you feel shitty, you have a solution. Feel better by 
helping someone. Got it?” 


Did healing feel better than compelling suicide? He couldn’t tell at the moment, but he 
nods anyway, wanting to show his understanding. “Yes.” 


“T’m proud of you.” She says again as she said a few nights ago. His eyes lock with hers 
and in an almost spontaneous decision, she pushes the emergency stop button, and the lift 
comes to a halt just before they reach the ground floor. 


“What are you doing?” 


“Come here.” She says, leaning back against the wall. When he doesn’t move, she rolls her 
eyes and yanks him closer, tugging at his jacket again. “Kiss me.” Her voice is quiet but 
honest. 
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“What?” He wasn’t understanding. She already kissed him this morning. So again? Was 
she joking? Toying with him? 


“T said kiss me. Kiss me like you want it.” She repeats the words he said to her last week, 
leaning up to breathe against his lips. 


“Are you teasing me?” He breathes right back, trying to read her, but feeling his desire 
start to rage through his body. 


“Are you really just going to stand there and question me?” 
No. No he wasn’t. 
It almost felt strange to him to initiate a kiss now because of the routine they had going. 


The first kiss is soft and really only lasts a second. So when he pulls away to look at her, 
he’s asking for permission. There’s no verbal response, but she tilts her head up to him, 
almost with eagerness. 


So he kisses her for a second time. Still slowly, but he opens his lips and rubs his tongue 
against hers. One last time, he pulls away to look at her. Her eyelids flutter open and she 
presses her body back on the wall harder, pulling him in tighter. Both of them had unsteady 
breathing. This is exactly what he wanted, and her body was telling him to take it. Take it. 
And he would. 


This time, he doesn’t fight himself. He cups her cheek with one hand and kisses her hard, 
his other hand on her waist. And he doesn’t stop. It was inevitable that his hips would start to 
rub against hers in that sexual desire for friction. Sliding his hand down, he moves it under to 
grip the back of her thigh, lifting her leg up to grind against her with ease. 


This is exactly what he wanted, and fuck, it felt good. 


She lets out a faint whimper, but doesn’t stop him, doing her best to kiss him back. When 
he takes his lips from hers, she’s panting and he moves to kiss and bite at the side of her neck, 
overdriven by lust. 


He was getting offly close to removing clothing, and she knew that now was the time to 
stop. She was relying on thin trust that he wouldn’t tell her to do anything she didn’t want to. 
“Kilgrave...” It was meant to come out in a tone that told him to stop, but it sounds like more 
of a moan. It was a moan. Both of them heard it. 


It was a holy noise to him and growls in response, further encouraged. 


She could have shoved him off of her or tried another attempt at using words. But instead, 
she pulls her hand away and reaches to the side, frantically scrambling to reach the 
emergency button. When she presses it, the doors ding open almost immediately. 


This seems to snap him out of his animalistic behavior and he very cautiously draws his 
hands away, letting her leg down. He was still breathing heavily against her neck for a 
moment, before he straightens up. 


The problem with reward and punishment was that she had to keep the rewards interesting. 
And one kiss would start to seem like too little to him eventually, so she needed to give him 
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more. How many good things would he do before she had no other choice besides sleeping 
with him? And then what?! 


And then there was the moan... not to be addressed. 
Shit. 


Yesterday, Kilgrave sent two men to their deaths and fucked Ruby on her ex’s bed. Today, 
he performed miracles in a hospital and made out with Jessica in an elevator. He wasn’t sure 
which one was better, but life could be worse. 


Very slowly, he smiles at her, straightening his jacket, completely aware that she probably 
noticed his erection. This time, it’s her that’s left a little stunned, when he says, “Come on. 
I’m tired.” 


Author’s note: 


I know I just posted one yesterday, but I needed this one out, only because the next one is 
probably gonna take some time to write, and I didn’t want to starve you lol. 


What are the repercussions of performing “miracles”? Just something to think about. 
Please leave a review! 


P.S. we are very close to our two women finally meeting :) 
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20. Playing God 


Day Eighteen: 


They were calling it the ‘Third Floor Miracle’. Every news station started covering the 
story yesterday, when the doctors actually realized what happened. 


The news casters had people being interviewed, non-stop, from all over the place. The 
patients, the doctors, the nurses, any other staff, the relatives, even the patients who weren't 
healed were given a chance to be heard. 


Most of the doctors initially thought it was some sort of prank or machine malfunction. 
Some are still skeptical and insist on running more tests before jumping to conclusions. 


The nurses and workers were generally just confused. 
The relatives rejoiced. 


The patients not on the third floor called it an outrage, a scandal, special treatment or a 
hoax. 


As for the ones who were healed... there were mixed reactions. God was given credit by 
some. These people even swore that they saw Jesus and an angel appear to them at night to 
give them a blessing. ‘It just had to be Jesus,’ they'd say. 


Others were worried. Some said that a shadow crept into their room. More dramatically, 
they’d say that the Devil and one of his servants whispered to them. This handful of people 
say that their health is probably some long term curse. 


Whatever really happened, people were talking about it. 


But Ruby was smart enough to know that only one person could have done that. Please. 
Jesus and an angel? What a load of rubbish. 


Sitting on the sofa, she mutes the tele when she hears her door open. Not bothering to turn 
around, she says, “This was you, wasn’t it?” She sounds almost like she’s disappointed. 


“What? No hello kiss?” Kilgrave responds jokingly and sits down next to her. 
“But this was you, right?” She doesn’t smile, but just motions for him to look at the news. 


He only had to glance at it to know what she was referring to. “Yes. Jessica lectured me 
about it this morning. She said ‘Don’t take credit for this, or talk about it to anyone. You don’t 
need to draw any attention to yourself’.” He mocks Jessica’s voice with a laugh. “She’s the 
one who wanted me to anyway. For a ‘healthy release’.” His voice is jovial and he tries to get 
her to smile, but she doesn’t. 


“You didn’t tell me about this yesterday...” 


“Did you really need to know?” 
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This time, she shrugs. “It just feels like something you should have told me.” 
“Why is it bothering you this much?” He frowns. 


“I’m trying to understand it. Understand her, I mean. Jessica. Like...” Sighing, she makes 
an attempt to gather her thoughts, “... she tells you not to go around playing god, right? But 
then she has you go heal a bunch of people who are bound to die?! It’s the same thing. 
Controlling who lives and who dies. She’s being a bloody hypocrite. If she doesn’t want you 
to punish people for being bastards, then she has no right to tell you to be these people’s 
Jesus! You don’t have to be a savior. What do they mean to you? What have these people 
done to deserve to be healed? What have they done for you? Absolutely nothing.” Trying not 
to raise he voice, she breathes in slowly. “I just... I don’t get it. And I don’t like her having 
this much influence in what you can and can’t do.” 


Taking the remote from her, he turns off the TV and lets out a heavy breath, looking away 
from her. His thoughts wander to Jessica in the elevator, moaning his name. It felt so fresh in 
his mind and just thinking about that moment gave him chills. His life would feel so utterly 
incomplete without Jessica. And it seemed as though she was warming up to him. 


But despite it all, Ruby’s feelings mattered to him, no matter if he admitted it to himself or 
not. She was a jealous woman, and he couldn’t blame her (seeing how irresistible he was), so 
voicing his never-ending attraction to Jessica was a bad idea, and would only upset her more. 


He speaks to her softly. “Ruby, I’m doing what she asks, to maintain a good image in front 
of her. I couldn’t care less about those people. But she needs to see... she needs to think that 
I’m trying to change. When she’s not around, I do whatever I want, but I don’t want to get on 
her bad side. You’re worried about me and that’s appreciated, but not necessary. Okay?” 


She wanted to ask why he still gave a shit about what she thinks, but it wasn’t the time for 
that conversation. Instead, she just nods. “Yeah...” Bringing her feet up onto the sofa, she 
curls up next to him. “I’m sorry...” This wasn’t how she wanted her day to go, and she 
definitely didn’t want to ruin it for him. Pressing tiny kisses to his neck, she mutters, “I 
haven’t been having a good morning.” 


Understandingly, he draws her closer, asking, “What’s wrong?” 


Shrugging a little, she sighs against his skin. “I don’t know. My landlord is pissing me off 
though.” He waits patiently for her to continue, and she does. “So since I quit my ‘job’ and 
my ‘boss’ is technically dead... I’m not making any money and he’s hounding me about the 
rent.” 


“You know I can take care of all of that, right?” He lifts her chin for her to look at him. 


“T know. But this is personal. Like, the guy always hated me! He’s an arse to everyone, but 
it always seems like he has it out for me!” 


Looking back at her, darkness glistens over his expression. “What do you want me to do to 
him?” 


But she shakes her head. “No. It’s what I want to do to him.” She stares back at him, 
leaning into his touch. 
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“What are you suggesting?” He tilts his head, slowly beginning to run his thumb over her 
lower lip. “You want to kill him?” His voice is unstartled and reflects more of admiration. 


This time she nods, closing her eyes at the almost hypnotic touch of his fingers. 


This was an idea for a couple of days now. Her landlord was an arse of course, but that 
really didn’t matter. He was target practice. Never having killed anyone, she needed to 
experience what it truly felt like. 


“If you want to commit murder, I surely won’t stop you. And I’ll protect you from any 
underlying consequences of course.” 


Blush fills her cheeks. “Yeah, I know.” Unable to help it, she kisses the pad of his thumb as 
it passes over her lips again. “I don’t just want to do it though. I want you to tell me to do it.” 


“Why do you want me to tell you to?” He watches her, somewhat intrigued. 


“T don’t want any doubts to clutter my head. Like... if I were to do it by myself, I wouldn’t 
be certain of how to do it. But if you tell me to, I won’t be over thinking anything. I’ll just do 
it. You know?” She leans a little closer and spreads kisses over the palm of his hand. 


As he watches her with curiosity, his breathing becomes uneven. “If that’s what you want, 
I’ll tell you to...” Pausing, he pulls his hand away. “... when I’m done with you.” 


She bites her lip as he pulls her into his lap. 


Now that Victor didn’t want anymore money, Jessica had no real need to keep working. 
But working kept her busy, and it’s what she was good at. Besides, without her, this little 
business that Jack and Anna had wouldn’t last another day. 


They had gotten a new glass panel and a new door since Jessica broke both of them, and 
they learned to just leave the door unlocked so she wouldn’t break the doorknob every time 
she came around. 


“Where’s Anna?” Jessica says as she barges in, startling Jack. 


“Oh!” He nearly falls out of his chair. “Jewel... hi...” Fumbling to stand up, he brushes 
himself off. 


She wasn’t sure if he was always this awkward around people or if he acted this way 
because he was still intimidated by her. Either way, she never handled business with Jack. He 
was the dumber of the two and he couldn’t really be trusted with anything important. 


“Where’s Anna?” She asks again, not bothering with small talk. 


“Oh... uhh... she went out, for something... I don’t really remember.” He runs his hands 
through his hair multiple times and shifts his weight nervously. 


“Great.” Rolling her eyes, she turns to leave. 


“Wait! But... but what do you need?” 
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In her hands were pictures for her client, but she sure as hell wasn’t going to hand them 
over to him. “Forget it. I’1l come back later.” 


“Wait!” He calls again, but loses all confidence when he meets her irritated glare. “You 
could stay here... and wait for her. She might be back soon...” His efforts to seem casual 
were failing. 


She looks at him with a dead expression and turns on her heels. “No thanks.” 
“Oh! Oh, but Jewel!” It seemed like he was a needy child, begging for attention. 
“What?!” She snaps this time, sharply looking at him. 


He almost whimpers when he says, “I... I was just going to ask what happened... to your 
jacket.” 


“Oh.” This time she laughs a little. Her jacket was torn at the sleeve and partly up the 
back. “I tried to jump from the top of a building, but my sleeve got caught on part of the fire 
escape.” 


That was the truth, but he looks at her, unsure if she’s making a sarcastic joke or not, like a 
calculator when someone divides by zero. 


Flashing a smile, she turns around again, leaving him to ponder that. 


Guess it was time for another shopping trip. 


The landlord was a greasy, cranky, old piece of living shit. It was completely 
understandable why Ruby wanted him dead. 


“Are you ready?” Kilgrave asks, leaning up against the wall. 


The man had gotten up from the sofa he was sitting on, the moment he saw Ruby, and he 
was promptly told to stop moving. His eyes shifted between Ruby and the stranger who 
stopped him in his tracks. 


She was about to say yes eagerly, but then pouts. “Aww... I’m gonna get blood on my 
dress! I should’ve worn something else!” 


Kilgrave laughs, before smiling. “Don’t worry. We can get you more after this.” 


Hearing this, she smiles back. “Okay, then I’m ready! But you can tell him to move again. 
I want somewhat of a challenge.” 


“You're sure?” Pushing up his sleeve, he glances down at his watch. 
“Positive.” She nods. 


“Okay,” Looking at the landlord, he says, ‘You can move again. But you can’t run from 
her.’ Then he turns back to her. “Alright Ruby. Kill him.” 


The man was at least twice Ruby’s age, slightly drunk, and fairly obese, so he really didn’t 
stand a chance. 
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The first thing she does is grab his shirt and his hair and slam him against the wall, head 
first. He yelps out in pain and tries to pull her hands off him or push her away, but he fails in 
his struggle. 


She slams his head against the wall at least five more times, until he’s badly bleeding and 
disoriented. The fighting pretty much stops there as his head spins and he falls to the floor, 
only being able to groan. She could have just kicked his head in, but being resourceful, she 
swipes an empty beer bottle from the counter next to her and climbs on top of the sod, hitting 
him over the head with it. 


When the glass eventually shatters, she jams the sharded end of the bottle into his throat. 
Blood spills from his neck like a water fountain, and he coughs, girgles, and chokes, in 
unimaginable pain. He makes one last attempt to survive by trying to push Ruby off of him, 
but she wouldn’t allow it. To finish the job, she presses the glass in deeper, and twists it 
multiple times. 


He dies with his eyes open. 


When she’s sure he’s dead, she slowly stands up, the wild aggression in her eyes, 
dissipating. Her whole body was trembling from the adrenaline rush. 


She tries to catch her breath as she turns to look at Kilgrave. “So... how’d I do?” 


He looks at her a little shocked, and then glances back at his watch. “Umm... one minute 
and fifty-four seconds.” She grins proudly and he does the same. “I’m impressed.” 


“Really?” Beaming at him, she bites her lower lip. 
He nods. But before he can say anything else, they’re interrupted. 


A woman had come through the back door after hearing the commotion. “Harold? Harold 
is that you? Are you okay?!” She eventually makes her way to where they were. She inhales 
sharply at the sight of a dead man, but before she can scream, Kilgrave stops her. 


“Don’t scream, don’t move.” He smiles at Ruby for a second before going on. “Put some 
of his blood on yourself and take the bottle from his neck.” 


She silently shuffles over to ‘Harold’ and crouches down, rubbing her hands in the blood 
that was still sputtering from his neck. She smears it over her clothes, and repeats this process 
a few times, before jerking the broken bottle from his throat. 


“You murdered this man.” Kilgrave states calmly. 
“T murdered him.” The woman responds appropriately. 


“When you leave here, you’ll forget that you saw us. Now go straight to the police and 
confess to what you did.” 


Without a word, she turns and leaves the way she came. 


“T’ll pay the police a visit later and make sure they don’t do any digging.” Kilgrave 
reassures Ruby with a smile. 


She nods without a doubt, more than thrilled that she accomplished what she wanted to. 
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Gently, he wipes a drop of blood from her cheek. “Come on. Let’s get you cleaned up. 
Then we can go shopping.” 


Jessica’s old jacket was now in the trash somewhere, and she had been wandering around 
the store for awhile now, trying to find another one that could fit her, and didn’t look like shit. 


Shopping was a dreaded activity and she was hoping that she would be done soon. 


A few new tops had caught her attention however, and she figured that since she was 
already here, she might as well try them on. 


She makes her way to the fitting room where there was a small line of woman waiting to 
use an empty stall. Before she gets there, it seems like another woman appears out of 
nowhere, her heels tapping to a halt to take the space right in front of Jessica. If she hadn’t 
been tired, and in public, she would have cussed the lady out, but instead she just rolls her 
eyes. 


The woman who had taken her spot wasn’t as tall as Jessica, even with her heels on. But 
despite being small, something about her made Jessica uncomfortable. Maybe it was all the 
purple she had on. Purple shoes, purple dress, and most oddly, a light purple highlight in her 
jet black hair. Did people actually do that?! How many people loved the color purple that 
much?! 


Kilgrave did. 


That had to be the reason she felt so uneasy. Surely other people had that as their favorite 
color and she tried to rationalize that in her head. But the odd feeling doesn’t go away. 
Something else that bothered her were the other colored dresses that she was holding, waiting 
to try on. 


In Jessica’s time with Kilgrave, she had worn more dresses than she could count, but 
Kilgrave had a style. A specific style that he’d always have her wear and a lot of dresses 
didn’t make the cut. And everything that this woman had in her hands seemed to meet the 
criteria. 


Just a coincidence, is what Jessica tells herself as she gets closer to the front of the line. 


When a stall opens up, the woman takes it and turns around to close the door. For a split 
second, their eyes meet. Nothing about it felt right, or natural. There was some type of look in 
this stranger’s eyes. Something familiar, and dark. But Jessica can’t decide what it is before 
the door is closed. 


Choosing to ignore it, she waits patiently and the stall next to the woman’s becomes 
available to her. As she’s changing, she can’t help but listen. 


The woman’s heels click as she steps outside the stall for a moment. “Well? What do you 
think?” She asks someone, her English accent sounding light, airy and naturally playful. 


A man responds. His voice is so low and quiet that Jessica could barely hear it from where 
she was, let alone hear what he was saying. 
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Whatever he says, it makes her giggle in response. “I’ll show you the next one.” She says 
and trots back into her stall. 


This process repeats a number of times as she goes out to get the man’s approval on her 
dresses, and Jessica just listens. 


Something about this felt wrong. Very wrong. It was unnerving, and also unexplainable. 
Call it intuition maybe, but Jessica couldn’t shake it. 


When she hears the woman finally walking away, she throws on her shirt as quickly as 
possible and swings the door open to try and catch her leaving. 


But the only thing she saw was a purple figure rounding the comer, and the shadow of a 
man beside her. 


Author’s note: 


Kind of a shorter one, but the next one is coming within a few days. It’s pretty much 
already written. 


Beginning: Ruby kinda has a small point with the whole “playing god” deal... which is 
why I named the chapter that. 


Middle: I PROMISE you that this chapter wasn’t a waste of your life force to read lol. The 
murder is relevant to the advancement of the plot. 


End: HAHAHAHHAHAHAHA *evil laugh* BECAUSE YOU THOUGHT THAT 
JESSICA WAS GONNA COME OUT OF THE STALL AND SEE RUBY WITH 
KILGRAVE AND THEN SHE DIDN’T! 


Hehe. Okay, but that was just me messing around. In all seriousness, I’m done teasing you 
guys... if you know what I’m hinting at ;) 


P.S. Reviews means THE WORLD to me, thank you so much. Literally, they motivate me 
to write faster and I absolutely love hearing other people’s perspective on things! Thanks a 
million! 
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21. Spelling It Out 


Day Twenty-Three: 
Things were going... surprisingly well. 
Cases were running smoothly. 


Victor was convinced that within the next few days, he would have something for Jessica 
to try. 


As for Kilgrave... 


Kilgrave was normal. 


Well, not completely normal. He was still a man with incredible abilities, but he never 
used them to hurt anyone. Always to help someone else. Rescuing people... the works. 


Every now and then, he’d do something sneaky like have someone give up their flowers 
but it was always for Jessica. Because he loved her. And when she saw him do this, she’d 
shake her head and roll her eyes, but a smile would come through eventually. He didn’t need 
to keep taking anymore, but sometimes it was a nice gesture so Jessica let it go. Besides, 
Kilgrave had a job. He could pay for things now. 


Oddly enough, she felt... safe around him. She’d never experienced romantic love before, 
so she couldn’t be certain on how to define it. But it was something. And it was strong. 


When he got home from work today, he cupped her cheeks and kissed her quietly. “I 
missed you today.” He said against her lips. 


“Really?” Her eyelids fluttered open. 
“Yes. Why? Because I love you Jessica Jones.” He smiled as he looked down at her. 
“J —” She wasn’t allowed to give a response before he kissed her again. 


And then again. And again. Until they were back in the hospital elevator together. The 
metal cage that made it harder to breathe. 


“Kilgrave...” She moaned and the noise echoed on for eternity. It wouldn’t leave. 


In here, she had no strength, so she was completely at his mercy, and there was no escape 
from his relentless kisses. But she wanted it... because Kilgrave was good. As close to 
normal as he would ever get. It was all she wanted. 


So she didn’t stop him when he quickly unbuttoned her jeans, both of them eager like two 
teens about to lose their virginity. 


127 


He lifted her up completely so she was pinned to the wall, and when he started to fuck her, 
she whimpered in sweet surrender and clutched the back of his jacket. 


As their bodies moved up and down in sync, he kissed her chest, indulged in the fact that 
she wanted him, and whispered her name to her in that sultry way. “Jessica... Jessica...” 


“Jessica!” Kilgrave was kneeling beside the sofa, shaking her shoulders, in an attempt to 
wake her up. She had been restlessly turning for the past few minutes ever since he woke up, 
groaning, breathing heavily, and tugging at her clothes. 


She startles away and scrambles away from him, pressing herself into the back of the 
couch. She was still extremely frantic and detached from reality as she looks down at herself. 
Besides having sweat through her clothes, her tank top was torn from pulling on it so hard. 


Trying to calm her down, he moves his hands away. “Jessica... hey. I think you were 
having a nightmare. Are you okay?” 


Jessica was far from okay. 


And it didn’t help that she couldn’t remember what her dream was about. Whatever it was, 
she didn’t tell Kilgrave the minor detail that it probably wasn’t a nightmare considering there 
was a familiar wetness between her legs when she woke up. 


She tries not to let it confuse her or fuck with her mood as she heads to work. When she 
opens the door, Anna jumps to her feet. 


“Oh! Jewel, thank God you’re here! Can you take this please?! Talk to her or... something. 
Do whatever it is that you do! You’re good with this kinda stuff, right?!” 


“What the fuck are you talking about?” Jessica asks, trying not to get annoyed. 


“Take this case, please? Her case.” Anna points at a woman in the chair in front of her 
desk. 


Jessica pushes past her and takes Anna’s seat behind the desk. The client was a young 
woman who had clearly been crying, as she fiddles with the tissue in her hand. There were a 
couple handwritten notes on the desk that Anna had scrawled out before she seemed to have 
given up. The client’s name, age, a few other names and the address of an apartment building. 


“Diana Lezon, is it?” Jessica says, to which she receives a hesitant nod. 


“Y-yes. And... who are you?” Diana snivels and turns back to look at Anna, but her and 
Jack have already disappeared into the kitchen. 


“Since those two are completely useless and don’t seem very interested in taking your 
case, then right now, I’m the only one who can help you.” 


It was all business today for Jessica, and getting that vibe, Diana just nods again, quickly. 
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Referring back to the notes, she goes on, “Who are these people? Lily and Harold 
Robinson?” 


“Oh... those... those are my parents.” She chokes back tears and grips the crumpled up 
tissue harder. 


“And?” Jessica presses, unsympathetically. 


Trying to gather herself, she goes on to say, “My... my dad was murdered... last week... 
and... and my mum... she confessed to killing him...” 


Wishing Diana would hurry up and get to the point, she huffs, “And? Is there more to 
this?” 


“Yes... well I believe so. Because... because I know my parents. And they loved each 
other... and they would never fight... and I know —” 


Jessica sighs loudly and stands up, slamming her hands down on the desk. “Anna! Why 
are you wasting my fucking time!?” There is no response, so she rolls her eyes and looks 
back at the startled woman. “Listen. People fight, people kill. Could surprise you. And your 
mom confessed so... not much you can do about that. If there is a different explanation, I’m 
sure the police will take care of it. I’m a P.I., but just let the police do their job. Goodbye.” 
She steps out from behind the desk, fully prepared to walk away, since Dumb and Dumber 
didn’t seem to have a real case for her. 


“Please! Wait! I... that’s just the thing... the police aren’t doing anything about it and I 


” 


She stops. “What do you mean they aren’t doing anything about it?” 


Diana dabs under her eyes. “I mean... my mum confessed but she doesn’t remember doing 
it, and —” 


“She doesn’t remember?!” 


“No.” She shakes her head. “She... she said she went to see my dad... and then he was 
dead and she had blood all over herself. It didn’t make sense.” 


“So why did she confess is she doesn’t remember doing it?” Jessica sits back down, 
slightly intrigued. 


“T don’t... I don’t know. She said she felt like she needed to. It was hard for her to 
describe.” 


“Did she tell all of this to her lawyer?” 


Nodding, she shifts in her seat. “Yes... but he’s not very bright. And with her confession 
on record, the best he’! probably get her is a plea deal.” Before another question is asked, she 
goes on, “So... I went to talk to the... the head detective on the case... you know? To see if 
they had other suspects or... or evidence or something. But he said... he said that the case 
was Closed...” 


“He said what?!” 
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“He... he said the case was closed. It doesn’t make sense to me. I don’t see how the police 
could close a homicide so quickly, even with a confession.” 


“No. What did the officer say exactly?” She stresses the word. 


“Oh.” Diana pauses, blinking a few times. “He said ‘The Robinson case is closed’. Just 
like that... it was weird.” 


“Why was it weird?” At this point, it was obvious that something about this was off, but 
she needed all the details. 


“T... [don’t know. Just the way he said it I suppose. He sounded so... robotic... it’s hard to 
explain. And even stranger... every one of them said that when I asked about it...” 


“What?!” 


“Every detective I talked to... the all said the same exact thing. “The Robinson case is 
closed’... all of them...” 


Yeah. Something was up. 


“What’s this address here? This apartment complex?” Jessica asks, referring to the note on 
the table again. 


“Oh... that’s...” Diana looks down, whimpering a little. “Umm... that’s... my dad is... 
was the landlord there... that’s where they found his body...” 


“Great.” Jessica wasn’t trying to be rude, but more like she was saying ‘Thanks for the 
information’. Picking up a pen, she tears a corner of the paper off and scribbles down her 
number, sliding it over to Diana, before putting the remainder of the note in her pocket. “If 
something changes, or you have something else to tell me, call me.” She stands up sharply 
and heads for the exit. 


“So... so that means you’re going to help me?” Diana turns, watching her walk away. 


“Yep.” Jessica says, before slamming the door closed behind her. 


It was much earlier than their agreed upon time for Kilgrave to show up at Ruby’s place. 
Besides, Kilgrave had a key. So who was it that was knocking at her door? 


She didn’t get visitors, so her first thought and fear was that it was someone from her ex- 
gang. Was Alex out of the hospital?! Was it Sherry? Maria? Wilson? Jacob? Sam? The list 
was endless and anyone of them could be here now, asking questions. 


Very cautiously and quietly, she stands up, straightening her red dress, and tip-toes to the 
door. When she looks through the peep-hole, she frowns. Oh. It was just some random lady. 


Opening the door, she leans up against the frame, and with a calm voice, she says, “Yes?” 


This woman looked vaguely familiar. Kind of like the ‘We-reached-for-the-same-box-of- 
tampons-at-the-store’ familiar. The uncomfortable familiar. 
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She was unusually tall, with pale skin and contrasting black hair. After having been with 
Kilgrave for a number of weeks now, Ruby could say that the woman had no fashion sense at 
all. Ripped jeans, boots, a gray top, leather jacket, and an infinity scarf. Hardly an outfit to be 
proud of. Still, if she wasn’t so horribly dressed, then she could be considered attractive. 


When Ruby looks at her, it was like she might recognize her too, because there’s a certain 
look in her eyes. How odd. 


As she responds, the woman tries to smile somewhat, but smiling looked entirely unnatural 
on her. “Hi. Are you Victoria Griffith?” 


Ruby’s eyes narrow immediately. “Who’s asking?” No one called her Victoria. No one. 
The last people to call her that were her demented parents. The only time that name appeared 
was on Official government documents. This woman didn’t look like the police, so who was 
she?! 


Putting her hands in her pockets, she hesitates to respond. “I’m a local private 
investigator.” 


Really?! Ruby thinks to herself. A local private eye with an American accent? Possible, 
but unlikely. “A P.I. huh? What’s your name?” 


There’s hesitation again. “My name’s Jewel.” 

“Jewel... what?” Ruby tilts her head, a habit that she picked up from Kilgrave. 
She can’t stop her eyes from rolling, as if she gets that question a lot. “Just Jewel.” 
“Huh. Well Jewel. No one calls me Victoria. Call me Ruby.” 


“Okay Ruby.” There’s no formal greeting. They just look at each other. “I just have some 
things I’d like to ask you. Can I come in?” 


Keeping the door mostly closed, she ignores that question and asks her own. “What’s this 
about?” 


“T’m sure you’re aware of the murder of your landlord, Harold Robinson?” 


“Oh, yes.” She figured that’s what this had to be about. But she wasn’t scared or nervous, 
knowing very well that Kilgrave would take care of this little problem the moment he heard 
about it. In the meantime, she does her best to pretend and frowns. “Yes... that was rather 
unfortunate.” 


“Yeah.” Jewel’s eyes narrow the slightest bit as she goes on. “Were you late on paying the 
rent for last month?” 


“Just a little. You see, I got laid off, but he was nice enough to let me pay it late. We were 
good friends... Harold and I.” Ruby smiles sadly, a natural at lying. 


“Uh-huh.” It didn’t seem like she was buying it however. 
“So... is there a problem here? Don’t the police already have the murderer in custody?” 
“Do you think I’m here to question you as a suspect?” 


“No. You would have no reason to.” 
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There was immediate tension as both of them were trying to get a read on the other. 


Jewel says slowly, “I’m just here, talking to some of the residents to get a general 
impression on him. That’s all.” 


“Well then. If we’re done here, I’m quite busy today.” Ruby responds, already stepping 
back into her flat. 


“Of course... uh...” Reaching deep into her pocket, she pulls out a sticky note with a 
number on it, handing it to her. “If you happen to think of anything you want to tell me, call.” 


“Sure...” She takes it from her, skeptically. As she’s about to close the door, she says, 
“Nice to meet you Jewel.” But her tone is shallow and insincere. 


“Likewise.” She responds with the same tone, just as the door clicks shuts. 


The first thing Ruby does is trot to her bedroom to retrieve her mobile. Kilgrave was called 
on speed dial. 


“Hey Ruby.” His voice is light, pleased to hear from her. 
“Hey... I know you weren’t gonna come ’round til later, but we might have a problem.” 
“A problem?” He’s serious now. “What’s wrong?” 


“Tt shouldn’t be that big of a deal, but a private detective just showed up at my place 
asking about the landlord.” 


“A private detective?!” There’s no hiding his shock. 

“Yeah. She’s kinda weird... her name is Jewel.” 

“Jewel? Jewel what?” 

“That’s what I said! But apparently it’s ‘just Jewel’. She was very adamant about that.” 
She could hear the frown in his voice. “Hmm. Sounds like a stripper ’s name.” 

Ruby can’t stop herself from giggling. “It does, doesn’t it!” 

“Yes it does.” He laughs a little now too. “Did she give you some way to contact her?” 
“Yeah, she gave me her number.” 


“Alright. We’ll call her back over, find out who’s asking questions, and all parties will be 
dead before the end of the day. Fair?” 


“Perfect.” Ruby smiles through the phone. 


“T’Il be over in an hour.” 


So the woman that Jessica saw at the store last week was connected to this somehow?! It 
was hard to forget the first time she saw her. No wonder she was so fucking suspicious! 


That lying little bitch! 
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“We were good friends... Harold and I.’ 
Ha! What a load of bullshit! 


Outside of work, Harold didn’t interact with people much, meaning the most logical place 
to start was that apartment building. Jessica had gone to the complex with a list of people who 
had some reason to dislike the landlord. Late on rent, disputes and so on. Despite being late to 
pay, multiple residents confirmed that Victoria or ‘Ruby’ had several violent arguments with 
him in the last couple of weeks. Her neighbors also said that Ruby was quite intimidating. 
Small, but intimidating. Luckily, no one intimidated Jessica, and now she had a primary 
suspect. 


How was Ruby connected? Was she the murderer, an accomplice, or did she just know 
something and wasn’t saying? Even if that was the case, it didn’t explain the wife’s blackout, 
or why she confessed, or why the police were being so unusual about it. This case was getting 
stranger and stranger, but now she had a place to start. 


After retrieving her computer, she goes into some research. Finding out who Victoria 
Griffith was and understanding her history was priority. But she doesn’t get very far before 
her phone rings. 


As promised, Kilgrave was there an hour later and they sat down on the sofa together. 
“T think I got it.” Ruby says as she squints at the paper and dials the number. 
“Put it on speaker.” Kilgrave replies, wanting to get an idea of who this woman was. 


She nods, unable to stop herself from smiling. It was going to be fun watching Jewel kill 
herself. 


They wait, listening to it ring. When the other end picks up, no one says anything, as they 
were both waiting for the other person to talk first. 


Kilgrave nods at Ruby to go ahead, so she says, “Umm... it’s Ruby. This is Jewel, right?” 
“Yeah. That’s me. Do you have something you want to tell me?” 


Kilgrave would have recognized that voice anywhere, anytime, on any occasion. But Ruby 
doesn’t seem to notice his body language change. 


“Actually, I was going to ask if you could come back over to my place.” 
“For what?” 


At this point, his heart was pounding furiously, as he clenches his teeth and lets out a low 
growl, which finally gets Ruby to look up at him. When she does, she frowns. She’s never 
seen him this... frantic before. He’s shaking his head and mouthing to her, ‘Hang. Up.’ He 
seems furious and panicked and anxious all at once. It confused her. And frankly, it scared 
her. 


Looking back the the phone, she fumbles, “Uh... umm... never mind. Forget it... 
goodbye!” 
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“Wait, what —” 


But Kilgrave had already snatched the phone and ended the call before anything else could 
happen. “Jesus! Fuck, Ruby!” He stands up and throws the phone back on the sofa. Chaos. 
Chaos was raging through his emotions and he couldn’t think straight. 


“What?! What’s wrong?!” She gazes at him, but doesn’t stand up. Her heart is racing now 
too. Had she done something wrong?! 


“T need to see the paper.” He barks, not bothering to slow down or answer her. 
“Huh?” 

“The paper with her number!” 

“Oh...” Wincing at his harsh tone, she hands him the note that was given to her. 


Her voice was proof enough, but he needed something else. Something to prove him 
wrong. Yes. He was desperately hoping for this to contradict his fears. But this only verified 
them. He had texted that number enough to know who it belonged to. Pacing back and forth, 
he crumbles the paper and throws that on the floor too. 


The longer he didn’t answer and behaved like this, the more worried and concerned Ruby 
became. Watching him pace and run his hands through his hair, she whimpers quietly, 
“Kilgrave... what’s going on? Please tell me...” 


“My god, Ruby! Did you not think it was important to tell me that the P.I that showed up at 
your door was American?!” 


“What? Oh... no... but I —” 


“Let me guess! She had on a leather jacket and jeans, right?!” He was basically yelling at 
her. 


“Yes... but... so you know her?! How did you know —” 


He laughs sarcastically, and bitterly. “Do I know her?!” Tired of trying to spell it out, he 
says Slowly, and almost painfully, “Jewel. Is. Jessica. Jessica. As in, my Jessica. As in, this 
private investigator, who is now suspicious of you, Is. Jessica. Jones.” 


Authors note: 


First, let’s address Jessica’s wet dream ;) I’m very aware that people are gonna have mixed 
feelings about this. However, let’s refer back to the first three chapters of the story, shall we? 
If memory serves, Jessica admits that if Kilgrave can be normal, she could fall in love with 
him. Yes, yes, I know that she also said that requires him not to use his powers. But over the 
past few weeks, Jessica is learning that using his powers for good is as close as he’|l ever be 
to normal, as she states in her dream. 


Besides, women have needs to! And sex is sex... so... But it’s not like JJ will be running 
into anyone’s lap, considering she’s still herself and she doesn’t even remember the dream. 
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Plus, it’s not like anything can really happen between them with all this Ruby bullshit 
happening :D 


I told you the murder would be relevant! Now Jessica has unknowingly, officially met the 
Devil’s mistress, and it’s up to Kilgrave to try and deal with this mess now. Haha! I know this 
meeting is not what you were expecting, but if this story was predictable, would it be fun? 
Nope. Don’t worry, this is not the end of our girls encountering each other. I have a plan! 
Should be interesting! 


As always, thanks for the support :) 
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22. Who Knew? (A Battle of Wits) 


(Still) Day Twenty-Three: 


After a few minutes of going around in circles, Ruby was still trying to wrap her head 
around it. Hell, even Kilgrave was in some level of shock. 


She remembered him saying something about Jessica being an investigator back in New 
York, but how the fuck was she supposed to know that the love of his life was gonna show up 
at her front door?! How could either of them seen this coming?! 


“But... how could you not know that she started her own business as a private investigator 
again?!” Ruby asks, frowning up at him. 


He was still pacing and she watched him from the sofa. 
“T don’t know Ruby! I didn’t ask! I don’t really care what she does with her day!” 


Unfortunately, she knew now that killing her was probably off the table, and no amount of 
argument would change that. But they both knew that they couldn’t have someone sniffing 
around. Especially not Jessica. When she sets her mind to something, she doesn’t stop until 
she has the answer. And Kilgrave was in jeopardy of her finding out about his relationship 
with Ruby. She wouldn’t react well to that. They needed a plan to keep her away from this. 


But Ruby’s thoughts wander. So that was the great Jessica Jones that she had heard so 
much about?! The super strength, ass-kicking, powerhouse of a woman that could take a man 
like Kilgrave and force him to his knees?! That was her?! Seriously?! 


Nope. Ruby didn’t get it. Sure, Jessica was generally attractive despite her clothes. But she 
was stiff. Ridgid. Uptight. Condescending. And she looked awkward with a smile. So what 
did Jessica have that Ruby didn’t?! 


“What the hell am I supposed to do?!” Kilgrave snaps, pulling her out of her side-tracked 
thoughts. 


“... Can’t you just tell her to stop working? Or make her stay in the hotel?” Ruby 
nervously twirls a strand of her hair in her fingers. 


“The objective is to not have Jessica hate me! That’s why I’ve given her this amount of 
freedom in the first place! I don’t care if she wants to be a P.I. still, but just not this. You.” His 
body was tense with frustration. “For once things were actually going well between us! Do 
you know how much progress I’ve made with her these last few weeks?! I’m not going to 
throw that all away by giving her more rules!” 


Ruby felt fire running through her veins. Why does he give a fuck about her?! “Then just 
erase her memory if you want her to be happy so much! Tell her to forget it all!” She didn’t 
mean to raise her voice, but she did. 
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When his raging glare meets hers, she immediately shrinks back into her seat. 


The thing was, he didn’t want to erase her memory. Because he didn’t want to fuck with 
her like that. Not anymore. He wasn’t lying about things going well between them, and even 
if she didn’t know that she had forgotten something, the act would weigh on his conscious. 


“T need to think.” He growls and turns away from her. “Do not call Jessica. Do not text 
Jessica. Do not answer the door to Jessica. Do you understand?” 


“Yes...” She whimpers again and when she sees him heading for the door, she whines. 
“Wait! Please don’t leave! I could —” But the door had already closed behind him. 


Killing Jessica was looking more and more appealing to her now. 


What the fuck kind of phone call was that? Why would someone call Jessica just to hang 
up on her? It was suspicious. Maybe she should go to Ruby’s place anyway. Find out what 
that was all about. 


Figuring, why not, she closes her computer and puts her jacket on. Before she can head 
out, she gets a text. 


{Let’s have dinner. Back at the hotel in an hour. — K} — 5:47pm. 

{We scheduled dinner for tomorrow. Remember ? — J} — 5:48pm. 

{Yes. But I need to see you today. — K} — 5:48pm. 

{Is there an important reason? I’m kind of doing something right now. — J} — 5:49pm. 
{Be back at the hotel by seven. — K} — 5:50pm. 


Ah yes. The current rule eight. ‘At anytime, if I send for you, (via note, text, call, or 
messenger), you must do as you’re told.’ 


It was unusual that he would make her do something like this and it got under her skin. An 
hour wouldn’t be enough time to do much of anything, so Ruby would have to wait. 


At seven, Jessica slammed the hotel door shut behind her. 


Composed as ever, Kilgrave turns to look at her, sighing at her dramatic entrance. Room 
service had already delivered and he was waiting at the table. “If you keep doing that, the 
door is going to snap in half.” 


She ignores him and says, “Are you aware that you ordered me back here?!” 
“Jessica, please. Sit down before you start yelling at me.” 
Biting her tongue, she does as she’s told and sits across from him. 


“Now,” Kilgrave continues, “yes I am aware it was a command. But this is important.” He 
slides her a plate of food with a bit of a smile. 
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“You know, I thought we had gotten over this stage. This petty shit where you call me 
home so I can sit on your lap and entertain you.” 


“You’re not even going to ask why I brought you here before you start making 
assumptions?” 


“Should I?!” She snaps, gulping the wine in her glass. 
“Yes.” He responds dryly. 
Putting the drink down, she starts to eat. “Alright. Why the fuck am I here?” 


“Because I want to talk to you. About your day.” He smiles now, but in a way that almost 
makes her skin crawl. 


“Let me get this straight. You made me drop everything I was doing, to come back to the 
hotel, because you wanted to talk to me about my day?! You’re joking, right?!” 


“No. No, I’m not.” Continuing to smile, he starts to eat too. 


Something about the way he looked. Despite his smile, he was being oddly serious about 
this. Was this supposed to be a test? What was really going on? She furrows her eyebrows, 
trying to understand what he was up to. 


“So. How was your day?” 
She was definitely discontent now. Just the way he sounded. Something was wrong. 


“Fine.” She answers after a moment of hesitation. “And yours...?” She was asking 
because she wasn’t sure what else she was supposed to do. 


There’s no hesitation for him. “My day was rather stressful, if I’m being honest.” 
Waiting again, she slowly asks, “Why?” 


“A problem has come up, and I’m not sure how to deal with it.” He sounded casual, but 
there was a disturbing look in his eyes. 


“What problem. ..?” 

“Enough about me. We’re here to talk about you.” 
She swallows her food hard. “Okay. What about me?” 
“What’d you do today?” 


The question makes her put down her fork and she shrugs, still unable to get a read on him. 
“Not much...” 


“Not much?” He cocks his head to the side, his eyes flashing at her. “You’re sure about 
that?” 


“Positive.” Her voice is quieter. What is going on?! 


“Huh.” He puts his fork down too. “Interesting. So if you weren’t doing anything, what 
was so important that you got upset about having to stop it and come here?” 
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Had she honestly let herself fall into that?! Shit! Think Jessica. Why the sudden interest in 
what she’s been up to?! He always let her free time go unquestioned, and now he was probing 
for information. Like he knew something. Something he shouldn’t know. So why today? Why 
today?! 


Jesus. Fucking. Christ. How blind was she?! 


In the fraction of a second, everything clicked into place. There was one, huge piece of the 
puzzle she had missed and it all made sense in the blink of an eye. 


The first encounter with Ruby + Mr. Robinson’s death + Mrs. Robinson’s 
blackout/confession + The robotic policemen + Ruby’s behavior at the apartment + The 
abrupt ending to their phone call + The reason Kilgrave called her here = 


Conclusion: Kilgrave was involved with this woman, Ruby. He must be controlling her 
which explains the purple and the dresses. Because Ruby had disagreements with the 
landlord, Kilgrave had him killed. The wife got caught in the wrong place at the wrong time, 
and Kilgrave made her confess. He then told the police exactly how to handle it. Diana must 
have gone to the police station within 24 hours that Kilgrave was there, explaining the 
mechanical responses. Ruby (having been enslaved) reported to Kilgrave that Jessica (as 
Jewel) had come to her apartment. They called her together, and hearing who it was, he ended 
their call. 


Lastly, she was here. He wanted to know if she knew what was happening. He wanted to 
see how she would react to questions, and this dinner would determine her fate. 


How the fuck did she not see it before?! Jessica wasn’t stupid. But she was naive. She 
didn’t let herself figure it out because she didn’t want it to be true. She wanted to believe that 
Kilgrave was really changing. That he was capable of change. Capable of good. Being proven 
wrong was like a knife in the gut. All this progress... it was a lie?! All this time he was 
sneaking around behind her back, killing people and making this poor woman his new slave?! 


It angered her. And more importantly, it hurt her. 


But she didn’t have time to wallow in her emotions. Only a second ago, Kilgrave asked her 
a question. A test question. Convince him that she was still naive to the truth and end dinner 
as soon as possible. If she could get through until tomorrow, she would have more time to 
think. Right now, she needed to be brave. To help Diana and her family, and to save Ruby. 


“You want the truth?” She says before much time could pass, so there wasn’t a long pause. 
“T was about to go drinking, and then you cut me off so... thanks for that.” She looks at him 
as she normally would, taking another drink of wine as she pushes her plate away. 


He seemed somewhat surprised that she could lie so effortlessly. But despite it being a 
subconscious act, he notices that she pushed her food away. “Lost your appetite?” 


Goddammit! 


“T’m just not very hungry.” She was trying so hard to keep it all down, but his eyes were 
unyielding. 


“Interesting.” He says again, his voice indicating that that was the wrong answer. 


Did he know that she figured it out?! 
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Keeping her composure, she puts the whine down with her signature irritated glare. “Are 
we done with this pointless meeting now?” He doesn’t answer so she stands up. “Great. Then 
I’m going to sleep.” 


“Tt’s a little early to be going to bed, don’t you think?” 


“T’m here already and I’m exhausted, so why not?” All she had to do was make it to 
tomorrow. Begging that he wouldn’t stop her, she turns to walk to her designated sleeping 
couch. But she doesn’t make it far. 


“Jessica? Aren’t you forgetting something?” 


She stops in her tracks and turns around, watching him stand up and walk towards her. “I 
don’t know. Am I?” She could practically feel her blood going cold the closer he got. 


“You haven’t kissed me today.” 


He was right. She hadn’t done it this morning. And everything about those words gave it 
away. The way he said it... he knew. He knew that she knew! It was bone chilling. Now the 
only thing she could do was make it seem like she didn’t know that he knew that she knew. 


This was the most confusing battle of wits ever played, but her life depended on this 
moment. Quite literally in fact. They were both trying so hard to understand what the other 
was thinking. 


She hadn’t responded to what he said, and only when her back hit the wall did she realize 
that with every step closer he got, she took a step back. She didn’t mean to. It was just 
instinct, but also a sign of fear. She was losing the game. And now she’s cornered herself, 
looking more and more like prey with every passing second. 


“You’re not a sore loser, right?” Seeing that she had nowhere left to go, he continues 
advancing until they’re intimately close. 


Maybe this had been bearable when she was still clueless, but just the thought of touching 
him now was repulsive. He was still the monstrous piece of shit that she knew before. 


Inhaling sharply, she lays her head back against the wall, the sickness in her stomach 
increasing as she replies, “No. I’m not.” 


“Then I’m sure you won’t mind.” His lips were already brushing against hers when he 
talked. 


“Of course not.” She says through clenched teeth, balling her hands into fists. 


She doesn’t move when he kisses her, knowing very well that she couldn’t hurt him even if 
she tried. But he doesn’t stop taking from her, and kisses her unresponsive lips harder, 
pressing his body to hers. 


Unable to take it any longer, she pulls away from him, meeting his sinister gaze. “Are you 
done now?” Her tone is naturally harsh and disgusted. 


No, he wasn’t done. “What’s the matter Jessica? You didn’t seem to mind before.” Purring, 
he leans down to kiss the side of her neck, agonizingly slow. He was toying with her. It was 
obvious. 
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She didn’t want to play anymore. “Stop it.” It doesn’t come out in a commanding voice. 
She whimpered it. Because like it or not, Jessica was afraid. Afraid. If he really was the same 
perverted man, then what would he do with her now? 


When he doesn’t stop, she pushes against his chest, but he grabs her wrists. “Don’t fight 
me.” Her strength was the only thing she had over him, and losing that, he was able to pin her 
hands down with ease. “How about we cut the bullshit and get straight to the point then?” 


“You wanna cut the bullshit?!” She was angry again, and it overpowered her timidity. Her 
emotions were all over the place. And knowing that she didn’t have to keep fighting this 
disturbing battle of silent thoughts, she growls, “Okay Kilgrave. Let’s cut the bullshit. Why 
don’t you start by giving me a list of all the fucked up things you’ve been doing behind my 
back!” 


He sighs a little, his breath on her neck. “I could ask you to do the same thing, Jewel.” 


“The same thing?!” She was shouting. “Seriously?! Are you trying to compare changing 
my name and working as a P.I. to killing people and ruining lives?! What the fuck is wrong 
with you?!” 


When he speaks, he doesn’t raise his voice back, but his grip on her wrists tighten. “There 
are things you don’t understand.” 


“Really?! Then enlighten me. Because I sure as fuck don’t get it. You’ve... you’ve been 
lying this whole time?! Pretending to be good! Pretending to care! It was all bullshit and I...” 
She chokes and she hated herself for it. “... I believed you! I trusted you. I mean... how 
fucking stupid am I, right?!” Her eyes swell, but she was too pissed off to let a single tear fall 
down her cheek. “All this time! All this goddamn time I wasted on you because I thought you 
could do it!” 


He could hear the slight waver in her voice, and he laid his head against her, refusing to 
look her in the eye. It would break him. “Jessica. I wasn’t pretending to care! I just —” 


“Oh my god! Can you open your mouth at all without spewing lies?! You said you wanted 
to cut the bullshit so just stop! You had a man killed. You ruined his family. God only knows 
how many other people are dead or fucked up because of you. I can only imagine how 
tortured Ruby is.” Every muscle in her body was tense, wishing she could get him off of her. 


At the mention of Ruby, he shakes his head, finally straightening up to look at her. 
“You’ve got it all wrong. Ruby isn’t what you think she is...” 


“What? She’s not you’re new sex-toy?! You don’t take out your frustration with me on 
her?! Bull. Shit.” 


“She’s not like that.” His voice is more strict now. 


But she doesn’t give him a chance to explain. “I saw her, Kilgrave. She’s completely 
brainwashed! The woman has purple in her hair for god’s sake! I can’t believe you’re going to 
stand here and try and tell me otherwise!” 


This conversation was too painful to continue having with her. Especially with everything 
being so fresh in his mind. Besides, Kilgrave knew that convincing Jessica that Ruby wanted 
him would be nearly impossible. He had to do what he came here to. He had to. Part of him 
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was hoping that it could be avoided, but seeing her now, it was obvious that there was no 
other solution. 


“[’m sorry Jessica...” Both of them heard the sincerity is his words, but he wasn’t 
apologizing for what he had done. He was apologizing for what he was about to do. “I really 
am sorry... but I can’t afford to have you hate me. Not again. Not after how far we’ve come.” 


She heard it in his voice. What he was going to do. And fear floods back into her 
expression. “Don’t.” 


“T don’t have a choice.” He sounds just as hurt as her. 


“You do have a choice! I’m serious Kilgrave. Don’t. You can’t just run from your 
problems. Own up to what you’ve done! Take responsibility for your actions and do 
something about it! You can’t keep hiding things. You can’t do this forever...” 


Yet, he had already made up his mind. “Jessica... in exactly one minute, you’re going to 
do everything I say. You’re going to forget this conversation.” 


“Stop it!” She panics, but was unable to do anything about it. She couldn’t push him away. 
She couldn’t cover her ears. She couldn’t run. She was trapped. 


He wasn’t finished. “You’re going to forget about this case you’re working on. You’re 
going to forget meeting Ruby.” 


“Shut up! Shut up! Stop fucking with my head!” She screams, screwing her eyes shut, like 
this was all one big nightmare. 


He remains calm, but still in pain. “In fact, you’re just going to forget that this day ever 
happened. When you forget, you’re going to fall asleep. And tomorrow, when you wake up, 
everything is going to be okay again.” With her fate for the next minute locked in, he finally 
lets her go. 


No. She needed to remember this. She needed something to stop her from forgetting. And 
if she couldn’t do that, she needed to leave herself a warning. 


Being free from his grasp, she dives for the first pen and paper she saw. With less than 
thirty seconds of freedom left, she scribbles down on the back of the TV guide, 


‘J, you’ve forgotten because he told you to. Don’t trust him. He’s a liar. — J’ 


But Kilgrave was just quietly watching her over her shoulder. It was sad... to see her so 
helplessly desperate. 


“Give me the paper.” He says when she’s done writing. 
Standing up, she hands it to him, whimpering, “You’ll always be an asshole, won’t you?” 
Tearing up the note right in front of her, he shakes his head. “I told you. I’m sorry.” 


In one last attempt to save herself, she reaches into her pocket to get her phone, but before 
she can type anything, everything goes black. 


He catches her, and she falls asleep in his arms. 
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Author’s note: 
Believe it or not, Kilgrave was going to be even more of an asshole than that! 


When I first thought of this, it was kinda gonna be a perverted scene to be honest. Because 
knowing that he was going to wipe her memory anyway, he was unapologetic. He would keep 
kissing her, and actually tear some of her clothes off, getting dangerously close to rape. When 
she started having a break down, he would tell her to forget. 


Yet, when I wrote what Jessica was saying, being in her place, my eyes started tearing up, 
no joke. I know it sounds stupid lol. But I made that her reaction, because how devastating 
would that information be?! After that, I knew I had to change Kilgrave’s reaction. He’ll 
always be a softy for her emotions. 


Now, if you’re pissed off, thinking “Damn, Jessica isn’t even gonna know about Ruby,” 
then YOU SHOULD BE ASHAMED OF YOURSELF. 


Do you honestly think I’m that cruel as a writer? And do you honestly underestimate 
Jessica Jones that much?! Shame on you ;) 
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23. The Lost Day 


Chapter Twenty-Three: The Lost Day 
Day Twenty-Four (?): 
Everything was okay when Jessica woke up. But Kilgrave seemed a bit off. 


“What’s wrong with you?” She asks semi-jokingly after he recites the rules and she’s ready 
to go. 


Normally, seeing her in a jovial mood would make him smile, but he doesn’t and just 
shrugs. “I have a headache.” 


“Oh...” She frowns. “Well stop it, ’cause you’re bumming me out.” Even though it was a 
prearranged agreement, it seemed more like a gesture to make his day better when she steps 
to him and kisses him on the lips. 


It appeared that nothing was going to ruin this mood that she woke up in, and he couldn’t 
help but smile back now. She was gorgeous when she was happy, or at least not angry, and it 
eased his guilty conscious. 


Anna looks surprised to see Jewel come back to the office. “Uhh... you need something?” 


“Yeah.” She sighs, hoping not to get stressed out by her so early in the morning. “A case. I 
need a case. Do you have something for me or not?” 


Now she looks confused. “Oh... you finished with Lezon? Already?” 


“What the hell are you talking about? No. I just finished with Rupert. I gave you my copy 
of the pictures yesterday.” 


Anna stares at her blankly. “Jewel, that was two days ago. Yesterday Diana talked to you 
about her dead dad... or whatever. With the weird police and stuff... remember?” 


“Are you drunk right now?!” Jessica’s eyes narrow. 
“What?! No! Are you?!” She frowns, looking right back at her. 


“Whatever you’re going on about, did not happen. You must have dreamt it up or 
something, but —” 


“Are you joking?” Anna asks in all seriousness, not understanding if this was just her 
sarcastic sense of humor. 


“No, I’m not joking! Are you?! Because wasting my time is not fucking funny.” This was 
getting annoying. 
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“No! For real! You were just talking about it yesterday.” Seeing that she wasn’t convinced, 
she says, “Jack was there! He would remember! Right Jack?!” 


He appears from the bedroom, stumbling over to his chair. “Oh. Hey... hey Jewel.” He 
smiles for a second and then looks at his partner. “What are we talking about?” 


“Wasn’t that woman Diana here yesterday? Talking about some weird murder shit! That 
was yesterday, right?” 


“Yeah... that was yesterday... why?” Jack looks back and forth between the two women. 


“What the hell is wrong with you two?! I’m pretty damn sure I would remember 
something like that.” Jessica tries not to snap, but she couldn’t help it as she pulls her phone 
from her pocket. “Yesterday, I gave you the pictures, because yesterday was —” She stops. 
The date on her phone was wrong. Looking up slowly, she asks, “What day is it?” 


“Tt’s Thursday. The seventh.” Anna says, the two of the staring at Jewel, from confusion, 
to concern. 


That wasn’t possible. “Yesterday was the fifth...” 


“No. See? I keep a log.” Anna stands up and brings the notebook from her desk with her, 
pointing out the information. “The fifth, you turned over the Rupert pictures. Yesterday, the 
sixth, you took Diana Lezon’s case...” She peers at Jewel expectantly, and when she gets no 
response, she frowns, “Are you okay?” 


But she doesn’t answer. Anna was right. It was all right there in front of her. But none of it 
seemed even vaguely familiar. Jessica had lost an entire day of her life. Either she got wasted 
beyond belief, or... 


Gazing back at the two of them, she says in a quiet but serious voice, “I need you to tell 
me exactly what happened yesterday.” 


So they did. To the best of their ability anyway. They fought over who would tell certain 
parts, and neither of them knew the details of the case very well. This is where Diana came in. 
They called her together and had her re-explain everything that she told Jewel previously. 


She forgot the strangest case she’d ever gotten. How convenient. 


In her jacket pocket, she found the scribbled notes that Anna had mentioned with the 
apartment address on it. Before she does anything else, she goes through her phone for 
anymore evidence that she couldn’t remember. There were a couple of texts from Victor, 
discussing when they would meet again. And then... just after five o’clock, she answered a 
call from an unknown number. The call lasted less than a minute, and thirty minutes later, she 
got a strange thread of texts... 


It really couldn’t have been more obvious. He erased her memory but not her texts? Huh. 
Kilgrave was getting sloppy. 


Ruby hated being clingy, but it drove her mad that Kilgrave hadn’t answered her since he 
left yesterday. It burned her up from the inside. When would she see him again?! Jessica 
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would forever be a problem in their relationship. 


Waking up in fear that her time with him was over was the worst feeling ever. She had to 
wait until the late evening before she heard him come in. 


“Ruby?” He says and she comes flying around the corner. 
“Well?” She asks, hopefully beaming up at him. “Are we good now?” 
Very slowly, he smiles and nods. “I think we’re okay. She doesn’t remember...” 


In the back of her head, she was hoping that he would say ‘She’s dead,’ but this was the 
next best thing. 


Without saying anything, she reaches up and hugs him, pressing her face into his shirt. “I 
was scared.” She mutters after a moment. 


“You don’t have to be.” He chuckles a little and pulls her in tighter. “I’m not letting you go 
that easily.” 


“IT know she won’t be investigating anymore, but what about who hired her?” She steps 
back so she can look up at him. 


“One thing at a time. We’ll worry about that later. But for now...” He takes her hand and 
pulls her over to the sofa, the stress of it all making him impatient to have her. 


Instinctively, she pulls up the helm of her dress and straddles over him. “I missed you...” 
She whispers between kisses, her hands loosening his tie. 


“T was only gone for a day.” He smiles back and helps her with his tie, pulling it undone. 


“That’s too long for me.” Breathing against his skin, she unbuttons his shirt and her lips 
follow her hands, kissing down his chest. 


“Eager?” Tilting his head, he watches her sink lower. His arousal was obvious as he runs 
his hands through her hair. 


“Always.” She responds without hesitation and slides off his lap so she’s kneeling in front 
of him. It was her favorite position to be in, because being on her knees expressed the way 
she felt about him. She was beneath him. Everyone was. But this way, she could please him 
and it made her feel special. Powerful. 


Her eyelids flutter when she feels him tug at her hair and she purrs, fumbling to unbuckle 
his belt. 


Nothing was able to progress further however. 


Kilgrave startles back into the cushions and Ruby squeaks, falling back onto her dark blue 
dress. 


The front door creaks obnoxiously as it gradually tips over, and slams against the ground 
with a loud clatter. The solid wood had quite literally been knocked off its hinges and there 
was a foot sized dent on the front. 


Jessica was standing in the bare doorframe. 
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She wasn’t wearing her jacket like she usually was and with only her tank top, it was 
visible how flexed her muscles were, and her jaw was locked tight. Yeah... she kicked the 
door in. And to say the least, she was pissed. 


Ruby’s eyes widen and her jaw drops, while Kilgrave immediately curses at the sight of 
her. 


“Shit.” He couldn’t even think of some command to say that would deescalate the situation 
before things got ugly. It looked like she was going to tear someone’s head off with her bare 
hands (which she absolutely could). 


Jessica laughs hysterically and sarcastically, staring Kilgrave in the eye. “Shit is right! You 
fucked up little bastard! Did you think you could get away with this?! How could you —” 


“Stop!” Kilgrave interrupts, his temple throbbing. He just needed a moment where he 
wasn’t being screamed at, to get his head on straight. 


Ruby was still on the floor from the surprise, and who could blame her? A seemingly 
psychotic woman had just kicked the apartment door off its hinges. 


“Come here.” He says softly and offers his hand down to her. She takes it and sits up on 
the sofa next to him, clinging to his open shirt like a nervous child. He didn’t want her to be 
petrified for very long, so he whispers to her, “You’re not in shock.” 


She nods in response. “I’m not in shock.” Faintly smiling at him for reassurance, her grip 
on his clothes loosens. 


“Okay.” He takes a deep breath through his nose, trying to prepare for the shit storm that 
was about to occur. Turning back to Jessica, who was frozen in rage by the fallen door, he 
says, ‘Stand here,’ and points in front of the sofa, where him and Ruby could see her more 
clearly. Once she moves, he continues slowly. “Tell us how you found us. Then you can speak 
freely.” 


Still tense as ever, she growls, “I went to work this morning. After seeing that the date on 
my phone was wrong, my co-workers explained the weird ass case I took yesterday. A day 
that I had ‘mysteriously’ lost. So I looked through my phone and saw the call and the texts 
between you and me. If you didn’t delete those, I knew you wouldn’t have deleted the search 
history on my computer, so I looked there too. I had researched this building, and Victoria. 
Your involvement was obvious, but the details weren’t there yet. Then I went back to the 
hotel, banking on the fact that you hadn’t left yet. And you hadn’t. So when you left the 
building, I was right behind you. Yes. I followed you. When I saw you come to this address, 
the room number you were headed to was obvious.” 


Ruby gawks back at Kilgrave and he clenches his jaw, but she wasn’t done. 


“T can’t fucking believe you. If you’re gonna erase my memory, can you at least do a good 
job?! Honestly?! Did you think I wouldn’t figure it out?! Should I be offended that you 
underestimate me that much?! What did you think was gonna happen?! You can’t just wipe a 
day away and pretend everything’s perfect! It’s fucking ridiculous.” Jessica’s eyes shift to 
Ruby and then back at him. “First things first. You need to let Victoria go. It’s non-negotiable. 
Then I'll deal with you. But if you try something, I swear to god —” 


Kilgrave blinks and puts his hand up, finally stopping her. “Who the hell is Victoria?!” 
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Ruby sighs and answers, “Me. She’s talking about me.” 
“Your name is Victoria?!” He shifts so he can look her in the eye. 


“My legal name is Victoria. Ruby is my middle name, but no one calls me Victoria 
anymore...” Her expression is filled with worry as if he would reject her for not telling him 
earlier. 


But he only pulls her in closer, wrapping his arm around her waist. “Well, now that that’s 
established...” 


“Let. Her. Go.” Jessica hisses now, envisioning her hand around his neck. 


This was going downhill fast. She had a point about erasing her memory. It wasn’t as 
thought out as it should have been. Seeing her here made him realize that the only real way to 
keep her from finding out about Ruby was to take her out of London and tell her to forget it 
all. Convince her of some freak accident that happened and knocked her out for the past 
month. But in doing that, they would lose everything. The rules, dinner dates... the kisses. 
They would have to start from scratch. And he would lose Ruby completely. The problem 
was, he wanted both of them... Jessica was so close to the truth now anyway. He needed to 
try and sort this out. Would trying to make this less shitty by telling the whole story actually 
work? Well... why not try? 


“Jessica...” He sighs, “Remember yesterday.” 
She automatically closes her eyes as the memories come flooding back to her. 
“Wait, what?!” Ruby stares at him like he’s lost his mind. 


But there was no changing it, and it took Jessica only a couple of seconds to remember 
everything that she was told to forget. And then she’s even angrier than before. 


“You piece of shit!” She yells, far too loudly. 


“Keep your voice down!” Kilgrave snaps at her, shaking his head. “I understand you’re 
upset, but —” 


“Upset?!” Her voice is lowered but it expressed the same amount of rage. “You think I’m 
upset?! No, asshole. I’m fucking pissed off! You knew it was wrong and you did it anyway?! 
What kind of —” 


This time Ruby cuts off Jessica by speaking over her to Kilgrave. “Why did you tell her to 
remember?! Make her forget again!” Her voice was quiet and whiny, but full of anxiousness 
and irritation. 


He doesn’t even get to answer her before Jessica growls at him. “Why is she still next to 
you?! I told you to let her go! What don’t you understand about that?! Just because you’re 
frustrated with me, doesn’t mean you can go around enslaving other people to fuck! Under no 
circumstance —” 


“Oh bloody hell! Would you shut the fuck up already?!” It was Ruby talking again, and 
now she’s angry too. “Get over yourself! You’re not the only person that can keep his 
attention! Stop acting like you’re special! Stop pretending that the only reason he’s here is 
because he’s not having sex with you! He. Wants. Me. And the feeling is mutual.” 
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Jessica stares at her, her mouth agape slightly before she turns to look at Kilgrave, 
extremely slowly. “You better undo whatever shit you did to her before I lose my fucking 
mind.” 


“Stop being so conceited!” Ruby barks back at her. 
“Let her go!” Jessica barks back at him. 


“Hey! Hey!” Kilgrave finally gets a word in after watching them go back and forth. “The 
yelling isn’t helpful! But what Ruby is trying to say is that she’s here, with me, of her own 
free will. I don’t tell her to do anything that she doesn’t ask me to.” 


“Oh bullshit! You lie to my face over and over again! Why should I believe anything you 
say?!” 


“Would you believe her?” Rolling his eyes, he looks at the woman by his side, getting 
ready to prove a point. “Ruby, from now on, you are going to be completely honest with 
Jessica.” 


“Gladly.” She responds, her hatred for Jessica shown on her face when she looks at her. 
“Kilgrave is the most amazing human being I’ve ever met. Just look at him. I thought he was 
hot before I knew what he could do! He deserves to be feared and worshipped and hell, you 
are so bloody stupid for not wanting him. Since I’m being honest, I envy you Jessica. The 
way he talks about you... I want him to talk about me like that.” Her eyes are glazed with a 
familiar darkness. 


This time Jessica’s jaw really does drop. “Is this some kind of demented joke?!” 


“Does it sound like I’m joking?” Ruby answers with a straight face. “I love him.” Her 
hand moves against Kilgrave’s bare chest, just to piss Jessica off even more. 


Kilgrave can’t help but grin at the remarks made, and it looks like Jessica is about to lose 
her head. Before she can explode, he says, “So you see? My relationship with her is entirely 
consensual.” 


She’s still staring at Ruby. “You think this is some kind of game?!” Ruby blinks, but 
doesn’t answer. That’s when she loses it. “Answer me bitch! Do you think this is a 
motherfucking game?!” She was only a few steps from the couch, but she charges for it like a 
bull. She was going to hit her. Or strangle her... And if she wasn’t, it sure looked like she was 
going to. 


“Don’t touch her!” Kilgrave yells before anything can happen. 
Ruby had whimpered in anticipation and cowered back into her seat, admittedly startled. 


Jessica stops only a foot away from her and Kilgrave growls. “Take three steps back.” 
When she does, he protectively cradles Ruby’s head and has her lay it on his shoulder. 
‘Better.’ He breathes out once there’s distance between them. “Like it or not, Ruby is under 
my protection. I look after her and I plan to continue looking after her. I’m telling you the 
truth because I’m hoping we can all move past this eventually...” 


“Oh! So suddenly I should be grateful for your honesty?! Do you even hear yourself when 
you talk?!” She pushes back her hair and drags her hand down her face in overwhelming 
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frustration. “You’re protecting her, huh?! Because she worships you?! Is that why you had her 
landlord killed?! ’Cause your little pet asked you to?!” 


Oh right... He hadn’t come up with a way to cover the murder yet, so he stalls. Ruby 
inhales to say something, but he doesn’t let her. “Well... that is a bit more complicated than 


” 


But Jessica had run out of patience and she could tell what a lie was when she heard one. 
“Don’t. Fucking. Lie to me!” Since she wasn’t able to raise her voice like she wanted to, she 
bends down and jerks the long wooden coffee table off the floor, promptly throwing it across 
the room in an expression of fury. 


The table and all the contents on it, shatter into a million splinters, crashing against the 
wall. This was what a real temper tantrum looked like. Ruby naturally ducks, (even though 
the table didn’t go over her head) and she holds onto Kilgrave tighter. But he doesn’t even 
flinch, as if he were expecting her to start throwing things. 


The clattering of the wood echoes in his ears as his eyes meet hers. “Was that necessary?” 
“Do you even understand the consequences of your actions?! How can you just —” 


“Ruby?! What’s going on in here?!” A man stands by the entrance, astonished by the sight 
of her broken door and demolished table. “Oh shit! What happened?!” 


When Ruby looks up, it’s obvious by her grimace that this was just a nosy neighbor. 
“Darrel! Get the hell out!” 


But he looks at the stranger in front of the sofa, and with her fists clenched, she looked one 
hundred percent hostile. He turns around, saying, “I’m calling 999!” 


Simply annoyed, Kilgrave groans, “Stop.” The man doesn’t have a chance to leave. ‘Don’t 
call anyone. Stand outside and keep anyone else from entering.’ Once that’s taken care of, he 
focuses back on Jessica. “Great. You’ ve managed to get the attention of the entire floor.” 


Ruby smirks and shakes her head a little. Her mood was lightening up with the realization 
that Kilgrave was on her side. He was protecting her. And even with Jessica and all her 
‘might’ standing right in front of her, she felt safe with his arm around her. 


Jessica notices however and growls at her. “Is this funny to you?!” 


Much less afraid, Ruby sits up straight, holding her ground. “I think it’s funny that you 
think you can storm in my apartment and intimidate us. Like you’re stronger than him.” 


“Oh yeah?!” It felt like acid was shooting through her muscles. “How about he gives me 
my free will back and we’ll see who’s intimidated then!” 


“Woah. Woah. Okay ladies...” Shaking his head, Kilgrave stands up between the two of 
them and buttons up his shirt quickly. ‘Here’s what we’re going to do. Since privacy isn’t 
really an option in here anymore, thanks to Jessica, we’re all going to go back to the hotel. 
Together. Quietly. And there, we are going to get this mess straightened out.’ Neither of them 
have a chance to give their opinion before he extends a hand to each of them. “Come on. Take 
my hand.” 
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Ruby is quick to stand up beside him and take his right hand, but Jessica stares at him like 
he’s a psychopath before she puts her hand in his. 


“You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me.” Jessica grumbles. 
“Do you ever stop talking?” Ruby rolls her eyes. 


“This should be fun.” Kilgrave says as the three of them walk out together, side by side. 


Author’s note: 


I’ve dragged it out long enough, don’t you think? So this was the big BOOYAH 
SHABANG BOOM POP POWWOW that everyone has been asking for! Thoughts? :’D 


It was actually really hard to write this scene! One — Jessica needed a spectacular 
entrance and it took me awhile to think of her breaking down the door! Two — I wanted it to 
be perfect without diminishing the characters’ personalities. Three — they would all be 
constantly interrupting and talking over each other, like this isn’t a civilized conversation! 
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24. Jealous-Much? 


Chapter Twenty-Four: Jealous-Much? 
(Still) Day Twenty-Four: 


The taxi ride over to the hotel was probably the most tense in history. No one breathed a 
word. 


Occasionally, the two women would exchange, “I’m-gonna-kill-you,” glances, but 
whenever Kilgrave caught them looking at each other, they’d just turn back away. He kept 
both of their hands in his and smoothed his thumb over their knuckles, as a gentle gesture to 
try and calm them down. But Ruby didn’t like that he was still touching Jessica, and Jessica 
was irritated more by holding hands. 


Once they make it into the hotel room and he closes the door, he finally says to them, “Sit 
down.” Him and Ruby sit on the couch together and Jessica picks a chair across from them. 
Once they’re settled, he continues, “Okay. Now you can speak openly.” 


But neither of them say anything. Both of them just stare each other dead in the eye. 


After nearly a minute of silence, Kilgrave sighs and rolls his eyes. “Oh, come on. You 
were both shouting before! And now you have nothing to say?! Nothing at all?... Jessica?” 


Her eyes shift to his, her expression remaining the same. “I think you already know 
everything I have to say. You already know how angry I am. And even more than that, you 
know I’m disappointed.” 


Ruby scoffs, and this is where the conversation starts. “Do you hear yourself? You’re 
‘disappointed’?! Who the hell are you trying to be? His mother?! He’s a grown man and I’m 
positive that he can make his own decisions. So just, please. Stop pretending to be something 
you’re not.” 


“Okay Victoria.” She calls her that, just to get under her skin. ‘I’m going to cut you a little 
slack here. Why? One, you don’t know me. Because if you did, you’d know that you need to 
cut the shitty attitude when you speak to me. Two, you have something in common with 
Kilgrave, and that should excuse some of your actions. Isn’t that right?’ Jessica leans back in 
her chair and looks at the two of them, her second point being said in a sarcastic manner. 
“Both of you have mummy and daddy issues. You were too much of a juvenile delinquent to 
handle and your parents were just itching to get rid of you. Threw a party on your eighteenth 
birthday, only to celebrate the fact that you were finally leaving. So now you have a problem 
with parental figures, huh? Do I remind you too much of her? Sophia? The woman who gave 
birth to you but never wanted a child, and much less one that would turn out like you.” 


“Shut up!” She subsequently snaps, but Jessica was done talking anyway, having rested 
her case. “You have no idea what my parents were like! Just because you know how to 
Google, doesn’t give you the right to talk about shit you don’t understand!” 
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Seeing her get overworked, Kilgrave soothes her by putting his arm around her again. “It’s 
okay, Ruby. She’s done the same thing to me. She’s just trying to mess with you.” He faintly 
smiles at her from across the room while Ruby slides closer to him. “Using traumatic 
experiences? That’s not really playing fair.” 


“Playing? You think I’m playing?” Jessica shakes her head in a condescending manner. 
“You would say something that stupid. Because this. Isn’t. A. Game. I don’t know why the 
two of you think it is.” 


“You take things too far, and too seriously sometimes.” He responds as relaxed as possible. 


“More like way too seriously.” Ruby adds, “I don’t see what your problem is anyway. 
We’ve established that I’m with him because I want to be, so why do you even care?” 


“You know what?! I don’t care.” She shrugs before shaking her head. “I really don’t give a 
shit about who you wanna have sex with! I’m just glad it’s not rape for once! Whatever kinky, 
fucked up relationship this is, isn’t my problem. My problem is the fact that your landlord is 
dead! And his wife is in prison! And you two assholes are responsible!” 


Ruby doesn’t open her mouth for once and Kilgrave hesitates. “It’s not as bad as you think 
it is...” He wanted to stop lying to her, but he would have to bend the truth on this one. 


“Really?! So which one of you wants to tell me what happened?!” 


Kilgrave answers again. “Harold was a drunk, verbally abusive man... His death was 
provided as a service to anyone who was hurt by him, including Ruby. And his wife was no 
better,” he lies, “In fact, she was probably worse. So making her responsible is killing two 
birds with one stone.” 


“*His death was provided as a service’?” She repeats, not even bothering to raise her voice. 
“That’s your story? That’s how you’re justifying this?” 


“Jessica ~” Her disgusted expression was like a stab at his heart, almost making him 
whine. “I would have done the same if he was antagonizing you.” 


This time, she laughs. A quiet, disdained laugh. “Really? You think that’s my main 
concern? Whether or not you would have killed him for me?” She closes her eyes and lets 
them remain closed when she says, “I’ve been trying to accept the fact that this is going to be 
the rest of my life. Doing this. Living with you. And therefore, I was trying to make it 
tolerable... and it was. When I thought I was getting through to you. When I thought you 
were listening. When I thought you understood and wouldn’t kill anymore.” Her eyes open 
and meet his, and it’s like his insides are melting. The effect she was having on him was 
profound. 


“T wasn’t... I didn’t —”’ He stammers too slowly. 
“Please don’t say you didn’t kill him. Please. Because we both know that’d be a lie.” 


Kilgrave lowers his eyes and his breathing constricts, suddenly filled with shame and self- 
doubt for his actions. Ruby looks at Jessica, and then to him, and then back at her. So this is 
what she did to him. She was the most dangerous when she was quiet. Because her hushed 
tone had more influence over his feelings than yelling did. The combination of her big, 
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brown, pouty eyes, and her statements of disappointment made him feel like a pile of shit. 
Ruby had to admit, it was genius. But also unacceptable. He should regret nothing. 


Before he replies, Ruby bursts into abrupt, obnoxious applause, getting the both of them to 
look at her. When she stops clapping, she sarcastically smiles. “Wow Jessica. That was 
absolutely brilliant. I’m so impressed. I’ve never seen a better performance. I just have one 
question. Do you run this routine with everyone, or do you only try and manipulate him?” 


Jessica loses her cool demeanor. “Manipulate him?! I’m trying to stop people from getting 
hurt! And what the hell are you doing?! You’re promoting death!” 


“The only thing I’m promoting is allowing him to act on what he feels. And now I 
understand why he holds back! It’s because you’re clouding his head with all this parenting 
bullocks!” 


“If anyone’s clouding his head, it’s you! You’re going to let someone die just because 
they’re an asshole?! A man’s life is worth more than that!” 


“He got what he deserved! And Kilgrave shouldn’t have to take your shit about it! 
Right?!” She turns him, ready for him to jump in and defend himself. 


“No! He needs to learn the fucking difference between right and wrong! Right, Kilgrave?!” 
They were both staring at him, waiting for him to take their side. 


He blinks, glancing back and forth between the two, furrowing his eyebrows. It was 
obvious that their banter was confusing him. His two worlds, crashing against each other. 
“Uh...” Instead of answering, he slides away from Ruby and stands up slowly. “I think I need 
to take a moment... alone.” 


“What?!” They both say at the same time when they see him making for the door. 


“T’m sure the two of you will be able to get along without me for a moment. I won’t be 
gone long.” He already had one hand on the doorknob. 


“You can’t just leave!” Jessica exclaims. 
“Where are you going?” Ruby whines. 


“T’m going to get some air.” He responds. “I have one rule while I’m out. Don’t kill each 
other.” Flashing a quick smile, he turns the knob and disappears within a second. 


When he closes the door, they look at one another. 
“Good job. You upset him.” Ruby snarls, kicking off her heels. 
“You think I’m worried about how he feels?!” 


“See! That’s your problem! You don’t give a shit about him! J do! And since you don’t 
care, all you do is try and fuck with him to get what you want!” 


“If by what ‘I want’, you mean people not dying, then yeah! That’s exactly what I’m 
doing!” 


“Oh! So what?! It’s your job to be a hero and save the scum of the earth?! How’s that 
working out for you?!” 
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“You know what?! I don’t have to listen to your bullshit.” Jessica stands up and goes to the 
mini bar, taking a full bottle of liquor back with her. When she sits down, she doesn’t look at 
the skank across the room and just cracks open her drink, taking long continuous gulps. 


Ruby scoffs and wrinkles her nose. “You have a drinking problem.” She states as if it was 
a fact, not an opinion. 


When Jessica puts the bottle down, she glares at her, unamused. “Yeah? I wonder why.” 
“You wanna know what I think?” 

“No. Actually, I don’t.” 

She ignores it and continues anyway. “I think you don’t like that I’m with Kilgrave.” 


“Well no shit Sherlock! You’re a corruptive whore who encourages his reckless behavior!” 
She brings the bottle back up to her lips. 


But Ruby smirks and shakes her head. “I mean, you don’t like the fact that he cares about 
me.” 


Jessica almost chokes on her drink from laughter. “Oh god. That’s hilarious.” Trying to 
contain herself, she says, “Trust me. Kilgrave does not care about you.” 


“Really? And you would say that because...?” She bites her tongue to stop herself from 
smiling. Ruby knew exactly what she was doing. 


“Because I know him! I’ve known him for years. He doesn’t just pick up strays and then 
suddenly care about them.” 


“So why does he care about you?” 


“Pssh. He got attracted to me because I was the first to resist him. I beat him at his own 
game.” There was an unintentional hint of pride in her voice. “I’m probably the closest he’ll 
ever get to loving someone, seeing as he’s kidnapped me, and elected to drag me around with 
him for the rest of his life.” 


“That’s all well and good but he does care about me. He said so himself.” 
“Then he’s lying through his teeth.” Jessica states sharply. 
“How can you be so certain?” 


“T just told you! Besides, Kilgrave has the emotional processing of a child. He doesn’t 
know how to define anything he’s feeling. He wants you because you willingly feed his ego 
and suck his dick.” 


But Ruby keeps pressing, knowing that eventually she would get the response she wanted. 
“He wants me because He. Cares. About. Me.” 


“Bull. Shit.” Jessica says in the same tone, taking a swallow of liquor. “You’re a weak, 
small, pathetic worshipper. You and me are exact opposites. And he loves me, so what does 
that say about you?” 


Now she smiles, having accomplished what she wanted. “Wow Jessica. It sounds like 
you’re jealous.” 
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She chokes again, coughing up some of her drink this time. “I am not jealous!” 


“You’ve gotten defensive rather quickly. And you’re proud of the fact that he loves you 
and so completely certain that he feels nothing for me. It sure sounds like you are.” 


“T’m not defensive! And I sure as fuck am not jealous! That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever 
heard!” 


“Ts it? You’re competing for his attention just as much as I am. Except I’m winning. So 
you take him out to dinner and hospitals every other day, talking about saving people... and? 
He comes to see me everyday, and I inspire him to do whatever the hell makes him feel good. 
Look where we are now!” 


“What?! This isn’t a fucking competition! Kilgrave is not some prize to be won! How 
many times were you dropped on your head as a baby?!” 


“You resort to insults when you don’t like something, but it doesn’t change the facts.” 
“There are no ‘facts’! Your time with him amounts to nothing!” 


“Does it?!” Ruby leans forward and rests her elbows on her knees. ‘You wanna know why 
Harold is dead?’ There’s a familiar grin on her face. “I’m sure Kilgrave wouldn’t want me 
telling you this. He’s always been so determined to keep a good image in front of you. 
Always hiding his guilty pleasures to stay on your good side. But I don’t give a shit about you 
or your opinion, so. My landlord is dead because I told Kilgrave he was bothering me. And 
that’s it!” She tilts her head a little, enjoying the reactions that Jessica gave her. “He knew 
nothing about the man! All it took was the fact that I didn’t like him, and he practically 
jumped at the opportunity to cause his death! 


“He made up all that rubbish about him and his wife being ‘abusive’. The wife was just in 
the wrong place at the wrong time and it was Kilgrave’s idea to send her to jail for it! He 
wanted to do it. So did I of course, and I encouraged it. I allow him to express his need for 
control. On myself and other people. How could you not adore the wild, animalistic look he 
gets in his eyes when he causes pain and death?! It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.” 
She pauses, biting her lower lip, admiring her memories before she goes on. “You must know 
Jessica. We didn’t start with Harold, and we certainly won’t end there. With me, he doesn’t 
have to give a fuck about ‘the value of human life’. And I spend more time with him. That’s 
precisely why I’m. Winning.” 


That whole tangent was like a slap in the face for Jessica, and the most incredible epiphany 
hit her. 


This wasn’t Kilgrave’s fault. 


Jessica was wrong for blaming him. This was completely and entirely Ruby’s fault. She 
was like the living embodiment of evil. It was a horrible coincidence that she met Kilgrave. If 
he had never been introduced to her, he wouldn’t have been pretending to be good. He would 
be good. Ruby was feeding into everything that Jessica was trying to destroy. And she was 
having sex with him! How could he resist?! Especially when he’s this vulnerable and fragile. 
He was like a starving kid that stumbled on a free, frosted cake. Why would he choose a 
healthier, expensive option over that?! Over her. It was just human nature. 
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Havoc, chaos, and fury ran through Ruby’s veins. She was the unfortunate product of poor 
nature and poor nurture. And now, she practically had a weapon of mass destruction wrapped 
around her fingers. The only thing standing between her and absolute power was Jessica. But 
Ruby was right, and Jessica was losing. She was losing the battle over Kilgrave’s soul. She 
hated to admit it, but it was true. 


At that realization, Jessica yells, “You fucking bitch!” In a knee-jerk reaction, she chucks 
the bottle of alcohol across the room. It flies straight passed Ruby’s head and shatters after it 
cracks the glass sliding door. 


This time, Ruby does nothing to dodge it, overconfident about her safety. “I’m not scared 
of you.” 


“You should be!” She barks and stands up, her fists clenched. She wanted to hurt people 
before, but this was different. 


But she smirks and stands up too. “Well I’m not.” When they meet in the middle of the 
floor, she had to look up at her aggressor, but it doesn’t discourage her. “You can’t kill me. 
And he told you not to touch me so... what are you going to do?” 


“Oh please. I don’t have to touch you to hurt you.” 


“Yeah? So what? You’re going to hit me with a chair? Or start throwing shit at me? I dare 
you to.” She giggles and twirls a strand of hair in her fingers. “Actually, I’m begging you to!” 


“What the fuck is wrong with you?!” 


“Hit me.” She entices, taunting her further. “I’d love to see what Kilgrave will do to you 
when he sees that you’ve beat up, poor, defenseless me. Just one small cut and I can produce 
tears at the drop of a dime. If I’m physically hurt, and crying, I’m sure he won’t be so patient 
with you anymore.” 


This bitch is the direct descendant of Satan. 


But she was smart too. And fuck, Jessica hated it. “Get. Out. Of. His. Life.” She says 
slowly, too livid to describe. 


“T don’t take orders from you.” Ruby stayed light and playful, enjoying watching her 
opponent crumble with frustration. 


“You should watch your back, Victoria.” Her voice is far more sinister. “And stay the fuck 
away from Kilgave.” 


“Or what?! You have no power over me or him!” 


“T’ll tell you what.” She grabs the front of Ruby’s dress and yanks her closer, so their faces 
are only inches apart. She was getting away with this simply because she was able to take 
‘Don’t touch her’ as ‘Don’t touch her skin’. Jessica whispers as if she’s telling a secret, but 
manages to sound one hundred percent more dangerous. “One day, Kilgrave isn’t going to tell 
me not to hurt you. And on that day, I’m going to Hunt. You. Down. And crush your little 
skull with my bare hands. When I’m done with you, you’ll look like your head was flattened 
by a truck. And the consequences? I won’t give a shit as long as you’re dead.” 
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The color drains from Ruby’s face. “You’re bluffing...” But she puts no confidence behind 
her words. 


“Look. At. Me. Does it look like I’m lying?” 


She wasn’t. All this preaching to Kilgrave about human life and not killing, and now she’s 
given out a death threat. But this was different. Right? Right. Ruby was irredeemable and 
hypothetically unstoppable at the rate she was going with him. Unless she was dead. Kilgrave 
was going to continue buying into her, and she would continue winning, and killing. One 
death to stop many more was worth it. So Jessica wasn’t hypocritical... she was practical. 


Fear had been successfully registered in Ruby and it wipes away her smug expression. 
Having achieved her goal, Jessica shoves her back away. 


Just as she stumbles backwards and almost falls, the door clicks open and Kilgrave steps 
in. He looks at Jessica’s aggressive pose, the cracked glass, and Ruby’s pale expression, his 
eyes immediately narrowing. 


“Everything okay in here?” 


Jessica slumps back in her chair and smirks. “Oh yes. We’re getting along wonderfully! 
Right, Ruby?” 


She doesn’t reply and just looks up at Kilgrave pathetically before burying her face in his 
shirt. 


Quickly embracing her, he shoots Jessica a look, reading, “I-know-you-did-something-to- 
her-and-I’ll-deal-with-you-later”. Keeping his arms around his woman, he addresses what he 
had concluded from his break to think. “Due to the wreckage of Ruby’s apartment, she’ll be 
staying here with us tonight.” 


“Fuck no. This is the only place I can try and relax in! And I don’t —” 


“Don’t interrupt me Jessica.” He growls, not willing to argue on this. “You don’t have to 
stay on the sofa in the bedroom. I don’t care what area you sleep in, but you will not leave 
this hotel room without my permission.’ He sighs and gently combs through Ruby’s hair with 
one hand, questioning the events that occurred while he was out. “I think we’re all exhausted. 
It’s been a... rough day. Jess... I understand how angry you are and I’ll admit you have 
reason to be. So tomorrow, we are all going to have to reevaluate what to do from here. But 
not tonight. A good night’s sleep will help us all relax a bit. Fair?” 


Jessica bites her tongue, not agreeing, but also not disagreeing. Ruby nods. 


“Alright. Come on Ruby.” He takes her small hand in his and leads her to the bedroom. 
“Goodnight Jessica.” He says quietly and switches off the main light. 


Author’s note: 
Well... if you didn’t like Ruby before, I’m sure you hate her now! 


I almost feel bad for Kilgrave. Poor guy is so confused. 
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Jessica has a point about Ruby, although I’m not sure trying to kill her will go over well 
lol. Kilgrave could have been doing everything perfectly if he hadn’t met her! 


Yeah, Ruby’s a bitch, but she’s a magnificent character, and I’m glad we’ ve included her in 
our little adventure here! 


(Why am I doing author’s notes after every chapter now? Idk... it’s kinda weird tbh. I just 
like talking I guess!) 


What to expect next chapter: New Day, New Life Part 2? 
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25. The Definition of Fucked-Up 


Day Twenty-Five: 


The worst part about Ruby staying overnight was the fact that no matter where Jessica 
went, she could still hear it. The sound of Ruby moaning was like nails on a chalkboard, and 
it drove Jessica to the edge of insanity. 


First of all, how were either of them in the mood to have sex?! Honestly?! They just got 
busted for murder and they want to have sex?! Where was the logic in that?! 


Secondly, it kept Jessica up far too long. No amount of distance or covering her ears would 
stop it. When nearly an hour had passed, she was highly considering breaking down the door 
and telling them to shut the hell up. But how would it look if she came crashing in on them 
while they were fucking? It would look like she was jealous, and that would only provide 
evidence for the radical claim that Ruby made. 


There was no way in hell she was jealous! She just hated Ruby! If Kilgrave had come back 
with a sane, level-headed woman, who voluntarily had sex with him, great! But reviewing 
that information, the margin of sane women that would go along with this madness was pretty 
much non-existent. 


When she finally managed to get some rest, it was a deep, undisturbed sleep. Her body 
simply refused to wake up and deal with reality. Kilgrave had to shake her before she awoke. 
They stared at one another for a moment, and then straight away, he goes on reciting the rules. 
It was an agitating way to start the day. 


After the usual twelve, he adds a number thirteen, saying, “You cannot hurt or harm Ruby 
in any way.” Seeing her reaction, he shakes his head. “She told me that you threatened her 
yesterday.” 


Smirking, she looks to the bedroom for the snitch, but didn’t see her. “Yeah? Well I meant 
what I said. Now... did she tell you this before or after you two were fucking around like 
animals?” 


“This is serious Jessica.” He tries not to set her off, but her sarcasm and bitterness was 
making that a challenging task. 


“You don’t think I know that?” Not wanting to look him in the eye, she lays her head back 
on the chair she slept in and stares up at the ceiling. “Where is the bitch anyway?” 


“Don’t call her that.” Sighing, he sits down beside her, and chooses to answer despite her 
attitude. “She’s in the bathroom.” 


“Oh marvelous! We’re keeping her around, then? Why don’t we get her a collar and leash 
to match mine!” She dryly exclaims, clasping her hands together. 
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“You kicked her door down! Where else is she supposed to stay?!” This time, he does lash 
out. 


Leveling her gaze, she looks him in the eye, choosing to take the conversation in a 
different direction. “You know, I don’t blame you for wanting her, Kilgrave. Because she’s 
everything you wished I would be, right? Willing, playful, and adores watching you take 
control. And you could get away with doing all of it behind my back. It was an irresistible 
offer, and I get it. We were all getting along. And now your two, perfect, but entirely different 
worlds are clashing and you’re freaking out. Am I right so far?” 


He’s forced to lower his head, answering her question non-verbally. 


“Like I said. I don’t blame you. Fuck, I don’t even blame you for going along with 
anything she encouraged or requested, including how ever many other people are dead from 
the time you spent with her. Because She. Is. Poison. And I can’t blame the victim. But what I 
will blame you for, is if you don’t spit her out now. You can’t stay with her.” 


She was basically offering him a free pass on everything, and he wanted to do right by her, 
but letting either one of them go just didn’t compute with him. “Jessica... I’m trying to work 
through this... but —” 


Ruby takes his attention when she steps out of the bathroom with a robe on, making her 
way to the main room. Completely aware that she was interrupting a conversation, she 
casually sits down on Kilgrave’s lap. With her back to Jessica, she ignores her presence and 
kisses him on the lips. “Hey...” She whispers softly with a smile. 


It seems like he forgets all about what he was just discussing, as she takes him out of the 
moment. Smiling back, he kisses her again. “Hey...” 


Rolling her eyes, Jessica reaches over to the stand next to her and picks up a pen, throwing 
it at the back of Ruby’s head to get included in whatever the fuck was happening. “Hey!” If 
she threw it as hard as she could, it would have made her bleed, but it was only enough to get 
her attention. 


Ruby whimpers, although it didn’t really hurt, and turns around to give her the evil eye. 
“Are you that attention needy?!” 


She mocks her accent, “Are you that pathetic?!” 

“Are you two going to argue every time you open your mouths?” Kilgrave sighs. 
“Absolutely.” Jessica responds without hesitation. 

“Well, save it for later. We need to discuss what we’re doing today.” 

“Please don’t tell me she’ll be going out with us.” Ruby whines. 

“Please don’t tell me you’ ll be dragging me around with you two.” Jessica mocks again. 


“Jessica, your free time is still yours... for the most part. But this job you have... you 
know you can’t keep this case, right?” 


“Oh?! Really?! You two are responsible for his death, and you don’t want me investigating 
it?! Wow. What a shocker.” She snarls sarcastically. “It’s not like I’d be able to do anything 
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about it anyway! Prosecuting you here would be just as impossible as it was in New York.” 


All of that business with Hope seemed almost like a lifetime ago now, and he hated being 
reminded of it. “To ensure that nothing continues, I need you to take me there today.” 


“What?! No! You said my time was private! Now you’re just going to barge in on what I 
do? You don’t trust me to stop this one case?!” 


“No. Not with this. I’m sorry, but this isn’t optional.” 

“Of course it’s not fucking optional. Why wouldn’t it be?!” She grinds her teeth together. 
Placing his hand on her back, he says, “Ruby, you can come if you want to.” 

“And why the hell should she be invited to come! This isn’t a goddamn party!” 

“She shouldn’t have to stay here alone.” 

“T’d love to come.” Ruby grins, glaring at Jessica. 

“This day just couldn’t get better!” Jessica’s fists clench into tight balls. 


“We'll leave within the hour.” Kilgrave says heavily, wishing that they could at least try to 
get along. 


On the way over, Jessica was forced to give the details on her job, who hired her for this 
specific case, and exactly what happened two days ago. 


Kilgrave and Ruby curiously look around when they enter the apartment building, and 
reaching the door, Kilgrave smirks, “Investigation Station?” 


“Shut up.” Jessica growls and pushes the door open. 


Anna and Jack were sitting behind the desk, giggling like children at whatever was on their 
computer. Seeing her come in, Anna quickly closes the laptop and tries desperately to stop 
laughing. “Oh! Hey Jewel! How’s it coming with the —” She successfully stops cracking up, 
when they see the two strangers with her. “Uh... who’s this? Are they clients?” 


“Yes Jewel.” Kilgrave says, flashing his eyes at her. “Why don’t you introduce us?” 


Prepared for this, Jessica points at Kilgrave, then Ruby. “This is Asshole #1 and Asshole 
#2. They’re here to brainwash you, and make your life a living hell.” 


“What?” Neither of them really seemed to get it, but she hadn’t expected them too. 
“Who’s in charge?” Kilgrave asks Jessica, ignoring the poor introduction. 
“Guess.” She replies blandly, which causes him to look at them. 


Anna was gazing at them, while Jack was still distracted trying to hold in his laughter from 
whatever they were looking at before. Seeing that it was obvious, he points to Anna, letting 
go of Ruby. “You. Come with me. Bring your phone and any records you keep on cases.” He 
glances around for a second and then has her follow him into the kitchen. 
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Jessica would have gone with him, but she already knew what he was going to do. Probe 
for information, clear data on Diana, and erase memories. Instead of bothering, she sits down 
in Anna’s seat, kicking her feet up on the table. Ruby debates following him too, but doesn’t 
move since she wasn’t invited. But standing there, she looked so out of her element that it 
made Jessica smile. 


Jack smiles giddily, having Jewel sit by him. “Hey... how are you?” 

She glances at him, and says the same thing she always does. “I’m fine.” 

“Do you wanna see something funny?” He asks, opening the laptop so he could pull it up. 
“No. I don’t.” Her answers with him were generally this concise. 


“Oh... okay.” Frowning, he picks up the computer, finally addressing Ruby. “Do you 
wanna see?” 


Ruby doesn’t get to respond, because the moment he stands up, Jessica snaps at him. “Sit 
your ass down.” 


Immediately, he obeys and sits back down, like a trained dog. He pauses and puts the 
laptop on the desk again, asking quietly. “You don’t want her to see?” 


“Really?!” Ruby rolls her eyes and crosses her arms, feeling impatient for Kilgrave to 
return. 


But Jack ignores her completely and listens to Jewel intently. “Don’t talk to her at all. 
She’s the perfect definition of fucked-up, and I hate her guts. You should too.” 


He nods as if that was enough information to go along with. 


Kilgrave returns from the kitchen with Anna, and tells Jack to come with him next. Anna 
replaces Jack in his seat, and as a test to prove herself right, Jessica questions her. 


“How’s Diana?” She asks, already anticipating the answer. 


“Diana who? Is that a client or something?” Anna squints at Jewel, then Ruby, still unsure 
who she was. 


Jessica just shakes her head and sighs. “Never mind.” 


Kilgrave only had Jack for a minute, seeing as he didn’t know much anyway. When they 
come out, Jessica takes her feet down and says, “What are you going to do to Diana?” 


“Who’s Diana again?” Anna scratches her head even though it was obvious she wasn’t 
being talked to. 


They both ignore her and Kilgrave answers, “Why do you think I’m going to do something 
to her?” 


“Because I know you.” Her tone is cold and dry. 


He pauses. “Ruby and I will pay her a visit after this.” Ruby perks up at the mention of her 
name. 
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“Absolutely not.” Jessica counters, glaring at him and then sharply pointing at Ruby. “She 
does not go with you.” 


“T’m standing right here!” She grumbles. 
“Ruby comes. I want her with me.” 


By the tone of his voice, she knew he wouldn’t budge on this, so she stands up and presses 
her finger to his chest when she says, “You erase what you have to, to cover this shit up. But 
if I find out that either of you shitholes did anything else to her, I swear —” 


He calmly pushes her hand away. “Yes, I know. I’ll only do what’s necessary. You can 
check in on her later if you must.” 


“Fine.” Jessica sighs. It was unbelievable that she was authorizing the cover up of a 
murder, but she had no other options. “So... am I free to go or do you plan on dragging me 
around the rest of the day?” 


“You're free for now. Care to tell me what your plans are?” She glares at him, unamused, 
and he smirks. “Yeah, I didn’t think so.” 


“Well, I’m leaving.” She was ready to push past everyone and go, but doesn’t make it to 
the door. 


Anna had been on the sidelines, watching the conversation with her partner in confusion 
and says, “Wait! Uhh...? So you’re not here for a case?” The purpose of this visit was still 
unclear to them. 


“Nope. I’m not working today. Just... take the day off... like you always do.” 


“Oh... uh, Jewel?” Jack bounces and then runs into the kitchen. Before anyone can 
question what the hell he was doing, he runs back around to her, slightly out of breath. “Uh... 
I got you this... just ’cause. You know... you always complain that we don’t have enough 
drinks here... so...” He smiles and hands her the full sized bottle of alcohol he brought. 
“And... and it’s straight vodka... ’cause I know you like strong stuff...” His voice trails off as 
he notices that the entire room of people were gawking at this strange interaction. 


“Umm...” Jessica takes it, really having no clue what was going through his head. “... 
thanks... I guess.” 


“You’re welcome...” He’s even quieter now as he shuffles back to his seat behind the 
desk. 


A little perplexed, Jessica tucks the bottle under her arm and makes for the exit, only to be 
stopped again. Kilgrave meets her there and grabs her arm, jerking her to a halt. 


Something about Jack reminded him of someone. Someone irritating... someone that upset 
him. Ah, yes! That odd, red-headed boy that brought Jessica banana bread and said he loved 
her. The similarities were uncanny. No wonder he didn’t like him. Whether or not he was 
being nice because he was intimidated, or he fancied her was unclear. But it didn’t sit well 
with him either way. 


“What the hell?” Jessica snaps, almost dropping the gift she was given. 
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Everyone was watching them, but he speaks loud enough for only her to hear, pulling her 
in tighter. “I want you to kiss me.” 


“Are you insane?!” She growls back, but in a hushed tone as well, yanking her arm from 
his grasp. “Due to recent events, I don’t see one reason why I would want to! Sore loser or 
not, I don’t give a shit anymore.” 


“T want him to see.” His voice is deadly serious, but he wasn’t going to force her to. He 
was confident she would make the right choice. 


“Who?! Jack?! Are you joking?!” He wasn’t and she could tell that. Only then did it occur 
to her that Jack’s behavior probably made Kilgrave feel challenged. He must have reminded 
him of Ruben, and the memories come flooding back to her as well, feeling herself going cold 
at the thought. “Even if he did... your rules prevent me from anything anyway! Stop 
pretending to be threatened!” 


“T don’t care. The message that you belong to me needs to be clear.” 


“T don’t fucking ‘belong’ to you! You’re making shit up! Besides, he’s not very bright... 
this is just how he acts. Don’t tell me your —” 


“Jessica!” He interrupts sharply. The conversation was still much too quiet and fast for the 
other three people to understand what they were bickering about, but he was impatient. 
“Either kiss me or don’t! But whatever you decide, do it now.” 


“For fuck’s sake.” She quickly puts down the vodka and shoves Kilgrave against the 
doorframe as she had done a few times before, and keeps her hands pressed against him when 
she kisses him. Her mouth was rough and unforgiving as she pushed her tongue against his. 
Her aggression and anger about the situation came through in the way she twisted his shirt 
and attacked his lips, threatening to consume him. He was completely at her mercy and he 
knew that as he whimpers slightly, and grips onto her jacket. 


When she determines that he’s had enough, she bites his lower lip for an instant, before 
drawing back and letting the pressure up off his chest. He lets out a faint whine, in an 
involuntary cry for more, his hands slipping away. 


Looking back into the room, he grins breathlessly. Anna just seemed purely shocked that 
Jewel would do that with anyone. And Jack’s expression was all he needed to be satisfied. He 
looked shocked and the slightest bit crushed. 


But Jessica didn’t just kiss him for the heck of it. When he told her to make a decision, she 
didn’t do it to feed his ego and his selfish need to prove a point. She was protecting Jack. 
With this being established, Kilgrave would no longer feel like their relationship was in 
jeopardy, and Jack wouldn’t weigh on his conscious or make him do something regrettable. 
And to add onto that, she did it to piss Ruby off. Which she succeeded at. Ruby looked more 
in shock than Jack did. 


Kilgrave’s extreme reaction and craving for Jessica was undeniable. She quite literally 
took his breath away and left him aching for her touch. Even the slightest bit of contact. Ruby 
had never see that look in his eyes before, and she feared that she could never give him that 
same experience of longing. Her eyes meet Jessica’s and her body heats with anger. It was 
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obvious that this was another one of her ways of saying ‘fuck you’ right to Ruby’s face. Her 
locked in gaze gave it all away. 


A victorious smile forms on Jessica’s lips, that was subtle enough so only Ruby would 
notice, and her eyes read, “Look-who’s-jealous-now,-bitch.” 


With all the confidence in the room, she breaks the verbal silence by casually stating, “I'll 
see you all later.” Pivoting on her heels and picking up her alcohol, she walks away from 
them. 


“Please tell me you have something.” Jessica mutters and sits up on the table. 


“Y-you’re here a-a day early-y. But I-I might h-have something t-to try.” Victor flips 
through a couple of files and clicks around on his computer simultaneously. 


“T know. I’m sorry I barged in like this...” She sighs and watches him anxiously. “I just... 
I need this now more than ever.” 


“A-are you okay?” He shifts to examining some yellow liquid substance in a beaker, 
glancing up at her. 


“No... not really. Things have gotten more complicated and I need to be rid of this 
goddamn thing so I can —” She stops herself, knowing that getting worked up and talking 
about violence in front of Victor was a bad idea. “I’m just desperate.” 


His sympathetic smile manages to calm her and he says, “C-can you c-come here?” When 
she approaches, he has her take off her jacket and roll up her sleeve. “T-this... t-this might 
hurt.” He warns wearily, turing away to unwrap a fresh syringe. 


“T’m used to a little pain.” She reassures. 


“Y-yes... but...” He puts the needle into the bubbly liquid that he was looking at before, 
and draws the plunger until its full. “T-this is p-probably going to h-hurt a-a lot...” Turning 
the needle upside down, he flicks the air bubbles out, trying to read her expression for any 
type of hesitation. 


But she provides him with none, already mentally prepared. “I can take it.” If this was 
going to set her free, she would go through whatever amount of pain she had to. 


Still, he doesn’t bring it to her arm yet. “I-I have t-to warn y-you. T-the chemical m-make- 
up might b-be incomplete. T-there’s a s-sixty percent-t chance of f-failure. If i-it doesn’t w- 
work, it w-will a-attack your white b-blood cells i-instead of the v-virus.” 


Jessica frowns, looking at what he held in his hand. “What will that do?” 


“J-it won’t attack-k enough c-cells to k-kill you, b-but i-it will damage y-your i-immune 
system and y-you’ll be m-more susceptible t-to getting sick.” 


“Okay... is that it?” 
“Y-yes... and itl] h-hurt.” 


“Yeah, you mentioned that.” Forcing a smile, she concludes. “I’m ready.” 
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“A-alright.” He taps around the crease in her elbow as he would do when he was going to 
draw blood, to find a vein. For a fidgety guy, his hands were incredibly steady as he lines the 
tip of the needle with the appropriate vein. Very slowly, he pokes through her skin and ejects 
the formula into her bloodstream, and carefully pulls it back out again. 


He was right. It did hurt. 


For a second, she felt nothing but the small prick of her skin being broken. And then it felt 
like fire began to dash through her veins. It started off like a small flame through her arm, and 
then it raged to every part of her body. 


“Holy shit.” She whimpers and grips the entry point with her other hand, digging her nails 
into her skin. Squeezing her eyes shut, she whimpers again as the intensity gets worse and her 
body temperature feel like it shoots through the sky. 


Victor watches her quietly and doesn’t move a muscle. The blazing sensation only lasted a 
minute, but it felt like an eternity to Jessica. When it dies down, it dissipates completely and 
her blood returns to its natural, cool state. Having had the energy drained out of her, she 
slumps to the floor and sits on the nearest stack of books. 


“Y-you’re okay?” He asks once she’s on the floor. 
“Yeah, I’m good.” Her voice sounds tired and heavy, but she smiles anyway. 


In the painful moment, she had nearly forgotten. Was she free now?! She didn’t feel any 
different... That doesn’t stop hope from lighting up her eyes. Please be freedom. She would 
just have to start with something small. Yes, just as a test. Small... like her name!” 


Looking up at him, she takes a deep breath and attempts to properly introduce herself. 
“T’m J-...” Despair invades her expression. “J—” But she couldn’t say it, and she felt her 
stomach drop. “Victor, it’s not working.” 


“Q-oh. I-I know.” He states cooly and turns away from her, cleaning off the syringe and 
then disposing of it. 


“You know?!” She couldn’t help but feel frustrated, and she does everything in her power 
to not snap at him, as she stands up. 


“T-the ch-chemical is n-not designed-ed to r-remove the virus o-once it’s already a- 
attached to your c-cells. W-what it’s supposed-ed to do i-is fight o-off the v-virus before it c- 
can a-attach to y-your b-blood. Y-you’ll have t-to wait until-il this cycle d-dissolves on i-its 
own. T-then, when a n-new dose of the v-virus is introduced-d, y-you can test it t-to s-see if i- 
it worked.” 


“Oh.” That actually made sense and it makes her feel guilty for getting irritated. “Sorry.” 
“F-for what?” 


It didn’t appear that he noticed her attitude so she smiles and shrugs. “Nothing... but thank 
you.” 


He smiles back. “D-don’t thank m-me yet.” 
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“Wait... that’s really all you’re gonna do?” Ruby frowns as they close Diana’s front door. 


Kilgrave frowns back. “I told Jessica I wouldn’t hurt her...” Seeing that look on her face, 
he sighs. “She’ll be checking in on her and I don’t want her anymore upset than she already 
is.” 


“Umm... you know you’re talking about the same woman that threatened to crush my 
skull, right?” 


“I’m sure she didn’t mean it.” He lies. “Besides, I would never let that happen.” He makes 
her look at him, stopping on the steps. 


“T know...” She pouts anyway, briefly closing her eyes when he caresses her cheek. “She 
just acts like she’s in control of everything and she...” Trailing off, her eyes lower, thinking 
about the way she kissed him this morning. 


“Trust me Ruby. She’s not in control. I am.” He kisses her lips quickly and pulls away only 
when he feels his phone vibrate. 


{We need to finish our conversation from this morning — J} — 4:16pm. {ALONE — J} — 
4:16pm. 


{We will. Tomorrow. — K} — 4:17pm. 

{Stalling? Or will you be too busy fucking tonight? — J} — 4:17pm. 

He wasn’t going to play this with her. {Tomorrow. Don’t question it. — K} — 4:17pm. 
That pretty much got her to stop texting back. 


“Everything okay?” Ruby asks, peering up at him when he puts his phone back in his 
pocket. 


He hooks his arm around hers and has her continue walking next to him. “It will be.” 


Author’s note: 
Jessica and Ruby are like children together! 


My favorite moment, Ruby kisses him, “Hey...”, Kilgrave kisses back, “Hey...”, Jessica 
throws a pen, “Hey!” :’D 


Next chapter, will Victor’s cure work? 


P.S. HAPPY THANKSGIVING 
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26. Burnt Out 


Chapter Twenty-Six: Burnt Out 
Day Twenty-Six: 
Jessica was acting strange this morning. 


Ruby and Kilgrave had gotten back to the hotel late last night because they had the 
majority of Ruby’s belongings brought back to the hotel. She was unofficially living with 
them now. 


When they returned, Jessica had already crashed on the main room sofa, fast asleep with 
her clothes still on and a half empty bottle of alcohol slipping from her hand. 


The infamous couple showered together before Kilgrave came to wake her up. She seemed 
groggy with a hangover, but he read to her anyway, including the new rule thirteen. Having 
Ruby wait in the bedroom, he sat down next to Jessica, in an attempt to initiate the 
conversation that they hadn’t finished yesterday. 


But almost instantly after he’s done with the rules, she stares at the clock and then sprints 
to the bathroom. Just had to use the toilet? 


He would have ignored it if she hadn’t blocked herself in there for over an hour. She didn’t 
even have the shower running which added to the suspicion that something was wrong. When 
he hears a loud pounding sound from inside, his concern rises. 


He tries the door first, and finding it locked, he knocks loudly. “Jessica?! What’s going on 
in there?” 


There’s a bit of shuffling and eventually she barks at him, “Leave me alone!” 
She sounded... broken. It alarmed him. “Jessica! Open the door!” 


Slowly, the door clicks unlocked and swings open. She doesn’t bother greeting him there 
and crumbles back to the floor, where she was before. She had stripped down to her 
underwear and her other clothes and phone were thrown out on the tiles around her. There 
were multiple dents in the side of the bathtub, which explained the pounding sound. Not only 
did she sound broken, but she looked broken. And despite being practically naked, she 
doesn’t bother covering up and just lays her head back over the side of the tub. 


“Stare all you want, pervert.” Her voice is muffled against her arm and she pulls her legs 
closer to her chest. 


“Jessica...” He steps inside quietly and closes the door behind him to ensure that this 
would stay private. What was this? It looked like a mental breakdown to him, which wasn’t 
far off from the truth. This was something he feared for her, but now he had no idea how to 
handle it. In the past, she would occasionally have episodes like this, usually in the middle of 
the night. Back then, he’d just tell her to be quiet and go back to bed. 
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Their relationship was damaged enough and he obviously couldn’t operate like that 
anymore. Instead, he sits down next to her. He felt the urge to pull her closer, wrap his arms 
around her, cover her with kisses, and apologize for recent events by making her moan. After 
all, this was the most exposed he’s seen her in such a long time, so he couldn’t help but have 
these thoughts. Her skin was flawlessly smooth, just as he remembered, and he wanted to 
remember more. 


But he doesn’t touch her, and asks softly, “What’s wrong?” 


“Fuck off.” She’s quick to answer and turns away from him, gripping the edge of the tub 
so there’s fingertip shaped dents. 


“Look at me.” He says more rigidly, forcing her to turn back to him. She was going to 
have to communicate if he was going to help her. “Tell me what’s wrong.” 


“What the hell do you think is wrong?” This wasn’t yelling, it was a cry of despair and 
desperation. “I’m stuck here! With you! And the bitch! And I’ve...” Her hold tightens and the 
sound of the hard plastic warping, echoes in the room. “...I’ve been sitting in here... trying 
to... to call Trish! And I can’t —” She lets go of her grip, only to be able to punch the side of 
the tub again, repeatedly, until Kilgrave stops her. 


“Hey... hey... stop it.” She had already stopped, but he takes her hand and pulls it away 
anyway. ‘Let’s not damage anymore hotel property, okay?’ He keeps her hand and continues, 
“Tf you want to call your best friend that badly, we can arrange something.” 


“But it’s not just that, is it?! Can you not see how messed up this situation is?!” 
“T understand it’s hard to adjust, but you —” 


“Hard to adjust?!” She scoffs and rips her hand away from his. “You understand nothing.” 
Ready to be done with this conversation, she stands up and reaches for her clothes. 


“What are you doing?” He sighs. 


“What does it look like I’m doing?” She snaps and zips up her jeans from yesterday, 
throwing her shirt on next. “I’m getting out of here.” 


“Going where?” 


Shoving her phone in her pocket, she says, “Anywhere but here. I can’t stand to be around 
you right now.” 


When she makes for the bathroom door, he stands up. “Can we talk about this?” 
“No.” She yanks the door open and retrieves her jacket from the couch. 

“Jessica,” he follows close behind her, “please.” 

“Fuck you.” Growling, she makes a break for the exit, hoping he wouldn’t stop her. 
“Jessica...” He pleads one last time, but she’s already gone. 


Hearing all the commotion and the slammed door, Ruby pokes her head around the corner. 
“What’s wrong with her?!” 


Kilgrave lets out a heavy breath and slumps down in a chair. “Everything.” 
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It was foolish of Jessica to get her hopes up, but she couldn’t help it. Victor did warn her 
that there was a 60% chance of failure. The problem was, she could almost feel it working, 
but the fact that it didn’t, only made the experience that much more devastating. 


She hadn’t stripped down to her underwear for nothing this morning. When she was 
certain that yesterday’s virus was gone, she was anxious to test it. So she tried to break one of 
the rules. Call Trish. But after she dialed the number, she couldn’t press the call button. And 
god, she tried. Every time she got close to disobeying him, the fire in her veins would return. 
It felt like she had the power of the sun shooting through her blood. And she tried for so long 
that she broke into a sweat and was forced to pull off her clothes. 


After over an hour of attempting to press one button, she had worn herself out. She when 
Kilgrave forced her to open the door, she didn’t have the energy to give a fuck. Luckily, she 
was sober enough to make sure that the drug and Victor weren’t mentioned when she had to 
tell him what was wrong. 


Victor was preparing for his shift at the hospital when Jessica barged in on him. He had 
only a few minutes before he had to leave, so she explained what happened this morning, 
quickly, begging for an answer. But being presented with the information, he didn’t seem 
surprised. 


“T-I figured t-that would happen-n.” He says, spinning around to look for his bag. 


“Victor...” She breathes, using a heavy tone that she often used with Kilgrave. “Please 
explain whatever shit you’re talking about before my morning gets any worse.” 


When he turns back to meet her gaze, he seems to become more anxious and confused by 
the way she spoke to him. Nevertheless, he answers, “A-after you left, I-I took a-another look 
a-at your b-blood. O-over time, your white blood-d c-cells began to re-recognize the 
chemical-l as a t-threat, and a-attacked it. T-the chemical i-is too busy trying-g to f-fight off y- 
your i-immune system t-to s-stop the virus. B-by now, t-the virus has already-y t-taken a-a 
host on one o-of your r-red blood c-cells. A-and that burning-g feeling? I-it’s most |-likely the 
c-chemical t-trying to d-do something i-it’s not designed-d to.” 


“And you found this out, when?!” 

“L-last n-night...” 

“So when were you going to tell me this?!” 
“T-I’m telling y-you now...” He responds weakly. 


“That would have been helpful to know before I spent an hour this morning, feeling like I 
was taking a stroll through Hell!” She berates, unable to help it. 


This wasn’t taken lightly, because he had never experienced this side of her before, and 
being on the receiving end of her anger, he appears crushed. “I-I-I d-didn’t t-think t-to t-tell y- 
y-you...” He stutters more than usual, letting his glasses slide off his face when he looks 
down. 


“Shit. No... Victor...” She sighs and her tense body language relaxes. The last thing she 
wanted to do was hurt the feeling of the man who was trying to help her. He was brilliant, and 
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more than generous with time and commitment. ‘I’m sorry... I’m not trying to upset you.’ 
Before she can do anymore damage, she makes her way over to him and gently puts his 
glasses back on. It would make her feel like shit if he started crying. “I’m sorry.” She repeats. 
“We're okay, right?” 


There’s hesitation for a moment as he adjusts his glasses, taking time to gather himself. “I- 


I didn’t know y-you w-would —” 


“T know. I know. It’s not your fault.” Seeing that he’s content again, she lets out a sigh of 
relief. “I’m a mess right now, that’s all.” 


“T-I t-think I know w-what to d-do to m-make it work.” The confidence returns to his 
voice. 


“Really?! You can fix it?” There was no hiding her excitement. She takes off her jacket as 
she feels the heating system of his house start up. 


“T-I think s-so. I-I have an i-idea that m-might work t-to h-help the f-formula go u- 
undetected by y-your b-body.” 


“Yeah?” Knowing she wouldn’t understand the science of it, she just asks, “How long do 
you think it’ll take to have another test ready?” She frowns for a second as her stomach 
rumbles. Probably shouldn’t have skipped breakfast. 


“T-I’m not sure. S-shouldn’t take m-more than a-a couple o-of w-weeks t-to develop.” 
“A couple weeks?!” She whines and her frown deepens. 
“M-maybe j-just one if I-I can —” 


But Jessica wasn’t listening anymore. Instead, she scrambles away from him and falls on 
her knees in front of a trash can in the corner of the room. Her stomach rattled again and the 
vomit that comes up her throat just tastes like stomach acid, leaving her gagging and 
coughing as she grips the side of the can. “Goddamnit...” 


Victor blinks at her, but doesn’t seem alarmed by the abrupt sight of her throwing up. 
When she feels her insides settle, she looks at him. He had the “I-knew-this-would-happen” 
look on his face. 


Narrowing her eyes, she weakly stands up, her limbs feeling unstable. “What the hell was 
that?” She pesters, trying to spit the taste out of her mouth and into the garbage. 


Then there was the heat in her body that was gradually returning. Well... not the heat. It 
wasn’t the same fire feeling that shot through her veins earlier. This felt more like external 
heat. Initially, she thought it was just the ventilation, but now the temperature was almost 
unbearable. 


He blinks again as if he were analysing something in his head. “H-here...” He mutters and 
motions for her to come closer to him. 


She wipes the comers of her mouth with her sleeve before moving. 


Immediately, he puts his hand on her forehead and holds it there for a second. She didn’t 
appreciate the unexpected contact, but waits for what he has to say anyway. Nodding, he says, 
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“J-it’s okay. T-this is n-no danger.” Now, he smiles as he takes his hand away and goes back 
to shoving papers into his bag for work. 


“No danger? Okay... so what is it?” The more she opened her mouth, the more wozzy she 
began to feel, so she leans against the wall. 


“T-this is a-a natural w-way that y-your body i-is trying-g to get r-rid of the chemical-l, 
since it d-disagrees with i-it. J-just like i-if you h-had the flu, y-your immune s-system is 
trying t-to expel it quicker, b-by causing y-you to v-vomit, and r-raising your temperature. Y- 
you'll be f-fine.” 


It was bizarre how suddenly this seemed to hit her, and swooning even more, she sits up on 
the table next to him, afraid she might fall over if she didn’t. “Okay... how long til it’s out of 
my system?” 


“P-probably a c-couple days.” 


“Shit.” She pushes back her hair and shakes her head. “You don’t understand. I can’t be 
sick. Not with...” Trailing of, she stares at him, feebly. “Isn’t there something you can do? To 
speed this up? Some type of drug or... something?” 


He shakes his head in response. “Y-your body-y needs t-to do this o-on its own.” 


“You don’t understand.” She repeats, although making him understand would be 
impossible with the rules in her head. “I just can’t be sick.” 


Furrowing his eyebrows, he fidgets on his feet. “I-I told you t-the risks...” 


“I know you did. I know. I just...” Sighing, she tries to think of an effective way to 
explain. 


Just then, an alarm on his phone goes off, and he ends it almost instantly, as if he knew 
exactly when it would ring. “I-I have to g-go to w-work.” He says blandly, and it was clear 
that she had interrupted his regular routine. 


“Wait! Please? Is there nothing you can do to get this out of me?” 


“T-I have t-to go t-to work.” His voice is monotone and particularly rigid, as he slings his 
bag over his shoulder. 


Victor was a man with a schedule, and she knew that keeping him here any longer would 
lead to an unpleasant interaction. Whining, she yields. “Okay... do you mind if I stay here 
awhile? Just to get my bearings before I have to go back...” 


“S-stay as |-long a-as you want-t.” His smile returns as he goes to the door. 
“Thanks Victor.” 


He just nods and he’s gone, leaving her alone in his home. 


Jessica stayed there all day for the most part, with the exception of going out to get 
something to eat. Not that that amounted to anything, because everything she ate would just 
come back up an hour later. 
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One of the rules stated that she had to keep herself healthy. So every moment she felt like 
shit, she had an overwhelming need to cure herself. It was driving her crazy, but there was 
nothing she could do about this. And stressing over it only made her feel worse. 


She had no idea when Victor’s shift at the hospital would end, but she was hoping that he 
would be back before she had to leave. But by 10:30pm, she knew she had to start going back 
to arrive by 11. She could only hope that Kilgrave and Ruby were already asleep, or that they 
wouldn’t return until she was asleep. She couldn’t let Kilgrave see her like this. She was a 
mess. 


Walking took an incredible amount of energy, and if she got anymore light-headed, she 
was going to faint. The stirring feeling in her abdomen increased when she got in the cab, and 
she knew that if she let out the hiccup stuck in her throat, the contents in her stomach would 
be emptied again. Her fever had gotten twice as bad and despite the chilling temperatures 
outside, her clothes were weighed down by sweat for the second time that day. 


Opening the hotel door, the only thing she wanted to do was puke and go lay down. 
Fortunately, the bitch was sound asleep in bed. Unfortunately, Kilgrave was sitting on the 
couch that she planned to sleep on, watching TV. 


Hearing the door, he doesn’t look at her, but says, “I figured I’d wait until you got back for 
us to talk. I didn’t expect you to stay out the entire time...” Switching off the tele, he glances 
at her. 


“T just want to go to sleep.” She mutters, sounding as weak as she looked. Opening her 
mouth felt like a mistake and it makes her insides rumble again. Taking a step closer made her 
wobble. With the dizziness increasing, she can’t stop herself from stumbling and falling, her 
body crashing against the table in front of him. 


“Jesus Christ Jessica!” He was on his feet in an instant and dashes over to her. Bending 
down, he attempts to pick her up, but she pushes him back. 


“Get off me... I’m fine...” Whimpering, she stands on her own, but starts tipping back 
again. 


So he grabs her and puts his arm around her waist, holding most of her weight for her. 
“Are you drunk?!” He wasn’t angry, he was more like sympathetic. 


“No. Let me go... seriously...” This was far worse than the common cold, because every 
single one of her senses were becoming hazy, and she was barely conscious enough to 
recognize Kilgrave’s presence. 


But he doesn’t let her go, and tries to stay calm when he tells her, “Jessica... you’re 
bleeding...” 


It was strange that she couldn’t even feel the drop of blood rolling down her cheek from 
the left side of her temple. She only saw it when if fell from her chin and hit the back of her 
hand. She didn’t even remember feeling her head hit the corner of the table, which was now 
smeared with her blood. But her head was the least of her worries. 


With her remaining energy, she manages to break free from him and sprint to the 
bathroom, where she dives to the floor in front of the toilet. Her body was in too much chaos 
for her to care that she was laying over the toilet bowl, vomiting for the fifth time that day. 
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Again, Kilgrave was right behind her, shocked to find her this way. “You’re sick?!” She 
didn’t get sick very often and this looked bad. All the same, he’s on his knees behind her, 
pulling back her hair. 


There was always room for sarcasm, even in her state. After a few more gags, she says, 
“No, asshole. I just put my head in the toilet because I felt like it.” 


He ignores her and reaches up to grab a towel, before handing it to her. “Wipe your 
mouth.” He says gently. As she does as she’s told, he puts the back of his hand on her 
forehead. ‘Bloody hell, you’re burning up.’ Taking the towel back, he wipes some of the 
blood from her face and frowns as he examines the cut on her head. “You should probably lay 
down, so I can get a better look at this...” 


The scrape on her temple throbbed, but she couldn’t feel it’s pain. So instead of listening to 
his suggestion, she staggers back to her feet, already breathing heavily from the slightest 
movement. “I can take care of myself...” 


It was obvious that she couldn’t however, seeing as she almost fell multiple times, just 
trying to get out of the bathroom. “Jessica,” he sighs and stands up, wrapping his arm around 
her again. “I don’t think you’re okay...” 


“I’m fine!” Every word was a whimper, but she continues trying to get him away from her. 
She hated being a charity case. 


But he stays where he is, knowing very well that she wasn’t able to hold herself up. “Just 
try to —” 


“No. Seriously. Leave me alone...” She turns to face him and uses every ounce of her 
power to push him away. But he barely moves. She had no power. Quite literally. Losing her 
strength was not something Victor mentioned in the effects of this. That’s what causes her to 
start panicking. “Get off me!” She was hyperventilating now, frantically failing at wrestling 
away. 


“T’m trying to help...” He attempts to be as soft as possible, but her behavior was making 
that extremely difficult. Both her physical and emotional state were on the fritz. Not wanting 
to freak her out more, he slowly lets go of her, entirely on edge, watching to see if she could 
stand. 


She was still breathless when he lets go, and her panic made it feel like the room was 
spinning. Or maybe it was spinning... she couldn’t tell. Kilgrave just looked like a blur, and 
she could tell that his lips were moving, but it sounded like he was talking underwater. What 
was he saying? She strains to hear something about... Christmas... or tennant... or a 
buffalo... It was impossible to understand. 


What seemed like five minutes of him talking to her, was really only a number of seconds. 
“You're sick... and I think you might have a concussion. Right now, you’re overworking your 
body. Jessica, I need you to try and relax, okay?” 


She stares back at him, almost like she was comprehending. But before she can say 
anything else, her eyes roll back in her head, and the world tips on its side. 


The last thing she saw was Kilgrave jerking into motion the moment she rocked back. 
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The last thing she felt was her body collapsing into his arms. 


The last thing she heard was his concerned, tender voice, whispering to her. “I got you... 
you’re gonna be okay.” 


Author’s note: 

Of course the first test wasn’t gonna work! How boring would that be! 
Damn, you two are good at predicting the future (you know who you are :) 
For the Ruby haters, you’re welcome, cuz she only had one line this chapter. 


Next chapter looks like it’s gonna be fun! 
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27. Doctor's Orders 


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Doctor’s Orders 
Day Twenty-Seven: 


The first time Jessica woke up was because a stranger was pouring alcohol on her 
wounded left temple. 


She winces and stirs, but reality was still ill-defined, and none of the people in the room 
seemed to notice that she regained consciousness. 


It was pitch black outside. 


Ruby was standing by the door in one of Kilgrave’s shirts with her arms crossed, watching 
the commotion impatiently. 


Kilgrave was sitting next to Jessica on the sofa, barking at the unknown man standing over 
her. “She needs stitches?!” 


“Yes... yes sir.” He seemed nervous as he dabs the alcohol on her head. 
“So what are you waiting for?!” 


He reaches down into a bag, pulling out the necessary materials, before slight hesitation. 
“You'll have to hold her still for this... she’ll struggle from the pain.” 


“You don’t have something to numb the pain?!” Kilgrave asks, sounding livid. 
“No sir... not with me...” 


“Then go get it!” He yells, tensing his muscles. The stranger drops everything and runs out 
the door. ‘Wanker,’ Kilgrave growls to himself, and looks down at Jessica again. Seeing her 
eyes open, he manages a smile. “Hey...” His hand brushes back through her hair. 


It was that simple motion of his hand that sent her back to sleep. 


The second time she woke up, it was still dark out, and there were two strangers standing 
over her, examining the thermometer stuck in her mouth. 


Ruby looked miserable and enraged at the same time as she was down on her knees, 
scrubbing Jessica’s blood off the corner of the table. 


Kilgrave was cradling Jessica’s head in his lap now, and everything was still too much for 
her to process. 


The entire left side of her face was numb, and the original stranger removes the 
thermometer. “She’s overheating... her temperature is nearing 39°C. We need to cool her 
down.” 


177 


“Doctor,” Kilgrave says through clenched teeth. ‘I asked you for a diagnosis, not her 
bloody temperature!’ Despite this, he snatches the blanket off of her and says to the female, 
“Go fetch some cold rags.” 


As she scurries away, the doctor clears his throat. “All the symptoms say it’s just the flu... 
with —” 


“Does the flu cause people to faint?!” Kilgrave snaps back. 
“Well... a severe case could...” He shifts uncomfortably. 
“You’re telling me that a severe case of the flu caused her to collapse?!” 


“Yes...” His confidence was gone. “The concussion would have contributed to that as 
well...” 


Kilgrave was ready to disagree again, but the woman interrupts them when she brings back 
a few washcloths that had been soaked in cold water. 


Finally noticing that her eyes were open again, he smiles and lays one of the rags on her 
forehead. “Hey Jessica...” She couldn’t feel his hand brush against her cheek, but she could 
see it. “You’re too hot... don’t be alarmed, but I’m going to have to take some of your clothes 
off, alright?” 


It all felt like she was swimming through a dream, so she doesn’t bother trying to respond 
and just stares back at him, figuring she had no control over what was going on. 


Taking that as a ‘yes’, he stands up and lays her head on a pillow, before kneeling beside 
her. “Take off her shirt.” He says to the female stranger, while he reaches straight for her 
jeans. 


She barely notices as her blouse was pulled over her head, but the sound of her jeans 
unzipping catches her attention. She tries to sit up, and finding that she didn’t have the 
strength to, her breathing becomes rigid, in a similar frantic state that she was in before she 
fainted. 


“Jessica... stay calm while I do this.” He orders her this time, in a gentle tone, which 
forces her to relax. His breathing was uneven now too, but for an entirely different reason. 


In this cloudy state, she wasn’t sure if it was intentional or unintentional that his hands 
brushed against her thighs, but whatever the feeling was caused her to pass out again. 


The third time she awoke, it was morning, and it was time for her to hear the rules. 


It was a strange coincidence that Jessica had a mental breakdown the same morning before 
she got horribly sick. Something about that didn’t feel right to Kilgrave, but he couldn’t put 
his finger on it. 


The idea of healing her, however, did cross his mind a few times. But apparently, it was 
‘just the flu’, so she wouldn’t stay sick for long. Besides, having her like this was an excuse 
to keep her by his side for most of the day. It gave him an excuse to touch her... and that was 
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reason enough for him to let this run its course. Hopefully, the idea wouldn’t come to her, so 
she wouldn’t ask to be healed. 


He only had a few hours of sleep, because he frequently had to check on her and change 
her cold rags. Not that he minded at all, especially since she slept most of the night with her 
head in his lap. But now he was up because this was the specific time he always woke her. 


Despite how peaceful she looked in this moment, he helps her sit up, lightly shaking her 
shoulders. “Jessica... wake up.” 


Her eyelids flutter open, and it takes her some time to recognize what happened yesterday 
and what was happening now. The first thing she does is startle away from him and pull her 
legs up off the floor. The cool cloths that were on her chest and stomach fall to the floor and 
she looks at him in dismay. 


“Where are my clothes?!” She still only sounded like a whisper, even in the shock that she 
was sitting next to him in her underwear again. 


“You don’t remember?” He tilts his head. 


“Where are your clothes?!” She asks, even more alarmed that he didn’t have a shirt on and 
only a loose pair of pants. “What did you do to me?!” Her head throbbed when she raised her 
voice, so she winces. 


Taking that as a no, he states, “The only thing I did to you last night was take care of you. 
You had a concussion, just as I said, and you still have a fever. I took your clothes off because 
it was one of the only ways to cool you down. And I’m here, because I had to sleep here to 
make sure you were okay. Not that I got much sleep, tending to your needs every hour of the 
night. A little appreciation wouldn’t kill you.” 


“Yeah... thanks...” Her words landed right on the edge of sincere and sarcastic. 
Whimpering slightly, she reaches up and touches the aching part of her temple, her eyes 
widening when her fingers touch the rough patch. 


“Don’t touch it.” He commands, causing her to draw her hand away. “You cut yourself 
pretty badly yesterday. You had to get stitches.” 


“You gave me stitches?” 
“No. I had a doctor come in.” 
“What doctor?” 


“Trrelevant.” Kilgrave smiles before saying, “Hold the rest of your questions while I go 
through this.” 


She stopped talking while she listens to the rules, but when he’s done, she tries to stand up. 


But he’s up much quicker than her and stops her from moving forward. “Woah, woah. 
Where do you think you’re going?” 


“To take a shower... and then put some clothes on...” Her arms cross over her chest in a 
subconscious attempt to cover herself up. 
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“No. Sit down.” He was serious about this, so when she sits, he does too. “You need rest. 
The only reason I woke you up was for the rules. That’s it.” 


“You can stop babying me now. I think I can handle myself.” But saying those words aloud 
even sounded like a lie. 


Instead of letting her continue arguing, he shakes his head and ends the discussion. “Go to 
sleep.” 


The fourth time she woke up was the most disturbing, by far. 


She had been propped up to sit against the wall on the bathroom floor, where a blanket had 
been laid down. Kilgrave was sitting on the side of the dented bathtub, watching as it filled 
with water, occasionally checking the temperature with his hand. But that wasn’t the 
disturbing part. 


Sure, she had a bathrobe on, but her underwear was gone. She was naked under this robe 
and panic manages to arise again. 


“What the hell?!” She squeaks unintentionally, clutching the only thing she had on. 


“Oh good. You’re awake.” He turns around briefly and smiles at her. When he turns back 
to the tub, he shuts off the water and stands up. 


“Oh good’?! Where’s my underwear?!” The smallest movements indicated how hard it 
would be for her to stand up. 


“Right there.” Calmly, he points to them, resting on the counter. 


Could he really not see the issue with this?! “How did I end up naked?!” Her breathing 
hitches, not because of the situation, but because she could feel her stomach beginning to 
churn. 


“You’re not naked. You have a robe on.” He smiles that sly, son-of-a-bitch smile, letting 
his hands rest in his pockets. 


“You know what I mean!” She snaps as her abdomen contracts. 
Watching her, his voice is slow and soothing when he says, “The trash can is to your left.” 


When she opens her mouth again, she leans to the left and just barely gets her vomit in the 
garbage beside her. “Goddamnit...” 


Patiently, he waits until she’s done coughing before going on, “To answer your question, I 
undressed you.” 


Those words alone make her want to throw up again. “You did what?!” 


“Oh come on. You were knocked out. Even being awake, a simple task like that would be 
difficult for you right now. I’ve taken the liberty of drawing you a bath, doctor’s orders.” 


“Doctor’s orders?!” 
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“Yes, he’s still here if that’s what you’re wondering. And yes, he is a real doctor. And yes, 
he really did say this would be good for you.” 


“T don’t give a shit what he or anybody else said! Do you know how many lines you’ve 
crossed?! What the hell happened to boundaries?!” 


“Oh please. This is different. It was either me, Ruby, or a guy you’ve never met before. 
One of us would have had to do it.” 


“T would have taken my chances with the stranger!” If she had the strength, she would be 
yelling, or throwing things, or storming out by now. But just thinking about all that activity 
felt exhausting. 


“Really? Jessica ~” He purrs her name in a languid, salacious way. “It’s not like I haven’t 
seen you naked before...” His eyes skim over her body, casually. 


“And that gives you an excuse?! Do you hear yourself?!” This time she does shout, 
because despite the pounding in her head, this was worth it. “So what? You were just gonna 
drag my unconscious ass in here and give me a bath?!” 


Her tone doesn’t seem to bother him. “If you didn’t wake up, then yes. I was.” 


“Are you fucking insane?! That’s called molestation. God only knows what you’ve done to 
me already!” She could feel her insides clenching and her thighs press together at the thought. 
He could’ve raped her and he damn well knew it. 


*****Thirty minutes ago***** 


“Is he gonna be here all day? I don’t like him just... sitting there.” Ruby complains. Her 
eyes were fixed on the doctor who sat silently in the kitchen, doing nothing, as he was told. 


“He stays until I know Jessica’s alright.” Kilgrave waltz’ over to the table and picks up his 
drink, only looking away from Jessica for a second. 


Ruby whines again and hopelessly pines after his attention by standing in front of him, 
running her hands over his bare chest. “You said we’d go out today... remember?” She had to 
stand on her toes to kiss the base of his neck. 


But he takes a dry sip from his glass and shakes his head. “I need to stay with her.” 


“This is all you want to do today? Watch her sleep?!” There was no hiding the bitterness in 
her voice. “You don’t have to babysit her. I’m sure she’d be fine on her own.” 


Setting his drink down, he takes her hands away from him and steps backwards. “Her 
health is my priority.” 


“Kilgrave... can’t we just —” 


“Simon!” Kilgrave shouts and interrupts her. His eyes stayed on Jessica as she was 
beginning to have some kind of fit in her sleep. He moves Ruby over to be able to rush to 
Jessica’s aid. “Get over here!” 
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Although his name was Sawyer, and not Simon, the doctor is on his feet and next to 
Jessica just as fast. 


Even in her underwear with no blanket on, she was still sweating and her hands 
instinctively clutch her midsection. Her eyes were screwed shut and once again, she was 
hyperventilating. ‘Simon’ kneels and puts one hand on forehead, and uses two fingers on his 
other hand to check her pulse on her wrist. 


“She’s reacting negatively to the painkillers.” He says to Kilgrave. 


“The medication that you gave her.” Kilgrave growls in annoyance. “What does she 
need?” 


“She needs to purge. Immediately.” 
“Ruby, go get the garbage can.” 


The moment she carries out doing as she’s told, Ruby stands shocked and appalled. ‘Go 
get the garbage can’?! She was just supposed to fetch things now?! For her?! She wasn’t 
going to stand by and let Jessica’s sickness ruin the relationship she worked for. “So first I 
have to scrub her blood off the table in the middle of the night and now I have to run around 
and get things for her?! Am I gonna have to wipe her arse next?! I get you wanna check up on 
her but it’s not very fair that I have to —” 


“Ruby!” Kilgrave snaps, turning to face her. “Drop it! Whatever complaints you have 
about this, Do. Not. Voice. Them. As I said before, Jessica. Is. My. Priority. If you have a 
problem with that, I don’t bloody care. If you want to leave, there’s the exit. Otherwise, sit 
down, shut up, and wait until I call for you.” 


This was Ruby’s third time encountering his rage. But this wasn’t the hot, “‘you-made-me- 
jealous’ angry, or the ‘you-made-a-stupid-mistake’ angry. This was the ‘you’ve-really-pissed- 
me-off’ angry. So it hurt far worse than she could’ve imagined. And despite the deep-seeded 
desire to run away and bury herself in her emotions, she stares at him with broken, 
despondent eyes, before closing her mouth and silently sitting down. 


Kilgrave doesn’t think twice about it. Instead, he focuses on Sawyer’s instructions. “When 
she starts gagging, I’ll need you to apply slow pressure to her stomach.” The doctor’s 
confidence was beaming again as he gently lifts Jessica’s head and leans her over the can. 


Kilgrave kneels now too and prepares to follow orders (for once), putting his hand against 
her bare skin. 


With a gloved hand, Sawyer gradually eases two fingers into the back of her throat. This, 
of course, makes her gag, and with the appropriate pressure applied, she pukes violently. But 
before long, although she was still out cold, her body manages to settle down. 


Doctor Sawyer lets out a sigh of relief and says, “The best thing for her now is probably a 
cold bath or shower. It’l] help keep her calm.” 


Nodding, Kilgrave dictates, “Go lay down a blanket on the bathroom floor.” While the 
doctor does that, he slides his hands under Jessica’s back and knees, and slowly lifts her up. 
Her limp body was heavier than she looked, but this wasn’t the first time he’s carried her and 
it probably wouldn’t be the last. 
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Ruby watches in distress as he goes and lays her down in the bathroom. He was going to 
bathe her?! His hands running over every part of Jessica’s body. Constant and unquestioned. 
The thought made Ruby feel sick. That should be her in there. Being nurtured and cared for 
by his hands. Why couldn’t it be her?! 


When it’s just Jessica and Kilgrave in the bathroom, he says. “No one is to open this door 
under any circumstance until we’re done.” His burning eyes meet Ruby’s before he closes the 
door behind him. 


Author’s note: 
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28. Splashes 


(Still) Day Twenty-Seven: 
*****Twenty minutes before Jessica wakes up***** 
Was this wrong? No. He was helping her. 


But she was in a heavily sedated sleep now, and no one was going to disturb them... his 
thoughts beginning to wander. Even Kilgrave was decent enough to know that these thoughts 
were far from holy, yet how could he bloody help himself?! 


His hands swiftly slide under her back to unhook her bra, before he guides the straps off 
her shoulders. There was no controlling his heavy breathing with her breasts exposed, and his 
pants didn’t feel so loose anymore. He carelessly tosses her bra to the side, and his hand 
twitches as his knuckles just barely brush down the middle of her chest, to her stomach. The 
animal inside him roars with thirst as he hooks his fingers under the elastic band of her 
panties. He tugs with both hands, slowly. Very slowly. As if to savor every moment and 
embrace the sight, the feeling, the smell of her. Because even from the hellish day she was 
having, she still smelled delicious. She smelled like... sex. Familiar, untamed, agonizingly 
perfect sex. 


He takes his time the entire way down, until he pulls her last piece of clothing from her 
ankles. It had been too long since he’s seen her this way. It was breathtaking and for a 
moment, he has to close his eyes. 


Memories and images of her come flooding back to him. He used to have this all the time. 
Months on end, he had her. So now, his sick imagination runs rampid, and he envisions 
himself climbing over her, right here on the floor. The idea makes him whimper, and when he 
opens his eyes again, his body feels hot. This flawless woman, that he loved, was laying here, 
practically surrendering herself to him. 


His body acts on its own accord, when his fingertips trace up her inner thigh. But he stops 
almost immediately. Maybe the lines had been a bit blurry before, but this was clear cut and 
he knew it. He almost hated himself for knowing it. And yet, the conversation that Jessica 
doesn’t remember still haunts him, and if he did this with... to her now, he would definitely 
match the rapist that Jessica was so horrified by. Could he really live with the memory of 
this?! While she was unconscious for god’s sake. No. No he couldn’t. The answer should 
have been obvious, but it pained him more than it should have. 


He settles for a single kiss on the smooth skin of her stomach, his tongue lightly grazing 
against her navel. Her body shifts from the touch and she whines in her sleep. A beautiful, 
innocent sound that he’s forced to ignore. It only made it that much harder to move away 
from her and stand up. 
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Looking down, he curses under his breath, as if this was a wasted opportunity, before he 
grabs the bathrobe off its hook on the wall. 


“T want you to look at yourself, and then look at me. I didn’t do anything to you. And I’m 
sure you can make that observation on your own.” There was no waver in Kilgrave’s voice 
and he contently waits for a response. 


Wrinkling her eyebrow, she looks him up and down. The signs of deviation weren’t there, 
and she had a sense that she’d be able to feel it if he had touched her in that way. Her body 
felt nothing of the sort. “Okay... so you didn’t.” 


“Exactly.” He smiles, knowing that he could actually be honest about this. 
But she wasn’t done. “Tell me something. Did you want to?” 
“Did I want to, what?” 


“Do something to me... while I was knocked out.” Her eyes narrow and she watches him 
closely. 


He shifts his weight and then smiles faintly. “Really Jessica? How am I supposed to 
answer that question?” 


“Honestly. That’s how.” She was stubborn, and despite her condition, she was patient. This 
would go on as long as necessary and he could see that. 


He pauses and rocks back again. The pause is long and drawn out and when he answers, 
he’s quieter than normal. “Yes... of course I wanted to...” There’s a hint of anxiety and 
hidden trauma in his words. 


This was the answer she expected, so she leans back and smiles. “Great.” But she wasn’t 
being sarcastic. 


“Great?!” This time, he was the one who wasn’t understanding. 


“Kilgrave, in spite of all the shit you’ve put me through, especially the past few days, this 
is somewhat of an improvement. You most likely could have gotten away with... 
something... but you knew it was wrong, so you didn’t. Sounds simple, but as you’ve 
demonstrated in the past, it’s not something you normally do. All I’m saying is that this 
proves you have a conscious after all.” When she sees the way he grins, she rolls her eyes. 
“Don’t be that happy about it. I still despise you, and I don’t forgive the fact that you’ve 
crossed the line here!” 


But his smug smile doesn’t leave, and he shrugs. “Progress is progress, right?” 


She rolls her eyes again. “Whatever.” Keeping one hand holding her robe, she carefully 
eases herself up to her feet. Heading to the sink, she promptly washes out her mouth with 
mouthwash and then rinses with water to effectively get rid of the taste of her puke. Before 
she can do any more than that, she leans on the counter to catch her breath. 


Kilgrave watches her curiously, and doesn’t move, although he thought about saying 
something. 
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When she’s ready to move again, she glares at him. “Umm, you can leave now. I’m awake, 
and perfectly capable of washing myself.” 


Leaning against the wall, he says, “I’m not leaving. Someone needs to look after you. You 
can’t be alone right now.” 


“Look after me while I take a bath?! Really, I can manage. Stop treating me like I’m your 
responsibility.” 


“But you are my responsibility. So what happens if you have to vomit? What happens if 
you slip and fall? What happens if you lose consciousness, and your head’s underwater? Not 
on my watch.” 


“That’s not gonna happen!” Her voice almost sounds whiny. 


“Alright. I'll tell you what. If you can walk in a straight line, without touching anything for 
balance, I’ll leave.” 


That agreement sounded fair enough. “Fine.” However, things didn’t seem so easy when 
she leaves the comfort of the counter and tries to stand up straight on her own. She hated 
feeling so goddamn weak, but that doesn’t stop her from tipping after just one step. She lost 
almost immediately because her options were, putting her hand on the wall, or falling on her 
face. 


“Case and point.” Kilgrave says after her failure, somewhat amused by this. 


Despite her clear defeat, she shakes her head. “I’m not getting in until you leave.” It was 
annoying that she sounded so weary. 


“And I’m not leaving until you’re done. So... looks like we’re gonna be here awhile, 
huh?” To force her hand and prove that he could wait, he sits down on the blanket and gets 
comfortable laying his head on the wall. “I don’t mind staying here all day.” 


She clenches her fists, but she had no choice but to yield, seeing no other way out of this. 
“Turn around.” Her voice is quiet again. 


“Why? We’re both adults here. It’s completely natural, so you shouldn’t have to be shy 
about nudity. Especially around me.” He grins and cocks his head to the side. He already 
knew her response, but just thought he’d have a bit of fun with the idea. 


She stares at him, dead-faced. “Turn. Around.” 
Showing surrender, he raises his hands and turns to face the wall, still grinning. 


When she’s sure he’s not looking, she lets the robe fall to the floor and steps into the water. 
The cold immediately disagreed with her skin, and she shivers, but bites her tongue and sits 
down in it anyway. Luckily, there was enough bubbly soap on the top layer of water, that her 
naked body was hidden when she stretched out. 


Hearing the water settle, Kilgrave asks, teasingly, “So can I turn back now?” 


She would have preferred he stay like that the entire time, but she knew he wouldn’t even 
if she told him to. “Whatever.” Her teeth clatter when she talks. 


186 


Even though he could only see her neck, head, and occasionally her hands, his eyes still 
light up in a suggestive manner. “You know, at some point, you’ll have to start trusting me 
again...” 


“Yeah?” She raises her eyebrow at him as she grabs the body sponge beside her, and ends 
with, “Keep dreaming.” 


He frowns at her. “We were doing so well before.” 
“Yes. We were. While you were going behind my back being a two-faced piece of shit.” 


Her words cut like a knife through butter. “Can’t we start over? I softened you before, 
surely I can do it again.” 


“You never softened me!” She provides him with an annoyed expression. “I don’t think we 
can just ‘start over’. Not with the new residential bitch that doesn’t seem to be going 
anywhere, anytime soon.” 


“Jessica.” He warns, “I’m not talking about her, I’m talking about us.” 


“Well, I am talking about her. She’s part of my life now too you know! And there is no 
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US. 
“Can I tell you something?” There’s suddenly an earnest feeling in his voice. 


“Td rather you just shut up.” Whatever he had to say, she wasn’t interested. The 
temperature of the water was tolerable now, and she really didn’t want to talk or listen while 
she washes herself. 


This doesn’t stop him from opening his mouth. “When I was younger... before I had... 
this, I didn’t have friends in school. I wasn’t good with people in general, but I could never 
understand why I didn’t fit in. Why I was so invisible to the other kids. And then, as you 
know, my life changed.” 


There was no amusement in his expression anymore and she is forced to look down when 
he continues. “I was a child, Jessica. How many children do you know that never say 
anything stupid? That never lash out or have fits? How many children do you know that never 
make a mistake? Because despite everything I was put through, I... I loved my mother...” He 
stops, taking a shallow breath. ‘I cried all night, the moment I realized they left. Because one 
moment, my parents were there... and the next, they weren’t. And you, of all people should 
understand that.’ He smiles a solemn smile and softly shakes his head. “I vowed from that 
moment on, I would never feel that lonely ever again.” The tenderness in his voice is 
undying. “So I didn’t have to ask for friends anymore, I could just have them. And around 
me, I could make they seem happy. But they weren’t, were they? As you would describe it, 
they were mindless slaves. They were dying on the inside, right? 


“You seemed to be the only one that could get that message through to me. And I 
understand that none of this excuses what I’ve done. Maybe you’ll never forgive me. I don’t 
think I’d blame you for that. But I’ll never stop trying to win you over, as you probably 
already know. But it’s hard to hear that your whole life is a lie, don’t you think? To hear that 
they didn’t serve me because they wanted to, and he didn’t laugh because he wanted to, and 
she didn’t have sex with me because she wanted to.” His eyes burn with some sedate look that 
Jessica’s never seen before. “The point I’m trying to make, is that the woman out there, that 
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you’re calling a bitch, is the first woman I am certain wants to be here. With me. I’m not in 
love with her, but I want you to understand what I’m thinking. And of course you have 
problems with her, but her connection to me is the only real thing I have right now. I don’t 
expect you to like her, I don’t expect you to get along. But I need you to understand...” 


Jessica hated admitting that the shit he was saying was actually making sense, and even 
worse, she felt sympathetic for him. Because he was right. Ruby volunteered for this crazy 
bullshit, and that was a first. Even though she still hated her guts, she could see why Kilgrave 
was keeping her around. 


Her silence almost says enough, and for a period of time, she doesn’t look up, and the only 
sound is the soft splashing of her bath water. When she talks, she chooses her words and tone, 
wisely. “She’s not good for you.” 


“We’re working on it.” He responds in the same tone, leaving the light smile on his face. 


There was nothing she could say about this. Now wasn’t the time to shoot him down, but 
she also couldn’t see Ruby changing at all in the future. So she leaves it to silence once again. 


They stay like that a good while, but the quiet isn’t uncomfortable, or hollow. It’s tranquil 
and sober. 


Kilgrave utters after more time passes. “I want you to be happy.” 


Instead of voicing how unhappy she was and all the things he was doing wrong, she just 
nods. “I know.” Because of course he wanted her to be happy. The poor bastard was in love 
with her. After another moment, she says, “I’m gonna get out now, so turn around.” 


That devilish smirk returns as he turns his back again. “Sure...” 


The good news was, that the cold water really did make her feel better. She was far more 
relaxed and didn’t feel like she was going to faint when she stood up. The bad news was, it 
was so relaxing that her limbs felt like jelly. 


“Shit.” She curses and plops back into the water before she can actually fall. There was 
nothing around her that she could grip onto because the walls were completely smooth. 


“Are you okay?” Kilgrave was on the edge of standing up when he hears this. 


“Yeah. I’m fine! I just...” Her teeth clench and she growls at herself when she makes 
another failed attempt. 


“Jessica... if you need help —” 
When he stands up, her eyes widen. “Don’t you dare turn around!” 


He stays facing the wall, but doesn’t sit back down. “If you can’t get up on your own, then 
I’m going to have to help you. You know that, right?” 


“T can get up on my own! Don‘ turn around.” She hisses, going up on her knees to see if 
there was an easier method. 


But at the next sound of the water sloshing in the tub, he sighs and disobeys her. Seeing 
her naked again, his eyes flash, but he lets his calm state remain as he makes his way over to 
her. “Jessica ~” 
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“You asshole!” A whimper escapes as she sits back down to try and cover herself with the 
diminishing soap bubbles. 


He pays no mind and only comes closer. Since the tub was exceedingly large, he pulls up 
the bottom of his trousers and steps into the water in front of her. It’s obvious she was going 
to continue arguing, so he says, “Let me help you.” 


“Okay.” A sensitive blush rises to her cheeks as she extends her hand to his. 


He smiles and takes her hand, pulling her up to her feet in one swift motion. It happened 
all too quickly, however, and she slips back down again. Except this time, she takes him down 
with her, both of them splashing back into the water, that overflowed over the sides of the tub. 
She squeaks and he gasps as they fall back together. 


Instinctively, Jessica frantically tries to stand up again on her own, but Kilgrave simply 
starts to laugh. The soapy water beads off his chest and soaks his pants and he watches as she 
struggles to get up. 


“Kilgrave!” She whines although she meant to snap at him. She was naked for god’s sake, 
and he was laying there, laughing at the situation. 


As she manages to get on her feet again, he sweeps under her legs with his, making her 
collapse on top of him, more waves of water spilling onto the floor. In an instant, he rolls her 
over, so she’s below him, unable to control the fit of laughs that he seemed to be having. His 
body naturally settled between her legs, and there was only a thin layer of water separating 
his chest and her breasts. 


She inhales sharply and there’s almost a sense of playfulness in her eyes, as his hysteria 
dies down to small chuckles. Everything happened so fast and it was unmistakable that both 
of them felt the recognizable intimacy, lingering from their past relationship. The rare 
moments when they laughed together. Genuinely laughed together. His smile fades 
completely when his eyes meet hers. It’s dead silent in the moment that his hand finds hers 
and they interlock fingers, before he kisses her, slow but hard. Her head tilted upward and her 
lips part as his tongue enters her mouth. It appeared as though her body was on autopilot, 
kissing him back without missing a beat, her hips just barely shifting under him. 


There was no way of telling how long this went on for, but Jessica’s dream-like state didn’t 
last forever. What snaps her out of it is when his hand leaves hers, and wanders away to trace 
the side of her waist. Despite her lack of strength, she pushes his chest away from her and 
slides herself backwards, gasping for breath. “What the hell?!” Saying that she felt vulnerable 
was an understatement, and the shock shows in her expression. 


Initially, he seems just as shocked as her, and stares back, tilting his head to the side, water 
dripping off his body. “Sorry...?” But he really had no clue what he was apologizing for. 


What just happened?! 


“You need to tell him that he can leave.” Jessica sighs from the couch, watching as the 
young doctor starts to clean up the water on the bathroom floor. 
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“Well, if you want to take his place, be my guest. But currently, he’s cleaning up the mess 
you made.” Kilgrave grins at her, drying his hair with a towel. 


“The mess I made?! You’re joking.” 
“Not really.” His grin widens. 


“T told you not to fucking turn around, so whose fault is that?!” She could feel her body 
flushing at the thought of whatever occurred in that room. It was horrifying... and 
embarrassing, and she wished that it was a memory he would tell her to forget. 


“You needed help and you know it. Besides, you were the one who pulled me down into 
the water with you.” He teases, subconsciously licking his lips. 


She decides to stop responding before he mentions what took place after that. Especially in 
front of Ruby. 


Because while Jessica was on the couch, Ruby was in a chair watching their exchange 
silently. Silent, but extremely attentive. And sure, Jessica would have loved to get another jab 
at her jealousy, but what happened in there was not something she wanted public. It would 
send the entirely wrong message. 


At Jessica’s lack of response, he smiles before throwing on a dry T-shirt. It had been a fair 
amount of time since he left her, so he motions to Ruby and says softly, “Come here.” When 
she stands up and makes her way to him, she lowers her head. ‘Hey... “He whispers, making 
sure Jessica can’t hear and cups Ruby’s chin, causing her eyes to meet his.” I’m sorry I was so 
harsh on you.’ His thumb grazes over her lower lip in a manner that he knew she loved. “I 
was just worried, and stressed. It’s not your fault.” He leans down and kisses the shell of her 
ear. “You can talk...” 


A chill shoots down her spine from his breath on her skin, and she whispers back, “I don’t 
like when you’re angry with me.” She admittedly starts to melt from the touch of his lips. 


“IT know darling. It’s okay now.” He trails kisses down the side of her neck, and she 
instantly whimpers, worshipping his body again. His sweet, wet kisses meet her lips, and she 
grips his shirt, never able to resist him. 


Jessica wrinkles her nose, and contemplates throwing another pen. “You two make me 
sicker than I already am.” 


Kilgrave pulls back and smirks at her, his mood intensely beaming now. “Jess, you don’t 
have to be so bitter all the time.” 


“Are you two aware that you literally have your own room, and it’s completely 
unnecessary to be torturing me with the sight of this, right?” She rolls her eyes and turns her 
back to them, laying down while scrolling through her phone. 


He just smiles and kisses Ruby again before saying, “I’m going to call for some room 
service. I’m sure both of you are hungry.” 


Ruby purrs a little and mutters to him what she wants to eat, making Jessica turn back to 
face them. 


“Do I get a say in what I want?!” 
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“Nope.” Kilgrave grins and goes into the other room to get on the phone. 
“Asshole,” Jessica grumbles under her breath, watching Ruby sit back down. 


She looked like a hunter, ready to shoot her prey and when Kilgrave is out of earshot, she 
nearly growls. “Whatever bullocks you’re trying to pull, isn’t going to work.” 


Jessica scoffs and goes back to looking at her phone. “I didn’t fucking ask for this, okay? I 
don’t want him doing this for me, any more than you do, so lay off.” 


“Oh cut the shit!” She snaps, glancing over her shoulder to make sure she remained 
unheard. “I saw the way you two came out of the bathroom together! Don’t insult my 
intelligence and pretend you’re not running something!” 


“Clearly, you have no intelligence because I’m not running anything! I didn’ ask for this! 
It’s his goddamn decision to treat me like this. Take your problems to him!” 


Before she can get another word in, Kilgrave returns and glances between the two of them. 
“Having an interesting conversation?” He asks, raising his eyebrow. 


“Ask her.” Jessica snarls. 


The rest of the day was fairly quiet. 


Kilgrave hand-fed Jessica some soup, despite extreme protest on her side and extreme 
pouting on Ruby’s side. 


Doctor Sawyer was finally dismissed later in the evening, once Jessica’s fever came down, 
her stitches were cleaned, and she was actually able to digest food. 


She was more than relieved when she could stand up and move around on her own. 


The interaction they had in the bathroom was kept private, but the conversation stuck with 
both of them, and Jessica’s thoughts on the subject of Ruby were changing. That’s why 
Kilgrave cared about her. Whether she was reckless or not, probably didn’t have very much to 
do with it. Because she gave him something real. She wanted him. She accepted him. It was 
more than Jessica could say about herself. 


When nightfall came around, Jessica wandered through the kitchen, and the moment she 
even glances at the mini bar, Kilgrave seems to appear out of nowhere. “I don’t think so.” 


She doesn’t look at him and just sighs dramatically. “I told you. I’m fine now.” 


“T’m not going to let you ruin this by drinking. You’ll thank me tomorrow when you still 
feel okay.” 


“You’re treating me like I’m a child.” 
“Just this morning, you couldn’t even walk in a straight line. You need to take it slowly.” 


“I’m. Fine.” She insists, turning to meet his unconvinced gaze. To prove it, she grinds her 
teeth, clenches her fists, and swiftly draws back her hand before she punches the wall next to 
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him. It hurt a considerable amount more than it should have, but nevertheless, there was a 
gaping hole from where she hit. 


A smile spreads across her face at the proof that she had her strength back. Yeah. She 
would be completely healthy by the time tomorrow morning came. 


Author’s notes: 
#NotARapist probably didn’t surprise you. 


Although, if I was Kilgrave, and I thought she really did have the flu, I’d be worried about 
getting sick after making out with her in the bath! LOL 


What was that all about anyway? (food for thought) 
But I liked his little explanation about Ruby. Puts things in perspective, huh? 


I know the ending doesn’t really indicate where the story is going next, but here’s a heads 
up: We’re (most likely) gonna skip some days just so I can keep the plot moving and we 
aren’t staying stagnant. 


Thanks as always! 
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29. Pretty Little Puppets 


Author’s notes: 


Lemme start by saying this entire chapter takes place in the past, and there are no present 
moments. 


That being said, I have to give a strong caution reminder to my readers. As we know, 
their past is very dark, and there is non-con/rape. 


If you are very uncomfortable with this topic, or reading it in detail, then I’ll tell you that 
this chapter is not completely essential to know moving forward. (Meaning you won’t be 
confused in the story if you skip it). There are just a few elements I wanted to highlight, 
however, and if you don’t read it, you can skip down to the author’s notes at the bottom and 
T’ll let you know what I was trying to express. 


*****Five months after Kilgrave and Jessica met***** 
“You look absolutely stunning.” Kilgrave breathes against the back of her neck. 


Jessica fiddles with her heavy jewel necklace as she looks at herself in the mirror. She 
couldn’t even recognize herself anymore. 


She wore a long black dress, that hovered over the ground when she walked, with a slit 
that came up to her mid thigh. It wasn’t skin tight, but it fit her perfectly, and there was a light 
gray pattern, lining the low curving neckline, which pleased Kilgrave. Her makeup was very 
particular for this event. Thin black eyeliner, a strip of purple eyeliner for the wings, and dark 
violet eye-shadow. 


This was who she was now. Kilgrave’s pretty little puppet. 


Her eyes shift to him in the mirror, as he wraps his arms around her waist and pulls her 
back into his chest. His open kisses on the back of her neck gave her goosebumps, for a 
different reason than he believed, so he smiles at her through the reflection. 


“Kilgrave?” Her soft voice is nearly drowned out by the noise around them. 
“Yes, darling?” He doesn’t stop kissing her. 
“Where are we?” She mutters. 


She remembered him saying something about a trip or an outing or something over dinner, 
but her mind was blank. Even the travel to get to whatever place this was felt hazy. Like she 
was seeing and hearing the information, but her brain wasn’t processing it. She discovered 
that effect would occur after a string of commands were given with no break, and there was 
no room for individual thought. 
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He frowns for a second, but doesn’t dwell on it. “We’re on a cruise. This is a celebration!” 
He smiles again and spins her around. 


That would explain the constant rocking she felt, and the fact that outside this room, 
elegant people were talking and laughing together. Next, she asks, “A celebration for what?” 


This time, he laughs and shrugs. “I’m not sure. We didn’t really get an invitation.” 
It wasn’t at all funny to her, but she smiles anyway before he has to tell her to. 
*aKKEDRETTY LITTLE PUPPETS***** 


After leaving the room together, they wander around, holding hands, interrupting 
conversations, drinking fine champagne, and ‘enjoying’ each other’s company. When about 
an hour of social activities passes, there was a classical singing concert in the main hall, 
where Kilgrave forcefully gained front row seats. 


Jessica didn’t like the sound of classical music, but she wasn’t sure how Kilgrave felt 
about it, so she smiles and claps at the appropriate times just like everyone else. 


There were only a few songs left in the program, but Kilgrave had a malevolent idea in 
mind. “Jessica...” he leans in and whispers to her, “... don’t stand up, and take off your 
underwear.” 


Without a second thought, she slides her hands up the side of her dress as discreetly as 
possible and works her panties down her legs and over her heels, holding them absently. 


“Give it to me.” He grins as she hands it over and he puts it in his jacket pocket. “Good 
girl. Now, touch yourself. Quietly Jessica. Don’t draw attention, but J want to hear you.” 


There was no time or way to protest before she glides her left hand up the slit of her dress, 
and rubs her clit with her hand. Her breathing hitches, and she starts to whimper, letting her 
head lay on his shoulder so he can hear her noises. 


It had gotten to the point in their ‘relationship’ that he didn’t have to tell her to enjoy any 
type of sexual activity together. She just did. It was easier to live that way, than it was to try 
and resist. Occasionally, the thought of their sex made her feel like she was going to vomit. 
How could she allow herself to be aroused by him?! How could she betray herself like 
that...? But in the moment, she had no room for protest, or the terrifying thoughts about what 
was really happening. She was already broken, and those thoughts would only break her 
more. 


“Mmm...” He licks his lips, inhaling her scent deeply, his voice husky when he whispers, 
“T want you to be nice and ready for me tonight.” 


A song goes by, and after the initial fondling, she pushes her middle finger into herself, 
and lets out a shriveled cry of pleasure against his neck, biting the collar of his shirt. She was 
so wet... it was embarrassing. Her other hand weakly tugs at his jacket, self-conscious about 
if others were watching. 


Another song, and another finger. 


Kilgrave’s erection forces him to shift the way he’s sitting, his hand stroking and caressing 
the tops of her breasts. When he hears the way her moans become shallow and her whimpers 
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last longer, he says, “Stop.” That sound was very familiar to him now and he wanted her to 
wait. “Don’t come. I want the pleasure of doing that myself.” 


Her hand abruptly stops and leaves her sex throbbing for release, and her whining 
indicates her discomfort. 


This only makes him smile more. “Soon.” He whispers and kisses her forehead, while 
pulling her hand out from under her dress. He looks her right in the eye as he licks the taste of 
herself off her fingers. The concert had finished, and the space was beginning to clear, the two 
of them more alone with every passing second. There was no chance to take her away to bed 
to finish what they started, because they’ re interrupted. 


“Hey! You two are the ones who took our seats for the concert! We had ’em saved!” A 
broad bloke breaks in front of them with a young woman by his side. 


Kilgrave lets go of Jessica’s hand, and gives this man a single glance, nothing more. There 
was no emotion at all in his voice when he says, “Jessica? Would you be a dear for me? 
Throw him overboard.” 


She’s on her feet in a fraction of a second, grabbing the man by his shirt. With only one 
hand, she drags him out of the glass door and onto the deck. 


“What the... what the fuck is —’ That was all he had time to react with, before Jessica 
effortlessly flings him over the side of the railing. 


They were on the third level of the cruise ship, so when he hits the water, he hits it hard. 


The moment the action is carried out, Jessica’s eyes widen and she desperately peers over 
the edge. That fall could have killed him, and he hadn’t re-surfaced yet. Please, please, 
please... She thinks, waiting for the ripples to clear. When the man’s head pops up, he gasps 
and Jessica lets out a sigh of relief. Knowing he could swim, she finds her way back to 
Kilgrave. She hadn’t killed a man. Not today. 


However, her discontent feeling worsens when she sits back down next to him. The young 
woman who was left behind was now the focus of Kilgrave’s attention. She was about the 
same size as Jessica, but she was the blonde haired, blue eyed type, with a cherry red dress 
on. Kilgrave brushes her hair back and caresses her cheek at the same time. 


Jessica frowns. For more than one reason. 


But Kilgrave is glowing when he turns back to her. “Thank you.” He kisses her quickly to 
show his appreciation for nearly killing a man. 


“You’re welcome...” She mutters, semi-automatically. 


He smiles like a boy on Christmas morning. “Look who I found. She’s beautiful, isn’t she? 
I think she’ ll be joining us tonight.” 


Jessica looks at the woman, who was smiling at him, lightly touching his clothes. And 
through that smile, she saw herself. The glazed over panic that she felt when she first met 
him. 


She wouldn’t wish this on anyone else, so she tries to show her distress in the way she 
responds, whimpering, “She’s... she’s joining us?” 
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But these signs were easy to misinterpret. “Hmm. Jessie ~” He purrs her pet name slowly. 
“Are you jealous?” 


What? The word didn’t compute with her. Who? Jealous of who? Huh? Why? She stares at 
him blankly, having no response to his question. 


Her silence was answer enough, and he grins with pride. “Oh... you’ve always been so 
insecure, haven’t you?” Standing up, he extends his hands to both of them. “Come on.” 
Jessica stands on his right, and the blonde on his left. In silence, they shuffle along beside 
him, as he leads them back to their private room. 


The moment he closes the door, his entire demeanor changes. He’s dark. And his eyes 
blaze with arousal, and... brutality. “We’re going to have a little fun together, ladies.” They 
hadn’t started anything yet, and he was already growling. 


Jessica swallows hard, fiddling with her necklace again. “Have... have I done something 
wrong?” 


“Today, you haven’t done anything wrong. Today.” He stresses with a cynical smile. He 
turns to the other woman and instructs her to take off all her clothes and lay on the bed. While 
she does that, he bends down and lifts the bottom of Jessica’s dress, delicately spreading 
kisses over her body as he stands back up. He was pleased to feel that she was still wet as he 
peels her out of her clothes. He kisses the side of her neck and takes off her bra next, 
continuing with, ‘Today, you’ve been flawless.’ She inhales sharply as he feels her breasts 
and his teeth graze over her collarbone. “But do you remember what we discussed a couple 
weeks ago?” 


Jessica visibly tenses. No, no, no. She hoped that if she behaved well enough, she could 
make up for it, and he’d eventually forgive and forget. Obviously, by his tone, she was not 
forgiven. “Yes... but I’ve been good.” Her voice strains not to sound shattered. 


“Yes... you have. But what did I tell you that day? Hmm?” He steps back from her, and 
eyes her naked body as he shrugs off his jacket. 


Standing petrified, she peers at him nervously. “You said you’d punish me later... that you 
needed to think of something perfect.” 


“Well, I have thought of something perfect.” Jerking his tie undone, he starts opening his 
shirt, and instructs Jessica to sit in the armchair, facing the bed. He stands on the side so he 
can face her, and glances down at the naked blonde with a grin. “Remind me again. What was 
your offense?” 


“T stopped eating. I didn’t eat for three days straight, and just pretended to be full, or sick 
the whole time.” Her voice quivers with every word. 


“Now, tell me again. Why did you do that?!” He clenches his jaw and throws his shirt 
down. Twenty minutes ago, everything was fine, but now the rage from her defiance returns 
just as furiously as it came before. 


“T was trying to starve myself. I wanted to get ill so you wouldn’t keep me anymore.” His 
belt snaps open and she flinches at the sound. 
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“Have you learned your lesson?!” His trousers and his pants drop to the floor, and he 
climbs on the bed, spreading the woman’s legs open, so he can kneel between them. 


“Yes.” She mutters without confidence, her heart pounding. 


“You see, I’m not so sure that you have.” Leaning down, he whispers to the stunned 
woman, “You’re going to enjoy this.” 


“[’m going to enjoy this.” Her eagerness for him starts to show in her body language, 
occasionally letting out small whines. 


“We're going to play a game now, Jessica. It’s called ‘Copycat’. It’s your punishment.” He 
looks at her in complete seriousness. “Everything I do to her, you will image me doing to you. 
In vivid detail. You’ll feel it. You’re going to think about every time I made you come, 
because I want you to want it. Do you understand how to play?” 


“Yes...” Jessica whimpers, looking on in horror. 


“Then let’s get started.” The first thing he does is lean over the woman and kiss her on the 
lips, aggressively slow. 


He had never told her to do anything like this before, but the effect it had on her was 
agonizing. When she sees their tongues rubbing together, she could taste him. Reminiscing in 
the way he had done the same thing with her, on countless occasions. As she watches, her 
tongue moves on its own, her mouth hanging open, practically drooling for him. It was 
pathetic. 


When he turns and looks at her, he smirks, loving the way she looked in this moment. 
Next, he kisses down the blonde’s chest, and hungrily sucks on her nipples, twisting each one 
between his teeth. He really had no interest in the body below him, because watching Jessica 
was much more exciting. 


Without being touched, her nipples harden and she gasps, squeezing her legs together. As 
he slides backwards on the bed and his lips kiss the inside of someone else’s thighs, she 
whimpers and moves her hips in the chair, desperate for real friction, still aching from her last 
denied release. 


Kilgrave sees this anxious behavior and shakes his head. “New rule. Spread your legs 
open. All the way over the armrests, and leave them there.” 


Obeying, she tries to bite her lip to keep in her desperate noises. But when he starts to lick 
her clit, pressing his tongue between the woman’s folds, she audibly moans, her hand 
instinctively reaching between her legs. 


“Ah ah ah. No cheating.” He interjects. “You can’t touch yourself either.” He makes sure 
she’s watching before he pushes his finger into the victim, while his tongue teases her. 


And at the thought of that feeling, she can’t keep it in. “Please, please...” Her moans are 
weak and full of anxiety. “Please Kilgrave... I don’t want to play anymore.” 


“That’s too bad darling. You should have thought about that before you pulled that little 
stunt.” He growls and makes the movement of his hand faster, adding another finger. 
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With only a virtual feeling, and no real sensation, it drove her crazy. Her hips shift 
hopelessly and her hands grip the side of the chair. “Please... please Kilgrave. I’m sorry... I 
can’t...” She continues to beg, but he keeps going. 


He only decides to stop when the blonde is at the edge of her release. Denying her that as 
well. She whines, but he tells her to be quiet now, focusing back on Jessica. 


She was completely undone. Her body was trembling, while every movement she made 
was a waste of energy. There was no satisfaction. Just longing. Longing for sex. Longing for 
him. It was sickening. 


Pulling his mouth away and his fingers out, he glares at her darkly. “Having fun yet?” 
Her answer was a prolonged whimper. 


“Tt’s frustrating, isn’t it?” He asks rhetorically, his hand beginning to stroke his cock. 
‘Believe it or not, we’re not done yet.’ Seeing the look on her face, he smirks. “Time for the 
bonus round. Do you remember what I said I wanted to do the night you confessed?” 


Her blood turns hot and her lungs work tirelessly to control her breathing. “Yes...” 
“Tell me.” 
“You said you wanted to spank me...” 


“That’s right. So here are your two option. One, you can quit the game, right now, and get 
ready for bed. No more sex. Just... nothing. But if you chose to quit, she has to take your 
spanking for you. Option two, she gets to leave, and you take your own spanking, like a big 
girl.” The expression on his face is devious, but amused. “And if you take it well, P’ll give 
you that orgasm that you so desperately want right now.” 


She doesn’t have to hesitate. It was a clear choice. No way in hell she would choose 
differently. “Option two.” 


“Mmm... decisive. You must be aching for me.” He grins and stands up off the bed. 


He hastily tells the woman to get up and get dressed. On her way out, he reminds her not 
to mention this event to anyone. When he calls for Jessica to come to bed, she goes on her 
forearms and knees without being told. He had never spanked her before, and probably never 
would again, but it didn’t surprise her that he wanted to. It fit his character, in a perfectly 
unpleasant way. 


Placing a soft kiss on her lower back, he kneels behind her. “So... for your offense, how 
many do you think you deserve?” 


She swallows hard. Undershoot, and he’ll make it unreasonably high. Overshoot, and 
she’ll be taking hits she doesn’t need. “Fifteen...” She mutters, timidly. 


“Fifteen? Really?” He laughs a bit, caressing her with his palm. “I would have chosen a 
number under ten, but if you think that’s what you deserve...” 


There’s no stopping her whimper. “No... I —”’ But his hand had already reared back and 
smacked her hard, the sound of him hitting her was loud and firm. “Ah!” She cries and grips 
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the sheet under her, squeezing her eyes shut. She was used to pain, much worse than this. But 
the circumstances she was in made it sting more than it should have. 


The noise she makes causes him to groan. “Jessie, that’s only one. You’re going to have to 
endure much more than that.” He plants a single kiss on her burning skin, before hitting her 
again. 


“Uh!” Two. Three. Four. Five... 


And on until he counted fifteen for her, the palm of his hand as red as her arse. The 
moment he’s done, he rolls her onto her back, and eagerly presses his body against hers. 


“You did so well.” He gleams proudly. Between kisses, he breathes, “What have you 
learned today?” 


Her hips involuntarily push up to his. “I will never do anything to upset you again.” That, 
of course, was a lie. But her situation was enough for her to keep quiet. 


Her answer pleased him, so with that, he was inside her. It didn’t take much for each of 
them to reach their climax, due to the rather intense foreplay. 


And when it’s over, he coils around her and whispers sweet-nothings to her until he falls 
asleep. 


A soft smile forms on Jessica’s lips as she looks up at the dark ceiling, a single tear, 
dropping onto her pillow. 


Author’s notes pt. 2: 


So yeah... I think exploring their past just helps give a base to my version of the 
characters, and I’m always interested in what exactly they used to do. 


The main point I wanted to make here is that as their relationship went on, sex wasn’t 
always necessarily forced. As in he didn’t really have to tell her to do certain things, seeing as 
she knew she would have to do them anyway, which was illustrated in chapter 3. 


But what he did in this chapter, was use sex as a weapon against her, which is a type of 
abuse that I hadn’t really brought up before. He would put her in uncomfortable sexual 
situations, and leave her there as punishment, to get her to be more obedient. It’s simply a 
different type of control, which can be judged the same way his power works. 


I believe that’s important to know moving forward, so that “sexual tension” can mean a lot 
of different things. 


Keep your minds open and keep on interpreting. I’m not here to give you all the answers :) 


Back to the present next chapter. Some honest conversations and clarity for the future to 
come. Thanks guys! 
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30. Worth a Shot 


Chapter Thirty: Worth a Shot 

Day Twenty-Eight: 

“Glad to see you’re feeling better.” Kilgrave says, watching Jessica eat a quick breakfast. 
“Viruses don’t keep me down for long.” She replies, putting her coffee in a cup to go. 
“Have important plans today?” 

“Why do you care?” Raising her eyebrow, she throws on her jacket. 

“Is it a crime to be curious, Jessica?” He sits down on the sofa with the TV remote. 


“In your case, yes.” She shakes her head, but figures she might as well tell him. ‘I’m going 
back to work. So I can get a case that I can actually finish.’ He frowns and opens his mouth, 
but she stops him. “Yeah, no. I haven’t forgotten that you killed my client’s dad, and then 
covered it up.” She flashes a sarcastic smile and closes the door hard on her way out. 


{Where are you? — K} — 5:02pm. 


Jessica hisses when her phone buzzes, especially when she sees who it’s from. Now wasn’t 
really a good time. She had kind of broken into someone’s apartment. {Do I have to answer 
that? — J} — 5:04pm. 


{You can answer that, or you can tell me what you’re doing. One or the other. — K} — 
5:04pm. 


{I’m in the apartment of a potentially dangerous robber. — J} — 5:05pm. {Happy now? — 
J} — 5:05pm. 


{I want you to meet me for dinner. — K} — 5:06pm. 

{? — J} — 5:07pm. {Why would I do that?! — J} — 5:07pm. 

{I don’t want to order you, Jessica. — K} — 5:07pm. 

{Bullshit. — J} — 5:08pm. 

{This is important. — K} — 5:08pm. 

{Oh, isn’t it always?! — J} — 5:08pm. 

{I need to see you today. — K} — 5:08pm. 

{Last time you said that, you called me over so you could brainwash me. — J} — 5:09pm. 


{This is different. — K} — 5:10pm. 
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{That’s supposed to convince me?! — J} — 5:10pm. 

{I told you. I’m not going to order you. — K} — 5:13pm. 

{No. You said you “don’t want to”. — J} — 5:13pm. 

{I’m not going to. — K} — 5:14pm. 

{Great! Bye! — J} — 5:14pm. 

{I'll be at the Avenue restaurant at 6:30. I hope I see you there. — K} — 5:15pm 


“So goddamn dramatic.” She rolls her eyes to herself, and snaps of few pictures of her 
surroundings, before heading back out the broken door. 


It looked like Jessica fell out of the sky when she showed up at the front of the restaurant 
where Kilgrave was standing. 


“Did you just jump here?” He questions, furrowing his eyebrows and looking around. 


“Relax. No one here pays attention to anything, and if they do, they don’t give a shit.” She 
sighs, pushing her hands into her pockets. Something about the way he was leaning up against 
the wall made him look... kinda pitiful. And he doesn’t move to the door since she’s arrived. 
“What are we doing standing outside?” 


He stands up straight now and shrugs. “I’m not hungry.” 
She raises her eyebrow. “Yeah? Neither am I.” 


“Good.” His voice sounded heavy, as he turns away from her and just starts walking down 
the sidewalk. 


What the hell?! She doesn’t move for a second, but ends up trotting after him. “Where are 
you going?!” 


He doesn’t even turn back, but he slows his pace. “There’s a park nearby.” 
When she catches up, she utters, “It’s freezing out here.” 

“Do you mind?” 

“Not really.” 

“Okay.” 

She looks at him for a good while as they walk. What was wrong with him? 
Reaching the park, he says, “I didn’t think you would come.” 


“Neither did I.” She admits. “But I can’t avoid you forever, and as long as Ruby wasn’t 
coming...” She trails off, receiving a suspiciously calm glance from him. 


With a sigh, he mutters, “I lied to her.” 
“To Ruby?” 
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He nods, but doesn’t say any more. 
Something weird was happening. Why was he so quiet? “Okay... what did you lie about?” 


“T told her I was going out to get a surprise for her.” He laughs, in a shameful way and 
stops abruptly at a bench, sitting down. 


Jessica hesitantly sits next to him. “Why?” 


His head tilts up to the sky and he slumps where he sits. “Because I need to talk to you. 
For real this time. A proper conversation, no outside opinions. Just us.” 


When he stops, she glances to her side at him, wishing he would just spit it out. “Okay ~. 
A conversation about what?” 


He doesn’t look at her. “Our future.” 
She scoffs. “Our future. Right.” 


“T’m serious, Jessica.” This time, he levels his head and turns to her. “The way we’re going 
now... I don’t like it.” 


“You don’t like it?” There’s a quick rise in her volume, but she brings it back down. “Do 
you see... do you even understand the position I’m in?” 


“TI...” He stops himself, trying to gather his thoughts, looking away from her again. 
There’s a considerable pause before he asks, “What do you think of me?” 


She gazes at him as if he’s joking. “Really? How the hell am I supposed to answer that 
question?!” 


His eyes don’t connect with hers. “I’m not sure.” 


Letting out a loud sigh, she slumps back to match his posture. “What I think of you...” 
There was an endless amount of ways that she could have responded, but she chooses the one 
she thinks he needs to hear. “I think you’re a victim of your own power.” When he actually 
looks at her, she goes on. “Ever since you got this power, and you were on your own, you 
were trained and conditioned by nature, and human instinct alone. Nothing more. Meaning, 
you did what you felt like you needed to, and what you wanted to. And you got away with it, 
because no one could stop you. 


“But humans are not born morally good. It’s actually quite the opposite. Human instinct is 
greed and selfishness, and sex drive, and luxury. So you were right in a sense. No one taught 
you that you can’t live on entirely what you feel. After a few decades of doing whatever the 
hell you wanted, it’s going to take a long, long time for you to reverse that thought process. 
You act impulsively, because before, you had no reason to question that impulsivity. Your 
power controls people, and I think it’s safe to assume that this entire time, it’s had some 
amount of control over you. 


“And yet, this forgives nothing. Because you’re the one speaking the words, corrupting 
people’s lives. And especially now, you know damn well that what you’ve been doing is 
wrong. Whatever shit’s in your head, telling you that it’s okay to murder people, you need to 
fight it. Try harder. Because to me, it looks like you haven’t been trying at all.” When she’s 
done, she turns back to face the walkway, inhaling deeply. 
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He had listened to her intently, and his expression reflects one of pain. “I am trying.” 
Jessica laughs faintly, shaking her head. “I’d rather see it than hear it.” 

There’s another stretch of verbal absence. “Do you know what my goal is? With you?” 
She raises her eyebrow. “Umm... to make me fall in love with you?” 

“No.” He bluntly states. “Right now, my goal is to get you to stop hating me.” 

“Yeah? How’s that working out so far?” 


“Jessica ~” He whines. “I... I need to be given a second chance. I know this can be 
different...” 


She spins and looks at him gradually. “You want a second chance? Kilgrave, you’ve been 
given a thousand second chances. Your entire life is composed of them. And I gave you a 
second chance. You had that when we got here. But once again, you blew it.” 


There’s a short disconnect as he watches people walk by. “How many times do I have to 


” 


“Say sorry?” She interrupts. “I don’t know. Maybe if you keep saying it till you’re dead...” 
When she sees his expression, she tries to hold back a smirk. “Okay, what am I supposed to 
do with an apology?” 


He shrugs and sighs, so she goes on. 


“That past... our past... it haunts me, Kilgrave. When I look at you... I’m reminded of 
everything you did to me... everything you made me do... the person you turned me into. I 
lost my identity. The only time I could really find part of myself was when I was drunk! Does 
that make any sense to you? I can’t go back to the way I was before I met you, because you 
erased that me... she doesn’t exist anymore. An apology can’t bring her back...” 


“T know.” He says softly, and it’s clear he’s being sincere. “I thought about what you said 
this morning. But I don’t know what to do now to lighten the tone between us.” 


Silently, she glares at him as if he already had the answer. 

He sighs heavily, answering her unspoken thought. “I can’t just throw Ruby out... I can’t.” 
This time, she’s the one that says softly, “I know.” 

“What?” 


“Ruby is most definitely a demented, venomous, sadistic, psychopath bitch, but I don’t 
think you have the option of pushing her out of your life. Not completely.” In her head, it was 
clear what Jessica was getting at, but she knew it probably wasn’t for him. 


Sex. Because Jessica sure wasn’t going to have sex with him. And evidently, he needs sex. 
Or at least he behaves like he does. It’s rare that he goes a single day in his life without it. If 
Jessica wasn’t going to, who would? What are the chances that Mr. Impatient would be able 
to find someone willing before he commanded them?! Slim to none. And rape was not an 
option. So if Ruby sticking around meant that no one else got rapes, so be it. But of course, 
there had to be boundaries. 
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Kilgrave seems rather shocked by this. “You think it’s okay for her to stay?” 


“Oh calm down, I’m not giving you my blessing.” She rolls her eyes. “I’m saying that 
since she’s staying, there needs to be some type of ground rules.” 


“Meaning?” 


“You need to get her under control, because right now, she’s dictating too much of your 
life.” 


This time, he laughs. “Ruby is not dictating anything I do.” 

Jessica presses her lips to a hard line. “You seriously believe that?” 
“Yes... no one’s died since...” He shrugs and trails off. 

“How many people have ‘died’ since you met her?” 

His body becomes rigid and he waits, not saying anything. 


Having pretty much expected this, she scoffs. “I figured. If you won’t tell me, then answer 
this for yourself. How many of those deaths were ‘suggested’ or provoked by her?” 


There’s only a subtle change in his expression. 


“How many people were you going to ignore, that are now seriously injured because she 
told you to do something?” His long-lasting silence was answer enough. “Exactly. It sounds 
like she’s the one giving the orders.” 


He stays looking out into the distance. “It’s not like that... it won't be like that.” 
Jessica sighs. “I wish I could believe you.” 

“How can I prove it?” 

She shrugs. 

“What if I keep Ruby honest with you and you can just hear about our day from her?” 


Wrinkling her nose, she says, “Oh god no. Half the time I’d just be getting details about 
your sex, and I’ve definitely heard enough of that.” She shakes her head. “Listen. I don’t want 
you to report things to me. The hurting and the killing just needs to stop. You already know 
that, so I’m not gonna try and drill it into your head anymore. But let’s be clear about 
something. If anything else like this shit happens again, and you lie to me about it, I will find 
out. You know I will eventually... and as you’ve seen, you can’t just cover that shit up.” 


Understanding, he slowly nods. 


“Tf I find out that you’ve lied to me again, I’m done.” Her words are suddenly much 
sharper. 


“Done?” He raises his eyebrows with concern. 


She nods. “Done. As in, I don’t care what you do to me, but I’m not going to play along. 
I’ll do everything you tell me to, and nothing more. I’ll simply be your puppet, and you’ll 
never have an honest conversation with me again. Is that what you want?” 
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He doesn’t have to hesitate for this. “No.” 


Laying her head back, she releases a short puff of breath, watching the warm air disperse. 
“A month ago, you would have answered differently.” 


There’s a small smirk on his face when he turns to her. “You’re probably right about that.” 
Her head levels so she can glare at him. “You’re an asshole.” 

He can’t help but chuckle. “You tend to say that a lot.” 

“Because it’s true.” 


“Jessica Jones,” he beams, “the day you stop calling me an asshole, will be the day aliens 
take over London.” 


She has to bite her tongue to stop herself from smiling, glancing up at the clear blue sky. 
“Nice try. Pick something less probable.” 


He laughs again and shrugs. “It was worth a shot.” 


“Don’t get used to this.” Jessica says, taking the rest of her whiskey down in one gulp. 


“What? I can’t buy you a drink every once in a while?” Kilgrave smiles, leaning against 
the bar. 


She scowls. “I’m buying you a drink. You don’t even have any money.” 
“Touché.” He laughs, finishing his martini. “Hungry for dinner yet?” 


Looking at him from the corner of her eye, she laughs in response. “With you? I don’t 
think so.” Seeing the way he pouts, she rolls her eyes. “Don’t you have somewhere to be 
anyway? It’s pretty late. I’m sure Little Miss Needy will be expecting you back with her 
‘surprise’ soon. What’s it gonna be? A stolen diamond?” 


He scoffs. “I’ll think of something later. I want to have dinner. With you.” 

“You realize that the whole dinner thing is void now, right? I’m not doing it anymore.” 
“Ever?! You’re never going to have dinner with me again?!” 

“Depends.” 

“On what?” 

She shrugs. 

Frowning, he asks, “Are there any other ‘void’ agreements you wanna tell me about?” 
“Well, you already know I’m not kissing you anymore.” 

“So what happened yesterday was just ~...” 


“A mistake.” She snaps, clutching her glass tighter. 
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“Alright, alright.” He puts his hands up with a smirk. “Fine. No more kisses. How about 
holding hands?” He teases, pretending to actually be hopeful. 


She glares at him, not finding it amusing. “How about you don’t touch me at all.” 


“Counter offer. How about I don’t touch you... until you clearly indicate that you want me 


to 
“How, when, and why the fuck would I ‘clearly indicate’ that?!” 


A grin spreads across his face. “I’m not sure Jessica. But I think that once you start 
trusting me again... anything’s possible.” 


“Yeah right.” She grumbles, looking away from him to quickly order another shot. 


Author’s note: 


I think this chapter was a necessary transition. Especially to show the contrast between the 
past (Pretty Little Puppets) and now. 


I know some people are gonna be annoyed that Ruby’s staying (LOL), but what Jessica is 
thinking is logical. 


Just an honest conversation, this chapter was kinda nice/relaxing. The next one should be 
fun. 


I love you guys! You mean so much to me! Have a good holiday break! 
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31. Bonding (More or Less) 


Day Thirty-Six: 


The hole in the wall, the dented bathtub, and the cracked glass in the room were all 
repaired now, per Kilgrave’s requests (demands). 


Jessica was out again, working cases most of her days. The work was paying well, and 
because she really didn’t need to buy anything, she was just stockpiling money. Nothing she 
could do about it. But working kept her out of the hotel, and she was grateful enough for that. 


Today, it was her next meeting with Victor, despite how disastrous the last one was. It was 
time to test cure 2.0. Yet, this time, Jessica promised herself that she wouldn’t get her hopes 
up, no matter what Victor said the chances were. 


When she sits on the table with her sleeve rolled up, Victor explained the changes he’s 
made in the past week. “I-I’ve coated the ch-chemical with a-a type of cellular-r gel, that sh- 
should help i-it go undetected b-by y-your white b-blood c-cells. T-the same function a- 
applies, h-however, s-so you’ll h-have to w-wait for the v-virus to be introduced-d again.” 
Jessica nods, allowing him to continue. “T-this addition gives y-you a h-higher chance o-of 


” 


“Stop.” She interrupts, shaking her head. ‘I don’t want to know the chance of success or 
failure, and I don’t want to know the risks either.’ Seeing the discontent on his face, she sighs, 
“Trust me. It’s better this way. And if it’ll help you relax, you can tell me the side effects after 
you give it to me. But I never want to know the chances of it working, okay?” 


He frowns deeply to show his disapproval. “B-but you n-need to know...” 
“Please Victor... this is important to me.” 
The frown doesn’t leave his face, but he hesitantly says, “O-okay.” 


Skipping straight to the end, he sticks the point of a fresh syringe into a small testing 
beaker, drawing up the yellow-ish grey liquid. After a few flicks to remove the air bubbles, he 
finds her vein and pokes the needle through her skin. When it’s emptied into her bloodstream, 
she tenses her muscles in anticipation of the intense pain that came last time. But now, the 
entry point just stung a little, and nothing more than that. 


She waits another minute to be sure and then sighs in relief. “That’s it?” 
Victor nods. “I-it shouldn’t b-burn at all.” 


“Tt doesn’t. Thankfully. So... is there anything else about this one that I should know 
about?” 


“N-nothing as s-severe a-as last time. Y-you might h-have a-a light headache, b-but t-that’s 
it.” 
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Smiling, she replies, “Great.” 


Even if this didn’t work again, she knew that with every trial, Victor would get closer to 
making it perfect. And at least this time, she wouldn’t get miserably sick and be bedridden, 
with Kilgrave hovering over her. 


Jessica’s lost relative case was almost closed, but her camera wasn’t where she usually left 
it. 
“Shit.” Since her secret was out about being a P.I., she had no need to hide her work, so 


she had been occasionally bringing her camera and files back to the hotel with her. She must 
have left it there last night. How ridiculously careless was that?! 


She decided to wait until the evening to go and get it, figuring there was no chance that the 
infamous couple was still there. And boy was she surprised when she swung the door open. 


Ruby was standing with a blouse and skirt on, pressed against the glass wall with her 
hands locked behind her head, as if she was about to be arrested. Unfortunately, that was not 
the case. 


“Don’t move.” Kilgrave breathes against her neck, prior to being interrupted, his hands 
reaching between their bodies to lift up her skirt. She lets out a pathetic whimper as he kisses 
her skin. 


Being cut short catches both of their attention. 


“Oh, goddamnit!” Jessica exclaims at the disgusting sight of them, almost immediately 
turning around. 


Kilgrave doesn’t seem as startled as Ruby, and he just stands up straight. “Jessica!” He 
seems vaguely playful as he lets go of Ruby’s clothing. “What are you doing here?” 


“Right now, I’m leaving!” Turning around, she pulls the door with her. 


“No no no. Wait!” She stops. ‘Come back.’ She back-tracks into the room. Kilgrave takes 
Ruby’s hands down, and pins them to the wall himself, showing Ruby that she still had his 
attention as well. He whispers something to her that was inaudible to Jessica, before he says, 
“Did you need something?” 


Jessica scoffs and looks at the two with a grimace. “I’m not answering that until you zip up 
your pants and put your fucking shirt on.” 


Smirking, he zips his trousers, but leaves his shirt on the ground, briefly wondering if she 
would comment on the panties by Ruby’s feet. “Will you answer me now?” 


She was fully prepared to leave without it, but now she just storms past him and reaches 
under the sofa, pulling out her camera. “Would it kill you to keep your sex life in the 
bedroom?!” She snarls, once she stands up. It was impossible not to cringe at the thought that 
they probably had sex all over the place. Even the couch that she slept on! 


“Not so fast.” Kilgrave stops her again, keeping Ruby where she was. “We might as well 
do it today, since you’re here.” It seemed like Ruby knew what he was referring to because 
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she gasps and faintly whines to show her resentment for it. 


“Do what?” Jessica inquires, suspicious of Ruby’s reaction. If this was some kind of three- 
way sex deal, she was going to scream. 


He whispers something else to Ruby and lets her hands down, being able to move and talk 
again, evidently. “Can we not?” Ruby mutters, although Jessica could hear her loud and clear. 


But Kilgrave had his mind set. “Since Ruby is pretty much here permanently, I think we 
should all have an outing together. You two can get to know each other better. It’ll be 
wonderful!” He was much too enthusiastic about this. 


“No way in hell. You must be out of your goddamn mind if you think —” 


He cuts Jessica off by putting his hand up. “I’m well aware that you two don’t get along 
very well, and I want to change that. Whatever we choose to do for the rest of the day, we do 
it together.” 


“T choose to go back to work, by myself!” 


“Not an option.” He smiles at her, then Ruby. “We should head out as soon as possible.” 
Bending down, he picks up his shirt, overconfident that this was going to be a good 
experience. 


Before he can put it on, Ruby stops him. She was very aware of the fact that she was 
speaking loud enough for Jessica to hear when she says, “We didn’t finish... I didn’t finish... 
I need this... please.” 


He sighs and looks her up and down, subconsciously licking his lips. “Fine.” He brushes 
against her thighs as he says, “Jessica, wait here for us. This shouldn’t take long.” The grin on 
his face is unmistakable as he takes Ruby’s hand and tugs her along to the bedroom. 


Jessica growls to herself about the situation, balling her fists. “You’ve gotta be fucking 
kidding me.” 


“Can we go to the spa?” Ruby asks Kilgrave, peering up at him as she squeezes his hand. 
“T could use a massage.” 


“Massages make me tense.” Jessica grumbles, shoving her hands into her pockets. 


Kilgrave rolls his eyes as they walk out of the hotel together. “Jessica, there has to be 
something that you’ll agree to for this to work.” 


“T think that we should go our separate ways and not see each other at all for the rest of the 
day.” 


“T actually agree with that.” Ruby scowls, shooting Jessica a look. 
“Not an option.” Kilgrave says, a little more sternly. 
“She’s not gonna want to do anything with us!” 


“T’ll tell you what. You pick something to do first, then Jessica can decide. Fair?” 
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“Nope.” Jessica pops the ‘p’ at the end. 

But Ruby yields. “Okay then, I think we should go —” 

“If you say shopping, I will throw something at you.” 

“Believe it or not, we do more than just shop all day!” Ruby grinds her teeth. 
“Yeah, like what?! Having sex in as many places you can think of?!” 

“Ruby, please finish your thought.” Kilgrave sighs, before they can yell anymore. 


“There’s a special display opening in the Whitechapel gallery today. I thought we’d go 
outbid some rich arseholes.” 


“Oh yes. I remember you telling me about that.” This seemed like a good idea to him, so 
he nods and pulls Ruby along while commanding Jessica, “Come on.” 


He had to be sure to hail a cab, because usually with Ruby, he just stopped the first person 
with an accessible car. When they arrive, Kilgrave tells the ticket collector to move along, 
getting a glare from Jessica. But he wasn’t going to let it bother him. 


The inside was fairly busy for an art exhibit, but apparently, there was some up-and- 
coming French artist that had her work up for sale. The pieces were a collection of 
photographs, paintings, and sculptures that ranged from £1,000 to £1,000,000. It was 
ridiculously overpriced, but the people there seemed interested and rich enough to afford 
anything. 


Jessica was curious about the photos, but Ruby and Kilgrave hung around the sculptures 
and paintings and she knew he wouldn’t let her wander off on her own. It didn’t help her 
experience that once again, she was underdressed and received dirty glances and whispers 
from the snobs around her. They pissed her off more than anything. 


Ruby stood in front of some abstract looking shit, where random colors were splattered on 
the canvas. The sale price was £15,000 and Ruby laughs aloud because it was a horrible piece 
of work that didn’t deserve to be bought by anyone for any price. 


“Look at this.” Ruby giggles, tugging on Kilgrave’s jacket sleeve. 


When he turns around, he laughs too, already thinking what she was thinking, like the two 
of them were connected. “Bloody hell, that’s awful...” 


She giggles again and before she can get another word in, the two silently turn their focus 
to the young gentleman beside them. 


He gasps in awe as if he had seen something beautiful, and quickly gets the attention of a 
nearby art distributor. “A Delacroix original for only £15,000?! I’ll take it!” His accent is 
thick and he sounds more northern than central. 


That’s when Ruby jumps in. The woman who worked for the gallery smiles, having made 
a sale, but she can’t close it before Ruby says, “We’ll buy it for £20,000.” 


Kilgrave seemed to be enjoying this game, and wraps his arm around Ruby, proudly. 


“Really?!” The woman’s felicity increases. 
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“What?!” The prick turns and glares at them. “I had it first!” 
“Yes, but we’re paying more than you.” Kilgrave smiles. 


“T’ll give you 25,000!” It seemed like he was exploding with the need to have this reckless 
piece of work. 


“30,000.” Ruby counters calmly, making the employees head spin. 
“40!” 

“50.” 

“60!” 

“We'll pay 100,000.” 


The man’s jaw drops as that was clearly out of his price range for such a small frame. Like 
a moody child, he doesn’t say anything else and just huffs, before pivoting on his heel and 
heading to the next room. 


The distributor was now bursting with joy, probably because she got some percentage of 
commission from whatever she helped sell. “Wow, umm, that is a very generous price you’ve 
offered. I can take you up to the front to pay and we’ll have someone package it for you right 
away!” 


Kilgrave beaming from the entertainment, says to her in a soft tone, “You know we already 
paid for this.” 


“Yes of course.” She nods and blushes a little from the command. 

“So don’t you think it should be packaged already?” 

“Oh! My apologies, sir. I’ll get on that right away.” She scurries around the corner. 
When she’s gone, Ruby stifles a laugh by biting her lip. “What should we do? Burn it?” 


His eyes light up at the thought, but Jessica was standing right behind them. “This is what 
you do all day?!” She leans up against a blank wall with her arms crossed. 


Kilgrave turns around, letting go of Ruby’s waist. He had almost forgotten she was here, 
and the purpose of this little outing. “More or less.” He answers cooly. “Not this specifically, 
but we have fun together. It’s entertaining.” 


“By ‘entertaining’ you mean stealing.” 


“Once again, you jump to conclusions. No one needs this, and you must already know that 
all this rubbish is overpriced.” 


“So that justifies this... how?!” 
“T’ll put it to good use. I’m sure someone random would love something worth £15,000.” 


“You’re telling me that after you’ve had a good laugh about outbidding someone, you’re 
gonna give it all away. Just like that.” She snaps her fingers on the emphasis, to which she 
receives and smile and a nod. “Steal from the rich and give to the middle class. 
Congratulations, you’re the new, uptight, British asshole, Robin Hood!” 
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He only finds this amusing, so he smirks. “I could get used to that title.” 


Hearing that makes her grind her teeth. “You’re a moron.” She stands up straight and 
quickly heads for the entrance to the next room. 


“Jessica ~” He purrs, “Don’t —” 
“Don’t go far? Yeah, I know.” 


Finally having room to breathe, she manages to find the photography section. Most of 
what she saw was pretty elementary stuff. Nature shots, fruit bowls, families, garden type 
bullshit. But something particular catches her eye. 


It was a small, black and white frame, set in the woods at winter time. The leaves on the 
ground had a fresh layer of snow over them and there were tiny frost crystals on the bark of 
the trees. The scene was centered around a young woman, laying up against a tree. Her right 
calf was cut open, and spilled blood from an obvious animal bite that was defined in the way 
her pants were ripped and the pattern of the cuts. It was clearly a painful situation, but the 
expression on her face didn’t resemble pain. 


Next to her, was a gray wolf, who glistened with a silver coat of fur, the signs of dark 
blood gathered around and dripped from his mouth. The animal that bit her. The animal that 
tore into her flesh. Yet this wolf didn’t stand in an aggressive attack pose. He was in a slanted 
position, to where the blades of his front legs pointed out of his back. He was bowing to her. 
His head low to the ground and his eyes peering upward. 


The woman’s hand was stretched out to him, and hovered only a few inches above his 
head. So in that still picture, one couldn’t be certain if her hand was coming or going, but to 
Jessica, it seemed apparent that she was reaching out to the animal. And through the agony of 
her wounds and the hint of fear, she looked at the beast as if she were acknowledging his 
remorse. Or maybe even... accepting his apology. 


From the look of it, that bite would scar her forever, and the pain and trauma of the event 
would always be marked on her skin. So it was as if, in this one, single moment, it was 
impossible to forgive the action, but entirely possible to forgive the animal. 


One glimpse at this and Jessica couldn’t take her eyes off it. The picture had no 
explanation and her interest in it couldn’t be described. It just was. 


There was no way of knowing how this photograph came to be. A model, make-up, fake 
blood, and a professionally trained wolf? All for a photoshoot? It had to be. Because it wasn’t 
possible that a real moment such as this could actually be captured on camera, right? 


“That’s beautiful.” 


Someone next to Jessica utters, startling her out of her enchanted stare. It was Kilgrave 
who spoke, but Ruby was thinking the same thing as she stood by his side, although she’d 
never admit that in front of Jessica. 


She only pulls her eyes off the piece for an instant, when she mumbles back, “Yeah...” 
because it was all she could really say. 


Seeing the way she looked at it, he asks, “Do you want it?” 
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Her eyes shift to the plaque beside the frame. It read: “Title: ‘The Silver Lining’, 
Photographed by: Dominique Delacroix, Price: £70,000.” She huffs air out her nose. “Do you 
see the price tag? And no, I’m not going to let you steal it for me.” 


“That wasn’t what I asked you. I asked you if you wanted it.” Getting a silent glare was 
answer enough for him, so he snaps at the closest distributor and gets his attention. “You’re 
aware that we paid full price for this. Now go get it packaged for us.” 


“Kilgrave!” Jessica barks. 


But the man’s already gone and Kilgrave’s quick to intervene. “Whether you keep it or not, 
we are walking out of here with that picture. So you can accept it, throw it away, or run back 
in here and try to convince management that you didn’t actually pay for this, and you were 
able to steal it from a highly guarded gallery. Your choice.” 


He was trying to make a gesture, but did he have to be such a condescending asshole about 
it?! 


They walked out with three pieces of art. The other two were horrendous looking, but 
Kilgrave lived up to what he said he’d do. He gave them away to the first people that walked 
passed him on the street. Fucking Robin Hood. 


As for The Silver Lining... Jessica couldn’t bring herself to get rid of it. So she shoved the 
small package into her bag and tried not to be entirely pissed off by it. 


Now, what was her preferred activity? Since going back to the hotel was still ‘strictly 
forbidden’, it took some convincing to get her second option approved. Of course Ruby said 
no, but eventually, Kilgrave agreed to it, and his word was the only one that mattered. So, she 
was going to work. 


Having pinpointed where the runaway relative of her client was, all she required were the 
pictures. Since she was forced to see what they do all day, they might as well see what she 
does. 


After retrieving her camera, they followed her, not very far to a fairly small motel. But she 
didn’t lead them in the front door, she walked them to the side alley. 


When she stops, Kilgrave raises his eyebrow at her. “And now what?” 


She doesn’t answer and just leaves them standing there. Clutching her camera with one 
hand, she bends her knees before pushing herself off the ground. She made sure no one was 
looking first, and it was okay as long as she got where she was going. The landing was a little 
rough, but she managed to grab onto the adjacent fire escape. 


Her sudden take-off didn’t shock Kilgrave, as he looks up at her from three stories below. 
Ruby, however, was taken aback. “Did she... did she just fly?” She mutters to him. 


Kilgrave smirks. “No. It’s really just calculated jumping.” Focusing back on Jessica, he 
yells up to her. “How do you expect us to follow you?” 
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She leans against the brick wall, shrugging at him, while motioning to the ladder beneath 
her. “You could climb.” Knowing they would never do that, she smiles. “Or you could just 
leave.” 


He laughs aloud. “How about you meet us on the roof instead?” The roof was only ten feet 
above where she was, so he figured it wouldn’t be much of a problem for her. 


Knowing she had no choice, she rolls her eyes and jumps to the roof where she had to 
impatiently wait for them. And after several agonizingly slow ascending flights of stairs, they 
meet her at the edge of the building. 


“Took you long enough.” She grumbles before sitting down. There was a ledge about a 
foot tall, lining the perimeter, where she places her camera and gets situated on the ground. 
“The angling is off now.” She complains under her breath. 


Hesitantly, Kilgrave sits down beside her, leaning against the ledge. Ruby stays standing 
for a while with her arms crossed, seeing as she was in a dress, and there was no way in hell 
she would sit in the dirt. However, after several minutes, Kilgrave motions for her to sit on his 
lap, which she does with the same amount of hesitation. 


Jessica tilts the lens down and adjusts it to where she would see directly into the single 
window of the room she was focused on. And she waits. 


Ruby seemed comfortable enough now, not really caring about what was happening. But 
Kilgrave watched Jessica intently. He had never really seen her work before. Not in person 
anyway. There was something oddly surreal and beautiful about the way she applied and 
centered herself into this singular task. 


After some observation, he asks quietly, “What are we waiting for?” Ruby turns to look at 
the motel for some type of movement, admittingly interested in the P.I.’s process. 


Jessica only glances up at him with a roiled expression, answering as vaguely as possible. 
“T am waiting for the person I was sent to find.” 


“And how do you know they’re here?” 
“Call it a hunch.” She mutters, shifting again. She couldn’t explain everything to them. 


“So this is what you do all day? Sit around and take pictures of people?” Ruby asks this 
time, casually sardonic. 


Jessica sighs even louder, repeating what Kilgrave said before. “More or less. Although 
it’s usually quieter than this.” The sounds of the city were enough for her, and conversation 
didn’t mix well with her job. 


Ruby sighs in response, and curls up on Kilgrave’s lap. Interestingly enough, there was 
some tranquility in the way the city ran at this time in the evening. 


And they wait longer. Jessica was accustomed to these long periods of nothing, but 
Kilgrave’s curiosity cuts through that again. “Who are we waiting for?” 


Seeing the curtains shift in the room, she doesn’t look up when she responds. “A brother 
and sister came to me last week. Teenagers. Claimed their dad packed up a month ago and 
disappeared. No note, no trace, no reason, apparently. The only thing they said was he 
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increasingly left home for work at random times over the last year, but it didn’t seem like an 
issue. Whatever happened, left their mother heartbroken, but she has no interest in finding 
him again. That’s why her kids paid more than a fair price for me to track him down. 


Hearing this, Kilgrave clenches his muscles and scoffs. “A selfish bastard, then.” 


She doesn’t answer. The man had his back turned to the window, but she snaps a few quick 
pictures anyway. The more the better. What she really needed was pictures of his face, but he 
steps out of frame again before he turns around. Pausing to be sure not to miss anything, she 
shakes her head in reaction to what Kilgrave said. “Look who’s jumping to conclusions now.” 


“Youre telling me that this man is not a low-life arse who abandoned his family?!” 
“That’s exactly what I’m telling you.” 
“How do you figure?” Ruby was attentive again. 


She checks her view first, before sitting up and looking at them. “This man’s name is 
Dylan Hughes, and he’s terminally ill with stage four brain cancer. A disease that his family is 
completely unaware of. Sounds impossible, but he and the mother of his kids were never 
married. Therefore, none of their medical or financial matters are legally connected. His 
hospital visits were covered with fake overtime shifts at work, business calls, travel 
opportunities and social outings. When in reality, he was fired from his job a few months ago. 
The cancer is far too accelerated, and he’s going to die. He knows he’s going to die. In less 
than two weeks maybe. 


“Now, he’s got himself working for an underground system, filling his bank account with 
illegal money, living in this shitty motel, four and a half blocks from his children. In his 
newly updated will, his kids will get everything he owns. Meaning all that illegal money will 
go to them when he dies. He’d rather die alone and leave something for his family, than stay 
with them and leave his kids with nothing. Sure. He’s not the smartest father, with the best 
decision-making skills. But he certainly isn’t a selfish bastard.” 


Even Ruby was vaguely impressed by that rundown, and Kilgrave asks for both of them. 
“How did you know all that?!” 


“Research.” Jessica states blandly, turning back to her camera. Dylan was in front of the 
window again, hunching over from the migraine in his head. But his face was becoming more 
visible, so she starts shooting again, multitasking so she could keep talking. “Social 
interactions, job reports, patterns, digital footprint, medical records, hospital bills, bank 
statements, and family testimony. All of that got me here.” Delicately, she adjusts her lens 
again, and gets the perfect shot of his face. Her job was done, but she always waited it out a 
little. 


“What will you do once you have the pictures?” Kilgrave questions, entranced by this. 


Jessica shrugs. “Hand them over with this exact location and room number. From there, 
it’s out of my hands. My job was to find him. Not solve all their family issues. How people 
choose to take this information is not my problem.” 


He nods and lets another few minutes pass. “Can I see?” 
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She raises her eyebrow at him, and pauses before handing over her camera. “Don’t break 
it.” She scowls and he smirks. 


He turns Ruby with him, and aims the focus to the window in question. The man was 
clearly sick, and Kilgrave acknowledges in his head that he was wrong to pre-judge him. 
There was something oddly racy and enticing about observing someone from this distance. 
Undetected. But capturing the most intimate and secure fragments of someone’s life. 


While he looks, Jessica lets out a heavy breath and looks up at the sky, subconsciously 
thinking out loud. “You never really know a person until you violate their most private 
moments.” 


Her words were the perfect, cynical description of the truth, and they sang like poetry in 
Kilgrave’s ears. 


After taking a turn, he hands the camera to Ruby, who seemed pleased to have it. Jessica 
stiffens and darts Kilgrave a dark glare. She didn’t like sharing. Especially with Ruby. She 
hated Ruby. But Kilgrave shoots back a warning, telling her that she would play nice whether 
she liked it or not. Protesting wouldn’t change the matter. She tries not to lose her head which 
wasn’t as hard as usual since Ruby wasn’t being a complete bitch right now. 


So the three of them sat on that rooftop, as the sky darkened and the stars came out. With 
no more words, they simply listened to the distant sounds, all of them taking turns with the 
camera, violating private moments. 


Author’s note: 


Hey! Welcome back (to me)! It’s been a couple weeks, because I too was on holiday break 
LOL. Anyway, it’s a new year! Happy 2018! I’m glad you all are still reading and I hope this 
year is amazing for you! My new year’s resolution is to say “fuck you” to writer’s block ;D 


Down to business! 


“ 
. 


. as if, in this one, single moment, it was impossible to forgive the action, but 
entirely possible to forgive the animal.” 


I think that is a very, very important quote from this chapter. It’s going to set the mood as 
the story goes on. Actually, I was considering naming this chapter “The Silver Lining”, but I 
thought that would be too obvious! 


(Fun fact, other runner-ups for the title were: “This Is What You Do All Day?!”, ‘The 
British Asshole, Robin Hood’, “The Sounds of the City”, and “Violating Private Moments”) 
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32. Turquoise Sea 


Chapter Thirty-Two: Turquoise Sea 
Day Thirty-Seven: 


Cure #2. After the rules were read, Jessica tried to break free from Kilgrave’s virus. But 
his commands only left her head throbbing. 


Day Forty-Four: 


Cure #3. There was a small rash in the crease of her elbow, where yesterday’s injection 
went in. Victor seems to think that’s where things went wrong. 


Day Fifty-One: 


Cure #4. Jessica woke up with the shakes, trembling like a drug addict. She claimed she 
was just cold to get Kilgrave off her back, and was more than irritated that she had to suffer 
this side effect when the drug was ineffective. 


Day Fifty-Nine: 


Cure #5. This shot made her feel like she was starving, 24/7 no matter what she ate. When 
it wore off, she was too exhausted to realize that this too, was a failure. Victor claims her 
digestion is part of the problem. 


Day Sixty-Seven: 
Cure #6. 


“Y-you d-don’t have to r-roll your s-sleeve u-up.” Victor mutters when Jessica sits where 
she normally sits. 


“Why?” She frowns. “Do you not have anything?” 
“N-no.” He shakes his head, wandering over to his desk. “I-It’s a-a pill.” 
“A pill? Really? So no more injections?” 


“J-I have r-reason to b-believe that having-g the d-drug enter th-through y-your d-digestive 
system w-will help-p to slow it d-down so that y-your body w-won’t overreact-t like last t- 
time.” 


“Yeah, okay.” 


Victor picks up a small container and dumps the contents into her hand. It was a single pill. 
“Y-you c-can only s-start with o-one.” 


Her eyes shift to the drug in her hand and she can feel her stomach clench. Of course. It 
had to be this specific shade of blue... turquoise. Taking a deep breath, she swallows it dry 
before muttering to herself, “Birch Street. Higgins Drive. Cobalt Lane.” 
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*****Two weeks after Jessica and Kilgrave met***** 
How long was this going to go on for? 


At this point, Jessica had to hold onto the hope that escape was possible. Someday, and 
someday soon he would slip up. Because this power of his can’t last forever. 


Yesterday, they overtook the apartment of a fairly well-known harp player, and Kilgrave 
had her playing music for nearly ten hours straight now. Even when they left, she continued to 
play. The woman’s fingertips were blistered and bleeding, and every single string was painted 
with a coat of her blood. But... at least she was smiling? 


Kilgrave and Jessica just ate dinner together and after the table was clear, she starts to stare 
out the window, the music swaying in the background of her thoughts. 


“Wouldn’t you agree, Jessie?” 
Shit. 


Kilgrave was talking to her. What was he talking about?! How long had he been talking?! 
What should she do?! Smile and nod? Would that be too obvious? 


She shifts in her chair and turns to look at him straight, figuring there was no point in 
trying to play it off. “I didn’t hear what you said.” 


He sets down the drink in his hand and tilts his head. 
God. I fucking hate when he does that. 


“You didn’t hear what I said?” He asks quietly and narrows his eyes. “You didn’t hear me, 
or you weren’t listening?” 


It was only several hours ago since he last told her to be honest, so she didn’t have a 
choice in the way she answered. “Both. Mostly because I don’t want to listen to you.” 


“Hm.” Putting his hand up, he orders the woman to stop playing the harp. 


When the room is silent, he turns back to Jessica. She was still a bit new with him, and the 
resistance in her eyes was constant and obvious. No matter what he had her do, that look in 
her eyes was always there. He needed to remove it. He needed to break it. Break her. Break 
and rebuild. That was the only way to make her truly obedient. 


“So what were you so busy thinking about instead of listening to me?” He goes on to ask. 
“Escaping.” She states back, boldly, her eyes never leaving his. 

“Escaping? Escaping what?!” 

“You.” 


Now he pulls up a chair and sits down next to her. “Really? Tell me all about that and 
spare me no details.” He hisses, the angry venom leaking through. 


“Tt depends. In some versions, I snap your neck, or poison your wine and then just walk 
out the door. Other times, I wait until the time limit on your orders expires, and I run back 
home. The most frequent idea I think of is torturing you. Ripping your tongue out so you can 
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never speak a command again.” There was no shame in the way she said this. In fact, she was 
happy he asked. 


It was like the fury was radiating off his body. The atmosphere was different within in 
seconds. Like the quiet moment before a tornado hits. She had never made him this angry 
before, and for her, it was an accomplishment. For him, it just marked the time that he would 
have to truly teach her a lesson. Not something small. This time, he was going to break her. 


Without addressing Jessica, he turns back to face the harp player across the room, 
attempting to keep his voice steady. “Go get the sleeping pills from the medicine cabinet and 
bring them back here.” 


Sleeping pills?! What the hell is he thinking...? 
When she hastily returns with a large bottle, he says, “Dump them out onto the table.” 


A sea of turquoise colored pills spill onto the tablecloth and when the bottle is empty, there 
had to be at least a hundred spread across the surface, a couple dropping to the floor. 


Kilgrave turns back to Jessica who seemed somewhat anxious now when he speaks to her. 
“How many times a day do you think about this?” He growls, leaning back in his chair. 


Jessica’s tone is a little quieter as she looks at the frozen harpist and the array of colored 
ovals. “A lot.” 


“Let’s see exactly how many, shall we? Think back to the start of our day. For every time 
you thought about ‘escape’, say it aloud, and count a pill for each moment.” 


Why?! 


She didn’t have much time to think before she set to work, turning away from his burning 
gaze. “One. When I woke up next to you.” She delicately picks up one of the pills and places 
it directly in front of her. “Two. When you kissed me good morning. Three. When I took my 
underwear off in front of you. Four. When you touched me in the shower.” 


With each statement, she drew another, and this was no short task. After a few dozen 
passed, she had her own separate pile, and she had to reach to the other side of the table to get 
another tablet. 


“Thirty-one. When you put your hand up my dress.” 
“Forty-eight. When you told that man to stab his hand with a fork.” 
“Fifty-six. When you spoon fed me.” 


“Sixty-three. When you drank the wine from my mouth. Sixty-four. When I was just 
looking out the window. Sixty-five. When you told her to go get these pills. Sixty-six. Right 
now.” She stops with more than half the pills on her side of the table. 


Now what? 


She turns to look at Kilgrave, but he says nothing. He just stares down at the pile, like a 
balloon getting ready to burst. What was he going to make her do? Take all of them?! Would 
he really?! That many sleeping pills at once could very well kill someone. But... surprisingly 
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enough, Jessica wasn’t afraid of death. She wished she could tell Trish what happened to her, 
but if this was the end of the line, so be it. 


When Kilgrave finally breaks the silence, he’s not talking to Jessica. “You see all that?” He 
barks at the nervous woman, standing in the background, rubbing the blood from her fingers. 
She seemed startled that he was talking to her again. ‘That is the reason Jessica wasn’t 
listening to me. For your sake, I wish there were less.’ He sighs, almost as if he was going to 
regret what he was about to say, but it was easy to see right through him. “One at a time, take 
every last pill that Jessica has counted out for you.” 


“What?!” Jessica mutters, her eyes widening. The woman walks to her side of the table 
and picks up a single pill, swallowing it with her spit. And then another. 


Kilgrave cocks his head to the side, focusing back on the woman he was trying to break. 
“What’s wrong, darling?” He asks sarcastically. 


“Make her stop! She has nothing to do with this! Punish me. I’ll take the pills...” 
Five were swallowed now. Six... seven... 
“Oh. Now, why would I do that? You’re too beautiful to get sick... or worse.” 


What could she do?! She could knock the woman out to save her, but then what?! The 
consequences were bound to be worse. What did he want from her?! “No! You have to tell 
her to stop!” Her breathing becomes faster as she watches the pile disappear. 


Twelve... thirteen... fourteen... 


“T want you to understand something, Jessie. This is your fault.” His words are sharp and 
his gaze is horrifyingly cynical. 


“But... but this isn’t her fault!” She was losing her cool. How many more before he let her 
stop?! Would he let her stop?! 


Twenty-one... twenty-two... twenty-three... 


He waits a moment before he answers, deliberately taunting her. “How many do you think 
it’ll take for her to overdose? Sixty-six is quite a lot... You might have just killed her.” 


I might’ve killed her?! 


“T don’t... I don’t know.” She breathes, swallowing hard. How many would it take?! How 
much is too much?! 


Twenty-nine... thirty... thirty-one... 


“Well. I guess we’ll find out, won’t we?” With his arms crossed, he looks on as if he’s 
watching a suspenseful TV show. 


What does he fucking want?! 


It should have been obvious, but it took her a moment to understand. “Kilgrave... please. 
Make her stop... I’m sorry...” 


This gets his attention again and he looks at her, raising his eyebrow. But it appeared he 
wasn’t yet convinced. 
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Thirty-six... thirty-seven... thirty-eight... 


“Kilgrave...” Was this what begging felt like?! Her dignity wasn’t as important as this 
woman’s life, so why was it so hard?! ‘I’m sorry... I’m sorry I didn’t listen.’ It wasn’t true 
before, but it was now. If sorry was regret then that was her truth. “Please...” She mutters and 
stands up as a last resort. His attention was fully hers now when she straddles his lap and 
kisses the corner of his mouth. “Please... I’m sorry Kilgrave...” The only words she repeated, 
over and over. 


Forty-eight... forty-nine... fifty... 


“Mmm... so this is what it looks like when you want something.” He breathes, leaning 
into the touch of her lips and his hands roam over her body. 


Fifty-one... 
Saving her words, she kisses his neck frantically, although he read it very differently. 
Fifty-two... 


“Alright, stop.” He addresses the woman whose hand trembled as she put down her fifty- 
third pill. Examining what was left, he smiles. “Cutting it close, Jessica.” 


Instead of reacting, she continues softly kissing his neck, hoping to at least distract him. 


Evidently, it worked. “Let me take you to bed.” He says in a husky tone, making her 
stomach turn. 


My god, she wanted to kill him. Rip his goddamn head off. More than anything in the 
world right now. What she would give for one opportunity. But she had none. So she allows 
him to lead her off into the bedroom that wasn’t theirs. 


Before they’re completely gone, Jessica looks back to the woman in a drowsy state, as she 
had sat down on the floor, slowly beginning to pass out. 


When Kilgrave catches Jessica looking, he smirks. “You can check to see if she’s still alive 
in a few hours.” 


Yes... Maybe next time she would just smile and nod. 


The pill left a bad taste in her mouth. 

“Alright... side effects I need to know about?” 

“J-it has n-none.” He smiles and sits down behind his computer. 
“Wait, really?” Sounded too good to be true. 


“Y-yep.” He says confidently, before it’s like he’s slapped in the face with something he 
had to remember. “O-oh!” 


Raising her eyebrow, Jessica questions. “What is it?” 


“T-I forgot! Y-you might experience an i-increase in y-your libido.” 
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She hesitates, wondering if he was serious. “An increase in my what?!” 
“L-libido.” He states factly, pushing up his glasses. “Y-your s-sex drive.” 


“Yeah, I know what libido means!” Shaking her head, she runs her hand over her face. 
“What the hell does my sex drive have to do with this?” 


“W-well... as it m-moves th-through your d-digestive system-m and d-dissolves —” 


“You know what. Nevermind. I don’t wanna know.” She sighs. Trying to figure out what 
he was talking about would only give her a headache. Besides, there could be worse side 
effects. 


Day Sixty-Eight: 
“Victor! Victor, just listen to me!” Jessica calls into the phone, rushing down the street. 


“J-is something w-wrong ?” His stuttering sounded worse over the speaker, or maybe it was 
just his concern for her. 


“No, no! Are you home right now!?” 

“Y-yes... why? A-are you o-on the way h-here?” 

“Yeah! I’m coming to you now!” 

“J-is something w-wrong ?” He asks again, and the worry is clear this time. 
“No, Victor! It worked!” 

“W-what?!” 

“Your cure! It worked!” 

“J-it did?! J-Jewel, are y-you sure?” 


“Yes! I’m sure! And you gotta stop calling me Jewel now. My real name is Jessica. Jessica 
Jones.” 


Author’s note: 


So, the Turquoise Sea flashback scene was for 2 main reasons. 1) Cuz I kinda needed to 
fill some space and that’s what’s I came up with lol. 2) Besides the 1st day they met, this is 
our earliest flashback of them and I think it’s good to see how Jessica became so nervous and 
submissive like she was in chapter 29. We sort of have three stages of her when she’s with 
Kilgrave. The 1st is illustrated here, the 2nd is Pretty Little Puppets and the 3rd is in chapter 
3. Rebellious to submissive to interactive/playfully disobedient... (if that makes sense). 


And don’t worry. Next chapter will start at the beginning of Day 68 so we can see what 
exactly happened. 
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What do you think is the 1st thing Jessica did with her freedom? 
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33. Free At Last!(?) 


Author’s note: (Directed to the guest who left a review on Chapter 32: Turquoise Sea) 


Hello reader! Since you reviewed as a guest, I can’t PM you so this is the only way I could 
get a message to you. 


Let me start by saying thank you. Not just for continuing to read, but for leaving that 
review. I appreciate your honesty and I take everything people say very seriously. 


To address what you said: I’m not sure when you started reading, but when I was putting 
out earlier chapters, I asked for my readers’ opinion on Ruby. Remember that I have a distinct 
plan for this story, and Ruby was a spur of the moment character. I kept her around and had 
this whole rollercoaster because it was fun, but also because that’s what my regular reviewers 
asked for. I try to please everyone, although I understand that’s not possible. 


As for the direction that the story is going: In the next few chapters, a lot of changes are 
going to happen. With Jessica and her freedom, the focus will shift back to what I originally 
intended. I don’t want to give anything away, so I won’t say any more, but I just wanted to let 
you know. 


And sure, maybe you won’t like where the story goes after this either. I can’t necessarily 
guarantee that you will. But I hope you keep reading and reviewing so that I can make the 
story as enjoyable for you, and everyone else with the same ideals as you. 


If there’s anything that you take away from this, just know: I can’t fix a problem I don’t 
know about. But getting to hear your opinion is very important to me. 


Anyway, you’re part of my following, so 1 LOVE YOU! AND I HOPE YOU ENJOY 
THIS CHAPTER! 


Sincerely, 


Vale Luna 


(Previously in) Day Sixty-Eight: 


Jessica had done well waking up on her own these past few weeks, so it was a bit odd that 
Kilgrave had to come and get her today. 


“Jessica.” He pushes her blanket over and sits on the armrest of the sofa, lightly shaking 
her shoulders. 


She groans and rolls over, slowly sitting up. When she sees Kilgrave sitting next to her, she 
startles away from him. “Jesus Christ.” 
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He frowns at her reaction to him. “You alright?” 


She frowns right back. Why the hell was he so close to her?! And why was he shirtless?! 
Oh, wait... he’s always shirtless in the morning. Why was it bothering her now?! It’s just that 
he’s... too close. Close enough to be able to smell him. Hm. He smelled of lilac and... 
testosterone. 


“I’m fine.” She mumbles after a second, shifting further away from him. 


He raises his eyebrow, but doesn’t question anymore, and simply recites the rules that 
came to him naturally now. When he’s done, he gives her another puzzling glance before 
heading back to the bedroom. 


As he walks away, Jessica finds herself watching the way his pants hung from his hips 
when he walked. 


What the hell is wrong with me?! She growls in her head and gets up to go to the 
bathroom. 


This routine was second nature to her now. On days that she was testing a cure, she would 
shower, get dressed and attempt to make a phone call. It was simple enough. So when she’s 
ready, she sits up on the sink counter with her phone in hand. 


Dialing the number was automatic, and now all she had to do was hit call. She sighs aloud, 
already anticipating what would happen as she brings her thumb closer to the screen. And of 
course, as usual, she hits the invisible barrier that prevented her from disobeying his... 


The phone was ringing. 

Once... twice... 

She... she did it?! 

Three times... four... 

“Hello?” A faint, familiar voice comes through the speaker. 


Jessica clasps her hand over her mouth in shock, unsure if she was going to cry or scream. 
Her other hand trembles as it brings the phone up to her ear. 


“Ts someone there?” 


It had been over two months now since she’s heard that voice, and it couldn’t sound more 
like home. What was she going to say?! ‘Hi Trish. Kilgrave took me to London and I’m 
working with a nineteen-year-old doctor who figured out how to make me immune to him’?! 
Nope. First of all, if Trish knew she was in London, the first thing she would do is buy a 
plane ticket. Having her anywhere near Kilgrave would be a far too dangerous mistake. 


Secondly, Trish was bound to get emotional. And then, she’d want to know about her plan. 
Her plan to come home. But what is her plan?! Does she have one?! 


It was shameful to realize that she hadn’t thought this far ahead. She just assumed that 
when freedom came, she’d know exactly what to do with it. But she couldn’t be more clueless 
in this moment. What was she going to do about Kilgrave?! Could she just run and never turn 
back? None of this was properly thought-out. One mistake could ruin everything. 
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“Hello ~?” 
What would be okay to tell Trish?! 


One thing was certain. She couldn’t have this conversation now. She wasn’t ready. And 
she definitely couldn’t talk here. Locked in the bathroom with Control Freak and Demonic 
Whore just on the other side of the door. 


It took a profound amount of willpower to hang up without speaking a word at all. 
God, I hope I don’t fuck this up. 


Shoving her phone into her pocket, she makes for the exit. With her hand on the doorknob, 
she realizes something. In the excitement of wanting to talk to her best friend, she had nearly 
forgotten about Victor. After all, it was his creation that liberated her. He should probably be 
the first to know. Plus, he could fill her in on the pill. Was it a permanent thing, or would she 
have to keep taking them? The perfect question for the kid-genius. Getting these answers had 
to be the priority. 


sree FREE AT LASTI(2) 00% 


It took a very long time to explain everything to Victor, now that she could speak freely. 
Even the short version of events was long! The history of her and Kilgrave seemed never- 
ending. And when she’s finished explaining, she still had a lot of questions to answer. 


The good thing about talking to him was that he took her words as fact. He never once 
doubted her sanity in speaking of mind control. It was refreshing. 


When most of his questions are answered, he nods, scratching his head a little. “S-so... y- 
your real n-name is J-Jessica?” 


She can’t help but laugh. Out of all the things he wanted to be repeated, he chooses her 
name. “Yes, Victor. Like I said, I wasn’t able to tell you before.” 


It didn’t look like he understood what was funny, but he smiles at her anyway. “I-I’m glad 
you’re h-healed, J-Jessica.” He beams, saying her name as if he was trying it out. ‘I-I suppose 
you-u want to know-w a-about h-how long this w-will last?’ Seeing her nod, he springs into 
action. “L-let me t-take a-a blood s-sample.” 


It only took a minute for him to draw her blood and have it under the lens of his 
microscope, projecting the high definition images to his computer screen. When he sees the 
live feed, he utters, “Hmm.” 


“What is it?” She furrows her eyebrows, hovering behind him to see what he was looking 
at. 


“T-It’s as I-I suspected-d. T-this one p-pill won’t last m-more than a-a day. L-look.” He 
points to his focus, which looked like a rage of colors. There were her red blood cells, the 
purple virus, and the blue-green medication from the pill. The virus wasn’t gone, but it just 
wasn’t attached to her cells. The cure was actively keeping the virus from gaining a host. 


“T-the virus w-will eventually-y wear d-down the m-medicine to be i-ineffective. B-by 
then, you’ ll n-need another d-dose.” 
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“Oh..” Not really sure how to react to this, she asks, “Will you be able to keep making 
pills?” 


For a second, it seemed like he was going to deliver bad news, but he clasps his hands 
together and smiles, sliding his chair back. “O-oh, the p-pills a-are extremely easy-y t-to 
produce. I-I already h-have more m-made.” 


Jessica lets out a breath that she was unintentionally holding in. While this was good news, 
it meant she had to stay in London if she wanted a constant supply. 


It was like the doctor was reading her thoughts, because he goes on to say, “I-if I could f- 
figure out h-how to concentrate a-and liquify the s-serum and g-give i-it to you as an i- 
injection, i-it could p-potentially |-last a-a lifetime, acting a-as an i-immovable shield f-for y- 
your blood cells.” 


“Really?! You can do that?!” 


“W-well, I-I haven’t w-worked out t-the math f-for it y-yet, but w-with a-a little m-more 
time, I t-think it’s p-possible.” 


And this was the best news for her. “Victor, you have no idea how much this means to 
me.” 


His faces flushes red and he shrugs again, turning away, shyly. Clearing his throat, he’s 
quick to redirect the conversation, out of modesty. “A-and t-tomorrow, I-I’ll h-have 
something to g-give you that w-will help with t-the withdrawal.” 


Now, she frowns again. “Withdrawal?” 
“Y-yes, of c-course.” He states as if it was obvious, turning back to face her. 
“T don’t understand... What do you mean?” 


He scratches his head, not understanding why she didn’t understand. “H-how long did y- 
you s-say this m-man h-has been consistently c-controlling you n-now?” 


Not seeing the relevance in this, she mumbles, “Uh, just over two months.” 


“R-right. S-so this v-virus has consistently b-been in y-your system-m for t-that l-long. Y- 
your body-y has gotten u-used to its p-presence and i-it’s control. I-I assume t-that j-just like 
any o-other f-foreign d-drug or s-substance, y-you’ll have s-some type of w-withdrawal 
phase.” 


“Seriously?!” Jessica gapes. “But... this is a virus, not a drug. People don’t have 
withdrawal from diseases...” 


He still couldn’t see why this was so hard to believe. “Y-yes, but y-you said i-it y-yourself. 
I-it acts more |-like a drug i-in the e-effects it h-has on p-people. W-when a-a person h-has a 
behavioral-l changing s-substance inside o-of t-them for l-long period-ds of time, t-the body 
g-gets l-lazy and a-allows the f-foreign element t-to perform a-a function-n instead o-of it. C- 
cocaine, f-for example, p-prevents t-the reuptake o-of d-dopamine in the b-brain, s-so that t- 
the person c-can feel t-the effects o-of it longer-r. A-after repetition, a-and then being c-cut 
off, the b-body h-has to readjust-t to the n-normal flow o-of hormones i-in the brain. T-this is 
w-why major d-depression f-follows f-former drug a-abusers. 
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“J-in your c-case, I-I’d say it w-won’t take m-more than a-a day for y-you to f-fell the e- 
effects. I-it’s fair t-to say t-that t-this virus h-has ultimately b-been making c-certain decisions 
for y-you, a-and your f-free w-will h-has been limited. T-that being s-said, s-suddenly r- 
removing t-that control after t-two months w-will have s-severe psychological e-effects. Th- 
though you m-may feels it’s i-improbable, y-you will most likely s-start to experience i- 
intense m-migraines, profound c-confusion, dizziness, a-and trouble making c-certain 
choices.” 


Why did that sound so familiar? 


Three days after Kilgrave was hit by a bus, Jessica was curled up on the floor of Trish’s 
apartment. She would barely sleep, eat, or even get up without forceful incentive from her 
over concerned sister. All because everything was confusing. The world didn’t feel right. As 
if freedom was unnatural. She had forgotten who she was. Who was Jessica Jones? All she 
could feel and remember was Mrs. Kilgrave. His pretty little puppet. Her personality was 
gone. What was she supposed to eat? What was she supposed to wear? How was she 
supposed to act? 


The answers weren’t there. No matter how hard she thought, she couldn’t remember. 


Two more weeks passed before reality started to become clear again, and life was 
manageable. Her and Trish both assumed that that phase was the worst of her PTSD, and she 
was coming-to because she had begun to open up about what happened to her. 


But was all that haze really just withdrawal from being controlled?! A mixture of 
withdrawal and PTSD? 


She didn’t want to believe that she would feel that lost again, but having Victor explain it 
felt too real to deny. But two months was nowhere near as long as she was under his control 
last time. And what he’s demanded of her is clearly not as bad as it used to be. She still knows 
who she is. She’s still in control of her thoughts. So it couldn’t be that bad, right? 


The look on her face must have given away her anxiety and fear about the situation, 
because he’s quick to add, “D-don’t worry. I-I have s-stabilizing medication that sh-should 
minimize t-the symptoms.” 


“Okay.” She breathes out, scowling at her own thoughts. 
#44 FREE AT LAST!(2)***** 


They talked a while longer about how they would go about the next few days and how she 
should be taking the pills he gives her. And after she leaves Victor, she has to face the 
inevitable. 


She sat on a vaguely familiar park bench, breathing in the cold air. She was going to have 
to tell Trish something eventually, and she was too anxious to wait any longer. Her hand was 
shaking once again as she dials the number. And her heart drops in her stomach when she 
hears her voice for the second time that day. 


“Who is this?!” Seeing as it was the same number that had called her before, she sounded 
irritated this time, and Jessica can’t help but smile because of it. 
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Her voice croaks when she finally says, “Trish, it’s me.” She didn’t need to say her name. 
Because the connection was there the instant she spoke. 


There’s silence on the other end for a second. Then there’s a faint noise, like the beginning 
of a sob. “Jess?” 


“Yeah. It’s me.” 


“Oh. My. God.” She sounded shocked. No, overjoyed. No... actually she sounded a bit 
pissed off. “Is Kilgrave there?! Is he making you call me?! Tell that son-of-a-bitch to talk to 
me himself!” 


Always a fighter. Trish Walker. Never turning down an opportunity to fight a battle that 
wasn’t hers. Jessica smiles again through the phone, blinking through clouded vision. “No. 
He’s not here. He’s not controlling me. It’s just me.” 


“What?! How?! Jess, what the hell happened to you?! Everything went to shit when he 
took you! The police are as clueless as us! Malcolm and Will have been trying to help me 
track you down, and —” 


“Wait. You’re working with Simpson again?!” 
“Do you really think that’s the issue right now?!” 
“Yes! You need to stay away from that maniac. He’s fucking insane! Just —” 


“Jessica!” She was really angry now. “You need to start giving me some answers, right 
now. How can I be sure he’s not with you?!” 


“Trust me, okay? I’m nowhere near that manipulative asshole. I’ve gotten my free will 
back. —” 


“How is that possible?!” 
“I’m about to tell you, if you let me explain!” 


How typical that they would get into an argument over the phone. What other way to talk 
to a sister? 


Jessica waits, making sure she wouldn’t be interrupted again before she goes on. “He’s 
taken me out of the country. And... I know you’re worried, but it’s not as bad as you think it 
is. He hasn’t... he hasn’t touched me. Not in that way... He just gives me a list of daily rules 
and then I can go do anything else. It’s not like it was last time. It’s still torture, but it’s not 
Hell. 


“Anyway, something he missed was telling me I couldn’t search for a way to become 
immune to him. So I’ve been working with this doctor, who’s finally come up with a cure for 
Kilgrave’s virus that worked. This is my first day of freedom, and soon it’! be permanent.” 


There’s another pause on the other end, and her voice is raw instead of angry. “If you’re 
free.. then get out of there. Come home. I’ll pack up everything and we can disappear 
together if we have to...” 


“Trish...” She lets out a sigh weighed down by pain. “I can’t come back. Not yet...” 
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“Why?” She waits for an answer, and when she gets none, she sounds more shattered than 
before. “Then... tell me where you are and I’Il come get you...” 


“T can’t...” Jessica mutters, clutching the phone with both hands. 
“Why 2?” Trish pleads again. “You have to tell me why...” 


“T can’t... I can’t just keep running away. I need to do something about it. I have to make a 
decision.” 


“What are you going to do?! What other options do you have?” 
“... don’t know yet...” 
“... Are you going to kill him?” 


“T said I don’t know!” She snaps unintentionally, immediately regretting it. “I’m sorry... 
but I need to do this on my own.” 


“Why, Jess?! Why do you always have to do things on your own?!” She growls back, but it 
was Clear that she was growling through her tears. 


Looking up at the sky, she forces the water to stay in her eyes. There was no answer to that 
question. It was just who she was. “I only wanted to call you and tell you that I’m okay.” 


“No. You’re not okay. Nothing about this is —” 


This was getting too hard for Jessica. She couldn’t do it anymore. “Listen. You need to 
stay away from Simpson. And you and Malcolm need to stop looking for me. I’m going to 
handle it.” 


Already knowing that this was the start of her goodbye, she whimpers, “Don’* do this.” 


But she keeps going. “I’m going to handle it.” She says in a much sharper tone. “Under no 
circumstance will you call or message this number again. When I’m ready, I’ll call you. 
Okay?” 


“Please stop... Just tell me where you are...” 
“Goodbye, Trish.” 


“No! Don’t you dare! Dont you dare hang up!” Her sobs weren’t muffled anymore. “You 
owe it to me! Promise you’ll come home... Promise me, Jessica.” 


“T love you.” She whispers into the phone, before disconnecting the call. Just as quickly, 
she blocks the number to ensure that she couldn’t call back. It wasn’t the right time. 


When she’s alone again, she frantically wipes her cheeks, before angrily pressing her 
palms to her eyes. It was stupid of her to think she could hold her emotions in, when she 
knew very well what Trish would say. 


But one thing was crystal clear after that conversation. She needed a plan. She couldn’t go 
on living like what were her options? 


1) She could get the full cure and just run back home. 
2) She could kill Ruby and run. 
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3) She could kill Kilgrave and simply walk away. 
Now, time to review each option. 


1) If she stays a week or two longer, she could get enough of Victor’s cure for everyone 
she cared about. They would all be safe from Kilgrave. And that would leave the devil and his 
mistress unsupervised... Kilgrave would lose all control over his emotions and go back to 
doing whatever the hell he wanted to. And with Ruby fueling the fire, havoc would reign 
faster than before. 


2) This choice removes the gasoline from the equation. Although getting her hands dirty 
wasn’t necessarily ideal, killing Ruby wouldn’t be a difficult task, physically or morally. So 
subtracting both women from Kilgrave’s life would have what effect on him?... He’d 
probably lose his shit... more than he’s already lost. He could probably even be called 
clinically insane. There was a good chance he would start this crazed hunt all over again. 
Even with the cure, he could still do significant damage to the environment around him. 


3) Lastly... if Kilgrave was dead, even Ruby wouldn’t be a problem anymore. She has no 
power without him. And if she managed to piss Jessica off anyway, she could still die by her 
hands. And if Kilgrave was dead, the people she cared about would be undeniably safe from 
his power. So would the rest of the world. Life could go on turning like it had before he came 
back from the grave. 


So which one would it be?! 


Her head felt clouded and dizzy the longer she thought about it. No. She couldn’t decide. 
Not right now. Blame it on the withdrawal maybe... 


But the answer should have been obvious. It was obvious. She knew exactly what she had 
to do, but she didn’t want to. 


She doesn’t want to. 

She doesn’t want to. 

She doesn’t. Fucking. Want to. 

But what is the truth will always remain the truth. 


Yes. She had to kill Kilgrave. 


Author’s note: 
Now for a note for everyone! 
The conclusion that Jessica came too seems logical, right? How’s that gonna play out...? 


What do you think about what Victor said about withdrawal? Is that a real thing? Or did 
the idea just cloud her head? 


More to come soon! 
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34. The Clumsy, The Suspicious, and The 


Author’s note: 


First and foremost, I have to give a HUGE SHOUT-OUT to my new friend, and my new 
chief editor, Deyo! We just started talking this week and it has been so much fun. Not only 
has he proven to be a great friend, but he also offered to proofread my work and get rid of all 
those annoying typos I miss! THANKS A MILLION, FAM! (P.S. He’s an amazing artist and 
his work has blown my fucking mind). 


Anyway! Fair warning, this chapter is the longest one I’ve written (by about 1,000 words)! 


And scrolling, it may seem even longer, but that’s just because towards the end, some stuff 
is spaced out. You’ll see. 


So, this chapter is written slightly different than usual, only because we are going to be 
hearing a lot of Jessica’s thoughts. Any time there’s a chunk of italics, that’s her! 


Enjoy! 


Day Seventy-Two: 
Procrastination is such a bitch. 


Victor said he’s very close now to finishing the final product. And Jessica convinced 
herself that she should wait till then, to have absolutely no chance of failure. But if she was 
free now, it shouldn’t make a difference, should it? Kill him and it’s over. Done with. Victor 
wouldn’t even have to keep working on it. 


Obviously, she knew this, but she tries her hardest not to admit it to herself. She was 
stalling. And stalling wasn’t as easy as it should have been. 


First of all, the little yellow pills that she started taking seemed to help slightly. But not 
enough. Because this withdrawal was harder to deal with then she anticipated. She needed to 
keep pretending that she was under Kilgrave’s control, so it wouldn’t get out of hand. He 
should never find out that she’s free. Not even on the day he dies. His death should just 
happen. It was cleaner that way. Safer. 


But trying to pretend was like trying to balance a glass bottle on her head. It required an 
insane amount of concentration. Each step had to be calculated an thought out. Because one 
wrong move, and the whole thing shatters. 


Her entire schedule was off now. The past few days have been the same mess of confusion, 
especially in the morning. 
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Okay. He just read the rules. Nod, and go to the bathroom. Alright... how does this 
normally work? Why can’t I remember?! I brush my teeth, then I get undressed, then I get in 
the shower. No, no, no. I brush my teeth after I shower. Wait, does it even matter?! Yes... not 
really... no! Just do something! Okay, okay. Shower, brush teeth, then... well, obviously I 
have to get undressed first. Stop being such an idiot! 


Shit. I didn’t think this through. I’m in the shower now, but do I wash myself and then my 
hair, or is it the other way around? And should I comb my hair first, or after? Should I dry my 
hair before I comb it? What did I do yesterday?! It’s not fucking rocket science! It doesn’t 
matter! Just do it! 


Oh, goddammit! No, no, no! I forgot! I forgot to bring a fresh set of clothes in with me! 
How could I forget that?! I do it every morning! That means I have to go out there in a towel! 
Where will Kilgrave be?! Where will Ruby be?! God, I hate that bitch. But I’ve never done 
this before. If he sees me, he’s gonna know something’s up. What will I tell him if he asks?! 
Should I pretend to be sick?! No.. just try to ignore him. Everyone has their off days... he has 
to understand that, right? 


So, with a towel wrapped around her otherwise naked body, she slowly opens the 
bathroom door. Ruby was in the bedroom with her back turned, doing who-gives-a-fuck, but 
Kilgrave wasn’t with her. Where was he?! Forget it. All she had to do was grab a few things 
and come back. It would only take thirty seconds, maximum. 


And yet, the moment she steps out into the open, Kilgrave emerges from the kitchen. He 
had a glass in his hand which he was about to drink from, but he stops with his mouth open 
before it touches his lips. She freezes. 


Shit! 


It seemed like an eternity passed as he sets down the drink on the table behind him, raising 
his eyebrow at her. He doesn’t say anything as his eyes scan her appearance up and down. He 
just gave her a look. That look. 


She doesn’t say anything either, but she can feel her body getting hotter, and she grips the 
towel tighter. 


Why the fuck am I embarrassed?! Stop it! 


But she was completely flushed and her face was red. There was nothing she could do to 
stop it. Unable to take it any longer, she practically dives for her clothes, scrambling to 
retrieve them. When she succeeds in a matter of seconds, she quickly scurries away back to 
the bathroom, just after she mutters, “Sorry...” 


‘Sorry’?! What the hell was I thinking?! I would never apologize for no reason like that! 
Take it back! No, that would draw even more attention. I have to get out of here. 


When she’s finished with everything she needed to do, she makes for the exit. And once 
again, she’s caught in the open. 


“Jessica.” Kilgrave says, blocking her path to the door. 


Another issue with stalling and pretending was that she had to listen extremely closely to 
what he said. She had to watch out for the subtle commands, if he ever gave any. Her cover 
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would be blown if she did act on every order. So she tried not to be around when he talked, 
even more than usual. But this was unavoidable. 


“What?” She utters back, impatient to get away. 
Cocking his head to the side, he asks, “Are you feeling okay?” 


Say no. Tell him I’m just a little tired. Tell him I just need some air. Tell him work has me 
stressed out. Make an excuse. Any excuse! 


Before she knows it, she responds with, “I’m fine,” dashing around him and out the door 
before he can ask again. 


Goddammit! 


One would think that being alone would make her day easier. But that wasn’t really the 
case. 


Yesterday, she forgot to eat entirely. Well, no. She didn’t forget. She just couldn’t decide 
what to eat. She couldn’t really remember what she liked to eat and what would be good for 
her. 


Today, she was extremely hesitant to eat the sandwich she just got. But the lack of food 
made her stomach growl, and she felt even dizzier than before. 


Besides the eating problem, her days were full of boredom and nothingness. Sometimes 
she would wander to Victor’s place just to have a place to sit. She tried picking up a case from 
Anna two days ago, but work didn’t feel the same. Maybe her lack of concentration was due 
to the fact that she knew she’d be home soon, and there was no point in starting anything else 
here. Or maybe the anxiety was getting to her... 


Luckily, other decisions were easier to make. As long as it didn’t relate to the rules, she 
was well in control of what she did. Having a normal conversation, not about her, was just as 
easy as it used to be. 


When her phone buzzes in her pocket, she looks down, instinctively hoping it was Trish. 
Only a split second before she realized that wasn’t possible. And even if it was, she couldn’t 
talk to her. Not until she followed through with this. 


What was even more upsetting was that the text was from Kilgrave. {It’s been awhile since 
we talked. — K} — 2:43pm. 


AKA: He knows something weird is going on. 
{Are you going to ask me to talk? Or order me? — J} — 2:45pm. 
{Ask. — K} — 2:45pm. 


It was true that it had been awhile since they talked. About anything. He was always out 
with Ruby. She was always out with Victor or on cases. And with no more ‘outings’ three 
days a week, there was never a connection. What was even the point of this anymore? If he 
wanted to get close to her, he was doing a horrible job. 
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If he was suspicious about her behavior, he might try to pull a stunt. 


This was a sign. Meaning it was time to bite the bullet. If she didn’t wanna fuck this up, 
she had to do it now. 


{Lucky for you, I was thinking it was time we talked too. — J} — 2:53pm. 
{Really? Can I take you out to dinner? — K} — 2:55pm. 


No. No public places. Not for this. {I’d rather just have room service at the hotel. — J} — 
2:26pm. 


{... why? — K} — 2:56pm. 

{Why not? — J} — 2:56pm. 

{Where’s Ruby gonna go while this happens ? — K} — 2:57pm. 
{Should I care?! — J} — 2:57pm. 

{Do you want it to be private or not?! — K} — 2:58pm. 
Shouting over texts. Typical. 


{I don’t fucking know! Send her outside to terrorize children for a few hours. Put her in a 
kennel. Handcuff her to a street sign. I’m sure you can think of something. — J} — 3:01pm. 


{Why can’t she stay and eat with us? — K} — 3:03pm. 


{I would never agree to that and you know it. — J} — 3:04pm. {And I do want this to be 
private. — J} — 3:04pm. 


{Fine. — K} — 3:05pm. 

She could practically hear the attitude in that text. 
{What time? — J} — 3:05pm. 

{Does 6 work? — K} — 3:05pm. 

{Sure. — J} — 3:06pm. 

{See you tonight. — K} — 3:06pm. 


Little did he know, she would be the last thing he ever saw... 


How was this going to happen? 


Jessica was walking in just as room service was coming out. She had to admit that she was 
somewhat relieved this time that Kilgrave ordered for the both of them. It would be too hard 
for her to decide what to pick. 


When she sees what he’s dividing between the two plates, she rolls her eyes. “Seriously? 
You got room service to bring us Chinese food?” 
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He glances up at her with a smirk, just before he pops the cork out of a bottle of 
champagne. “I can be rather persuasive.” 


She watches as he fills their glasses, delicately, and then offers her a seat. When she takes 
off her jacket and sits, she asks, “How many times a day do you use your powers for petty 
shit like this?” 


“Petty? Jessica, nothing I do is petty. And certainly nothing I do for you.” He smiles, 
seeming to be in a good mood, sitting adjacent to her. 


“Everything you do is petty.” She mumbles, picking up her glass and taking a gulp. 


He sighs but he doesn’t look hurt. More like... devious. “Do you ever try and appreciate 
the things I do for you?” 


“What you do for me?! Yeah, like —” She stops the sarcasm from coming out of her 
mouth. What was the point?! If this was truly Kilgrave’s last day alive, why should she bother 
arguing with him? Instead of saying any more, she simply starts eating, hoping he wouldn’t 
pay much attention to her abrupt cutoff. 


There’s a pause as he studies her behavior, but he doesn’t make anything of it, and starts 
eating too. “You know, last time we had Chinese together, you drugged me. I was hoping we 
could make a better memory together.” 


“A better memory? Really? That’s probably gonna be difficult.” 
All he does is smile. “I think it’s very possible.” 
Jessica’s thoughts race between every sentence. How was she going to do this? 


Quickly. It has to be done quickly. No weapons. I don’t do weapons. Clean and quick. Snap 
his neck. No blood... no pain. He shouldn’t have to feel pain before he dies. There’s no 
purpose in that... not anymore. 


All I have to do is get close to him... I could just lunge across the table now... But no. If I 
startle him, something could go wrong. This should be done smoothly. Gracefully, even. No 
mistakes... no mess. The only question is, how do I get my hands on his neck without it being 
obnoxiously obvious?! 


Her process is interrupted when he asks, “So what is it that you wanted to discuss with 
me?” 


“T was just about to ask you the same thing.” She takes down the rest of the beverage in 
her glass, feeling an uncomfortable stirring in her stomach. She tries to convince herself that 
it was the food, but Kilgrave doesn’t eat ‘unacceptable’ food. Her appetite was slightly lost at 
the thought of what she was about to do, trying her hardest not to let it show. 


He shrugs a bit. “You seemed kind of... off these past few days, and I was wondering if 
something was bothering you at all.” By the tone of his voice, he doesn’t sound suspicious 
like she thought he might be. He sounded concerned. And before she can conjure up a 
response, he adds, “Besides, I’ve missed you.” 


She gags on her food and scowls at him. “You’ve missed me?!” 
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“Of course I’ve missed you!” He pouts in a playful manner biting back his grin. “You’re 
never around. And when you are, you’re either half drunk or asleep!” 


She narrows her eyes at him, hissing, “You’re the one who’s always flaunting about with 
Queen Skank! It’s not my fault.” 


“I mean going out with you~” He coos, practically begging with his eyes. “I miss having 
dinner with you... spending real time together.” 


“Stop saying ‘going out’ like we were dating! This isn’t high school.” Wrinkling her nose, 
she reaches across the table to pour herself another glass of alcohol. She probably should 
have been staying mildly sober for this, but she was acting subconsciously. 


“But we were dating, weren’t we? What else would you call frequent romantic dinners?” 
He grins, eyeing her like he’s done in the past. 


“They weren’t romantic! And having dinner with you was all just a —” Once again, she 
stops herself. She had to stay focused. Insulting him wouldn’t do any good. Dropping yet 
another sentence, she just shakes her head and redirects it. “You gave up that privilege all on 
your own.” 


This time he really was pouting. “I want to change that.” 
“Yeah?! And how the hell do you plan to do that?” 


This was enough small talk. I need a plan. A real goddamn plan. I just have to get my 
hands on him! This is a stupid idea. I can‘ just naturally grab someone’s neck. Fuck the plan. 
Just kill him now... 


“Well...” He clears his throat, derailing her train of thought as he had done before. Taking 
a small sip from his glass, it was almost like he was hesitant about what he was going to say. 


Jessica sighs and rolls her eyes impatiently. “Just spit it out!” 
Shooting her a glare for rushing him, he sighs too. “I have another proposal.” 


“What makes you think I’ll agree to anything you suggest? You’ve given me no reason 


to 


I know. I know. I’m stalling. This is impossible. There’s no way to just... — well... unless I 
was going to... 


“Can you at least listen?” It was evident that whatever he was about to say has been on his 
mind for some time now. “It’s been a couple of months and I was just thinking... I want 
another go at the hero thing...” 


She chokes on her food. “The ‘hero thing’?!” 


“Yeah. Like you do. The whole saving people deal.” Having finally said it, he smiles at 
her, hopefully. 


“You realize that I don’t run around in a cape, looking for trouble all day, right?” 


“That’s not what I’m suggesting. It would be more of a scheduled event, like before! 
Occasionally, we could just go out together and you could teach me a few things. I’m willing 


237 


to learn, Jessica. We could have so much success together!” 


Seriously?! Now?! He wanted to do this now?! Out of all the times he could have chosen, 
he chooses this exact moment to re-evaluate how he wants to live his life?! It was throwing 
Jessica off. What she had decided in her head seemed fair enough, but she didn’t expect this 
at all. What the hell’s gotten into him?! The sudden change was unusual. It was little too 
much... a lot too late. 


“T’ll think about it...” Jessica mutters, knowing damn well he wouldn’t be alive in a few 
hours... or a few minutes. 


“That’s better than a no.” He shrugs, undeniably grinning. 


Okay. The plan. The plan, Jessica. The fucking plan! Now... How? How do I start this? 
Seriously?! Come on. Seducing Kilgrave really shouldn't be that difficult. 


Seduction wasn’t in Jessica’s wheelhouse. Neither was flirting, really. She just states what 
she wants, and that’s it. Obviously, that didn’t apply to the situation. She couldn’t just say, 
‘Come here and kiss me so I can distract you and lower your guard before I snap your neck’. 
It wasn’t a very charming line. 


She just had to start with the basics. She had done plenty of acting before in order to fool 
people into giving her information. Surely she could do it now... First, she needed to change 
the topic. 


“Well... now that you’ve put your random idea out on the table, can we talk about me?” 


It was shocking that she would volunteer any type of information, so he tilts his head. 
“Absolutely.” 


“You said I’ve been acting off... and you’re right. These past few days have been hard for 
me...” 


Willingly giving information about her mood was another surprise. Not that he was 
complaining at all. In fact, it pleased him to hear her opening up. “How so?” He asks, giving 
the appropriate response, gazing at her with gentle eyes. 


“[’m not sure.” Sighing, she pushes her near-empty plate away from her and leans up 
against the table, turning to face him directly. “I just... I’ve been feeling like something’s 
missing in my life... It’s different than before though...” 


“Different how?” Now, he was genuinely intrigued and he pushes his plate aside as well, 
shifting so they were directly in front of one another. 


“T don’t know...” It’s evident that her voice is whinier than usual, but subtle enough to 
make sure it didn’t look like she was acting. ‘It’s hard to describe.’ Pausing, she frowns. “It’s 
like I want something. Like my body is craving it... begging for it... but... but I just can’t tell 
what it is...” 


Kilgrave shifts in his seat when he hears this. “Really?” Is all he could think to say, 
suddenly more aware of her body language. 


Nodding quietly, she sighs again. “I can’t identify it... it’s just there. And I fucking want 
it.” When she slumps back in her chair, she’s sure to spread her legs open, and move her hips 
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slightly. It was a natural enough seating position, but in this context, it was much more than 
that. 


His mouth goes dry, and he had to bite his tongue to stop himself from saying anything 
before he thinks. In his mind, he was certain that Jessica hadn’t had sex in the past two 
months. The rules ensured that she couldn’t have sex with anyone but him. Was this finally 
her breaking point?! Certainly, every woman has her limits when it comes to sexual desire, 
and Jessica couldn’t be any different. And she was never really good with her emotions, so 
maybe she honestly didn’t know that this was sexual longing. It made enough sense to him. 
So how was he going to play this out? Make all the right decisions, and she could very well 
end up in his bed. The thought alone makes blood rush to his groin, and he’s forced to shift in 
his seat. 


When he speaks again, his voice is low and purposely sultry. “Jessica...” Her name rolls 
off his tongue. “I think I might know what you’re talking about...” 


That was easy enough. But she couldn’t just let him say it aloud. A normal reaction to that 
would be for her to say ‘fuck you’ and storm out. She needed him to just spring a move on 
her, and ‘catch her off guard’. That was the only way to make it somewhat believable. 


Time for stage two. Find an excuse to take off some of her clothes. 


There was one obvious solution to this... “Oh yeah? And what’s that?” She asks 
innocently, reaching to get her champagne. Before he can get his answer out, she ‘clumsily’ 
knocks over her glass, which splashes most of the beverage all over the front of her shirt, and 
some drips onto her jeans. 


“Oh goddammit!” She curses and quickly stands up. Kilgrave stands up just as abruptly, as 
if he was about to get a paper towel, but she shakes her head. “No, no, no. I got it.” With a 
grumble for emphasis, she pats down the spots on her jeans with a napkin, which wasn’t very 
effective at all. 


“Are you sure?” Kilgrave asks, still on his feet. “I could —” 


“Seriously. I got it.” She growls, this time to make sure he doesn’t go anywhere. 
Continuing to swear under her breath, she looks down at her shirt which was now clinging to 
her skin because of the liquid. 


Here goes nothing... 


Carefully holding the bottom edges, she pulls her shirt over her head and lays the damp 
clothing over her chair. “I guess that’s better.” She mutters, patting down her stomach with 
the napkin this time, before she finally looks up at Kilgrave. His face... is priceless. 


It reminded Jessica of one of those old cartoons where the man’s jaw drops to the floor, 
and his eyes are replaced by hearts. Maybe not that dramatic, but he certainly resembled it. 
He’s seen her more exposed than this, but it was probably that he was more shocked that she 
just took off her shirt in front of him, while they were having dinner. 


With her wet shirt on the chair, she hops up onto the table and sits facing him. Stage three, 
taunting. 
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It’s obvious that he wasn’t going to say anything for a moment, so she casually continues 
as if nothing weird was happening. “Okay, what were you saying?” 


“Uhh...” He shifts his weight on his feet and blinks rapidly, clearly flustered. “I... lost my 
thought...” He utters quietly, his eyes wandering over her body. 


Men. All the same. It’s almost too easy. 


“Hmm... you were talking about how you knew what I wanted. Remember? Well, are you 
going to tell me or not?” She uses the same tone she always does with him, being as passive- 
aggressive as possible. 


“Oh right...” Shaking his head, he tries to collect his thoughts. “I was going to tell you... 


” 


While he’s talking, she turns around and dips her index finger in some of the leftover dip 
on her plate. When she turns back, she looks at him as if listening intently, all as she 
deliberately licks the flavor from her finger. She licks the tip a few times before popping it 
into her mouth and sucking lightly. 


He stops talking again and she furrows her eyebrows, slowly pulling her finger out of her 
mouth. “Why do you keep stopping? Just say it.” 


While she waits for an answer, she dips her finger again and looks at him intently. 
Here’s the golden ticket. 


This time, when she puts her finger in her mouth, she smears some of the sauce on the 
comer of her mouth. Knowing Kilgrave, he wouldn’t let this go unaddressed. And just as she 
hoped, he didn’t. 


Instead, he steps in the space between her legs, with a burning look in his eyes. 


It was almost too easy. He was exactly as naive as she anticipated. Or maybe he thought 
she was doing this deliberately. Maybe he was convinced that she was so in need of sexual 
contact, that she would make ridiculous mistakes until he finally made a move on her. Either 
way, he was clueless about her true intentions. 


“What are you doing?” She whispers, seeing as he was so close to her. 


“Helping.” He utters back, looking down at her. Without another word, he leans down and 
kisses the comer of her lips, slowly licking away what remained of the dip. 


“What... d-don’t...” Her stutter was unintentional, and she lets out a breathy whimper. “I 
don’t...” Unable to finish a full sentence, her body was reacting, but not because she was 
consciously telling it to. 


He doesn’t stop and kisses the same spot again. His body was hot, his breathing was heavy, 
his heart was racing, and his eyes were dilated. 


The weird thing was, her body was hot, her breathing was heavy, her heart was racing, 
and... were her eyes dilated too?! 


“What are you doing...?” She asks again with even less confidence, finding it harder to 
concentrate on her actual mission. Fuck, she could smell him again. Why did he always have 
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to smell like... like... 


The first kiss he gives her directly on the lips is small and quick, and when he looks back 
at her, he’s asking for permission. Just as he did all those weeks ago in the elevator. But this 
time was different. “Jessica ~. I know exactly what you want. And if I’m wrong, feel free to 
stop me.” 


Cocky son-of-a-bitch! 


He gently tilts her head up and captures her lips again, his other hand resting on her waist. 
When she responds to his touch, he parts her lips with this tongue and kisses her with more 
passion. 


After she kisses him initially, she pulls back away, trying to control herself. Okay, slow 
down. We need to slow down. She thinks to herself, but she’s already beginning to feel lost in 
the moment. 


“Kilgrave...” She moans, automatically gripping the front of his jacket. “W-wait... j- 
just...” 


At this point, he’s much too eager for her words. He only pauses to growl at her. “If you 
don’t want it, tell me to stop.” 


That was an order. But obviously, she couldn’t do that... and therefore... 


He’s back to kissing her. Except harder. Much harder. As if every moment of sexual 
tension and frustration was coming out now. 


It was simply Jessica’s nature to match, and even top his applied force. She pushes her 
tongue against his and grazes her teeth over his bottom lip each time he drew back for a 
breath. Goddammit. He tasted good. Like she could devour him, here and now. Carried away 
was an understatement. Only when she tugs him closer by his jacket does she remember... 


Jesus Christ! What the fuck am I doing?! He’s right here! All I have to do is get my 
hands... 


That was the plan, right? 
Okay. Just do it. One hand behind his head. One hand under his chin. Quick and easy. 


One of her hands slides up to the side of his neck and the other rests on his collarbone... 
and she hesitates. But the kissing doesn’t slow down... In fact, she uses her hands to hold him 
still so she could kiss him more forcefully. 


“Oh god...” She groans when he steps back, both of them panting like a pair of dogs. 


But the reason he pulls back makes her mind panic. He quickly shrugs off his jacket and 
throws his tie on the ground with it. 


He’s taking off his clothes... JESSICA! HE’S TAKING OFF HIS FUCKING CLOTHES! 


Hurriedly, he unbuttons his shirt and lets that fall by his feet as well. And then he’s close to 
her again. Automatically, she reaches out and touches his bare skin. 


She whines. 
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It was like she had forgotten what it was like to feel someone else’s body, although it really 
wasn’t that long ago. 


Kilgrave was in his right mind when he grabs her belt loop and yanks her body to the edge 
of the table, so that their hips press against each other. She hadn’t said no. She hadn’t said 
stop. She has given him no indication that she doesn’t want this. So for once. He was 
unmistakably in the right. 


Her hips respond to his instantly as he grinds against her, and his hands roam over her 
skin. This was real. This was her. 


Meanwhile, too many things were happening in Jessica’s head all at once: 
Do it. 

It’s the withdrawal. 

It’s the pills. 

Blame that. 

Sex. 

Mmm. Sex. 

God, I want to fuck the living daylight out of — 

STOP IT 

He’s a psychotic rapist! 

Kill him. 

You’re supposed to be killing him... 

Now... 

As in right now... 

It’s not a difficult plan. 

Sex. 

It’s these fucking pills! I have to take my hands off him... 
Stop kissing him... 

This friction is amazing 

NO. 

HANDS OFF. 

I'll have plenty of time for sex with someone else when he’s dead. 
Snap out of it. 


He’s unbuttoning my jeans. 
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Yes. Get me out of these clothes. 
Touch me. 

Right there... 

Good. Now fuck me. 

Fuck me hard. 

I can’t stop moaning. 

What is wrong with me?! 
HANDS O— 

ON! Grab the bastard by the neck and squeeze the life out of him! 
Ill do it if I have to! 

Holy shit. 

My body’s aching for this. 

Holy shit. 

He’s gonna fuck me. 

Yes. He’s gonna fuck me and I’m gonna like it. 
I’M GONNA HATE IT. 

Please stop moaning... 

It feels so good... 

Please. Stop. 

Kill. Him. 

It’s the withdrawal. 

Fucking virus withdrawal. 

It’s the pills. 

Fucking Victor! 

Goddamn libido! 

He’s gonna fuck me on the table. 
His hand is... 

Oh god yes... 

Please. 

Keep going. 


I want this so much. 
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No. 

How was this remotely a good idea?! 

Victor tells me I’ll have a higher sex drive and my big plan is to seduce Kilgrave?! 
I’m such an idiot. 

Why can’t I keep my mouth shut? 

I’m not a murderer. 

I will be today. 

I have to be. 

I have no choice. 

Sex... 

Keep going... 

Please keep going... 

He’s pulling my jeans off... 

Let him. 

Let him touch me... there... 

I’m... I’m kissing his neck... 

He tastes good. 

Stop it. 

Forget about the goddamn sex. 

Iam in control of my body. 

It’s the pills... 

Fight it. 

I need to get a hold of myself. 

I’m not a murderer. 

But I killed Reva. 

Now I’1I kill the man who made me kill her... 
Her life was worth more than his. 

So kill him. 

Who am I to judge whose life is worth more than his?! 
Remember what he did to me. 


He raped me. 
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And I’m gonna let him fuck me... 

On a table... 

I want to come... 

I want him to make me come... 

More than I want to be free?! 

I can’t keep doing this... 

Two more minutes and he’s inside me. 
Inside. Me. 

How many times has he been inside me in the past? 
How many times did I scream in my head? 
Never. Forget. 

Scream now. 

Am I sorry...? 

I don’t have a choice. 

I’m a murderer. 

I can’t keep doing this. 

I’m sorry. 

Kill him. 

Now. 


KILL HIM NOW! 


The friction between their bodies never stopped, and only slows down when Kilgrave 


moves to take off another clothing item. “Jessica...” Her name constantly on his lips, as he 


eagerly unbuckles his belt. 


How did this escalate so quickly?! Jessica only had her underwear left now, and in a 


moment, that would be gone too. But the moral battle had already been fought in her head and 
she couldn’t afford to lose another moment. She couldn’t afford to second guess herself now. 


In the middle of a long kiss, as his belt comes undone, one hand behind his head, the other 
under his chin. 


And one, quick, painless motion. 


Snap. 


One, quick, painless motion?! 
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Snap?! 


What?! This couldn’t be happening! It wasn’t possible! Forget the sex! Forget the moral 
debate! That wasn’t the issue anymore. 


The problem was, she physically couldn’t do it. Not in a ‘she’s-lost-her-strength’ kind of 
way, but more like what it feels like to try and disobey him. Just like the invisible ‘forcefield’ 
she felt every time she tried to call Trish. Her arms locked and prevented her from carrying 
out that she intended. 


Something was wrong. Something was very wrong. ‘Number one. You cannot hurt or 
harm me in any way.’ Was the pill wearing off?! What the hell is going on?! 


If she wasn’t fully panicking before, she was now. And there was no more time for 
thinking. She needed to get out of there. Now. 


As a reflex to her panic, she shoves his body off of her, just hard enough to get him a fair 
distance away. Without another sound, she grabs her jeans and her shirt and sprints out the 
room, half naked. 


Author’s note pt 2: 
Well, we all knew that was a stupid idea! 
Let’s just agree that Jessica was probably hornier than she thought she was. 


As always, I’m curious to hear what you all think! Keep the reviews coming! Also, lemme 
know what you thought about the way this chapter was written, with all of Jessica’s thoughts. 
I’m on the fence so I’d love some feedback! 
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35. River of Lies 


Chapter Thirty-Five: River of Lies 
(Still) Day Seventy-Two: 


The problem was, if she didn’t come back before eleven o’clock, he would know that she 
wasn’t in his control anymore. Or was she?! 


After nearly tumbling into the hotel elevator and throwing on her clothes, she ran out to 
the sidewalk. Granted, she looked crazy. Frantic, wet clothes, and wide eyes. Not that she was 
worried about any of that. 


Unfortunately, another evident problem was that Victor wasn’t home. Horrible timing for 
him to have a work shift. And she couldn’t text him because her phone was left in her jacket 
pocket. 


Even without the withdrawal, this situation was impossibly confusing. Was she under his 
control or not?! Her pills had certainly never worn off before. The very first thing she thought 
of doing was taking another to be certain, but her two extras were locked away in the hotel. 
She could always feel the presence of her freedom, just as she could always feel the rules 
hanging above her head when she wasn’t free. She had to understand what was going on. She 
had to do something. 


The first test was using a broken piece of glass to give herself a small cut on the back of 
her hand. Considering one of the rules said she couldn’t hurt herself, this technically 
shouldn’t have worked if she wasn’t immune. But she’s given herself plenty of cuts and 
bruises from punching things, and although it was a different context, it could be interpreted 
multiple ways. It wasn’t proof. Not enough. 


Instead of calling Trish and dragging her into something she wouldn’t understand, she used 
another tactic. As in roaming around, telling random people that her name was Jessica Jones 
and she had super strength. After about five vaguely startled and confused strangers, it 
seemed like she had enough proof. The pills were still working. 


The thing was, it would have been extensively simpler if she didn’t get that proof. All it 
would mean was that something was wearing off the cure quicker than normal. Victor would 
run a few tests, fix it, or just give her a higher dose, and that would be it. This, however, made 
it that much more complicated. 


If she could break the rules now, why not before?! She had to be completely free or not at 
all. There was no in between! There was no way in hell that some rules could hold more 
priority over others because that was ridiculous and... impossible? 


‘You cannot hurt or harm me in any way.’ 


It was pretty much the first thing she heard every day. It was pretty much the first thing 
that came out of his mouth in the morning. Rule number one... 
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But... there was no way that was relevant! If she could break other commands, she could 
break them all. Then why couldn’t she break him?! She needed Victor. She needed him. Now. 


Wishing he would appear didn’t make it happen, however. So Jessica suffered through this 
panic attack alone. The good thing about not having her phone on her was that anything 
Kilgrave texted her would go unreceived and he wouldn’t be able to command her into doing 
anything. Her entire body flushes at the thought of what happened in the kitchen. Seducing 
him. Seriously. The dumbest idea she’s ever had. 


As eleven o’clock drew closer, the urge to return to the hotel wasn’t there. More evidence. 
It didn’t. Make. Sense. Now she had yet another decision to make. She could stay out and 
wait for Victor to come home and sort this out for her. But that would give away that she was 
‘immune’ to Kilgrave. God only knows what he’d try then. Her other option was that she 
could go back, and face him. What the fuck was she gonna say?! 


Any move she made from this point on was going to get messy. There were no good 
options. None. But Victor could be out all night. And Kilgrave would lose his shit and tear 
down all of London to find her if she didn’t return as scheduled. So ultimately, before eleven 
struck, she was cautiously opening the hotel room door. This time, she was coming in without 
a plan, and she didn’t intend on making one, either. Whatever happened, happened. 


All the lights were off when she came in, and upon switching one on in the main room, she 
found it to be empty. No sign of Kilgrave. But where had he gone? Did he go to look for her? 
There was still over thirty minutes before it was eleven... 


The horrible anxiety she felt still lingered as she hesitantly retrieves her phone. Wow. It 
only took him four messages and two missed calls for him to realize that she didn’t have her 
phone with her. But she puts her phone back down before she’s tempted to read any of the 
messages he sent. The curiosity would eat her alive if she continued holding it. 


What did they say? ‘Come back so we can finish what we started’. Her entire body 
shudders at the thought, and even more so when she looks at the table where she last sat. She 
was actually going to let him... 


Kilgrave would be back by her curfew to find her. Should she try and sleep and hope he 
didn’t wake her? More procrastination. It didn’t help her before and it sure wasn’t going to 
help her now. She probably needed to stay up and confront him before — 


“There you are, arsehole.” 


“Jesus Christ.” Jessica jumps, looking towards the dark bedroom where the voice came 
from. 


It was the Devil’s mistress. How did Jessica not think to check the entire hotel room? Ruby 
came out in one of her usual dresses, and seeing her adversary startle, she rolls her eyes. 
“Kilgrave is out trying to find you.” 


“Yeah, I figured.” Jessica snarls, her heart rate slowing back down. The two woman 
avoided each other as much as possible, so this was the most conversation they’d had in the 
past month. “Not that any of this concerns you.” 


Ruby leans up against the doorframe, crossing her arms. “Everything that affects him is my 
business.” 
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“Who the hell are you?! His wife?” Scoffing, she sits down on the sofa, wishing the bitch 
would leave her alone with her thoughts. 


“T wish.” She mumbles to herself, before barking, “The one day he wants to have dinner 
with you, he goes mad over whatever you did to him. Why am I not surprised, Jessica?” 


“T didn’t do anything to him.” 


“Oh sure. Whenever you spend time with him, something always goes wrong. I’m 
supposed to believe that’s a coincidence?!” 


“Tf you haven’t noticed, Kilgrave is the one keeping me as a prisoner here! I don’t want 
anything to do with him just as much as you don’t want me around!” 


As she normally does, she ignores essentially everything she just heard. “What did you 
fuck up this time?” 


“Why don’t you ask him?! If he wants you to know, I’m sure he’!I tell you!” But Jessica 
knew perfectly well that he wouldn’t tell Ruby anything that happened today. Simply because 
the woman would lose her head if she found out they almost fucked on the table... 


Ruby seemed vaguely annoyed by this, as if she too knew that Kilgrave wouldn’t tell her. 
“T’m telling him you’re here.” Her tone makes this sound like a threat as she retrieves her 
phone. 


“T don’t. Give. A fuck.” She growls back, kicking off her boots. But she did. Because she 
was counting on this half hour to prepare herself. 


It looked like the bitch could sense this, because she smirks as she puts the phone up to her 
ear. “Hey, baby. I’ve got news.” She says, shooting Jessica one last condescending look 
before trailing off into the bedroom. 


When she’s alone again, Jessica grumbles under her breath. Maybe procrastination didn’t 
help before, but it didn’t matter. She couldn’t do this now. She just couldn’t. 


Instead, she lays down and closes her eyes tight, begging herself to fall asleep before he 
returned. Hoping he would have the decency to leave her alone until morning came. 


akc RIVER OF LIES**#** 
Day Seventy-Three: 

It was two in the morning. 

Jessica woke up because she felt something move. 


Kilgrave was sitting on the floor, leaning up against the couch. His shirt was slightly open 
and crumpled as he head laid by Jessica’s pillow, his hand loosely holding hers. 


Maybe he initially planned to wake her up the moment he got back, but sitting there beside 
her while she slept, calmed him, just as it did in the past. There was no conflict. And as he 
locked his fingers with hers, he could feel her grip his hand back in her sleep. He couldn’t 
move even if he wanted to. It was undeniable how much he loved this woman. So he stayed 
on the floor, holding her hand, until he fell asleep as well, his head by her shoulder. 
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He must have been turning in his sleep, which finally woke Jessica. Finding him there 
didn’t necessarily make her flinch. But it was troubling. Especially feeling the way their 
hands were together. What the hell is he doing?! 


Looking down at him made her think. 


Maybe I should try killing him again. Maybe last time was just a fluke. But then I have the 
same issue as before. Startling him. That’s not gonna work... even if it was possible... 


I hate him. I hate that I let him get that far. I hate that I’m stuck. 
When he sleeps he looks so... innocent. 

Like he’s not the horrible monster that tortured me. 

He looks normal. 

A normal... well-dressed... attractive man. 

No. Not attractive. Just... good-looking. 

Oh, what the hell is the difference?! Motherfucking libido... 


The moment I pull my hand away, he’s gonna wake up. I’m gonna have to deal with this. 
One way or another. Time to stop running. I have to hold my ground this time. Just fight until 
I can get to Victor... 


Stay strong. 
Dont let him get in my head. 
Just as she suspected, the moment her hand leaves his, he shifts, awakening. 


Instantly after he turns to look at her, she goes on the offensive, just as she promised 
herself. “I didn’t give you permission to touch me.” Even though she speaks quietly, as it was 
the middle of the night, her tone is as hostile as ever. 


His soft expression that he had a few seconds ago quickly changes to something darker. 
“Seriously?! That’s the first thing you want to say to me?!” 


To this, she doesn’t respond, clenching her jaw. She would win this time around. 


“After I ran around the city looking for you, I came back here to find you asleep. And do 
you want to know why I didn’t wake you?! Because I figured, despite whatever the hell is 
going on in your head, that when you woke up, you would have the decency to understand the 
position you put me in! I see I was wrong.” He growls deliberately, standing up off the 
ground. 


His stance was a bit intimidating for her, mostly because of the way his shirt was hanging 
open. Temporarily distracting her. But she had no room for patience or doubt. ““The decency 
to understand’?! Are you fucking kidding me?! I have every right to make my own goddamn 
decisions about what I want to do with my body!” 


“Do you hear yourself?!” He snaps, his muscles visibly tensing, even in the dark lighting. 
“What do you bloody want from me?! It’s like nothing I do is right! Nothing is ever good 
enough for you! So you barely speak to me for a month and then all of a sudden you take 
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your shirt off at dinner?! How can you not understand my reaction to this situation?! How is 
this my fault?!” 


“You want to play the blame game?! Really?! Says the one who kidnapped me!” 


“That’s not what we’re talking about and you know it. So you honestly want to sit there 
and tell me that I did something you didn’t want me to?! Can’t you see how... how 
frustrating you are?! You drive me insane, Jessica!” 


Now she was genuinely getting angry. It wasn’t an act anymore. She shouldn’t have to 
explain herself to him. “Like I give a shit! You made the choice to touch me. I didn’t ask for 
that. And you have absolutely no right to criticize or question why I walked out that door. No. 
Fucking. Right.” 


“You didn’t ask for it?!” He turns away from her and groans to himself, irritably running 
his hands through his hair. ‘I wish you would stop being so elusive. You are such a pain in the 
ass!’ He says quieter, leaving his back turned. “You were begging for it. You said so 
yourself.” When he turns back to face her, it seemed like the storm in his eyes was 
dissipating. Instead of vehemence, he looked... hurt. 


It wasn’t something she was expecting, and once again, it threw her off. Now it just 
appeared indecent if she were to continue raising her voice, so she’s whispering again. “I... I 
changed my mind.” 


“Why do I find that so hard to believe?” Sighing, he glares down at her with an expression 
of agony. There’s a beat of silence before he slowly sits down next to her. 


No. 
She tells herself to move away from him, but her body stays incredibly still. 


“T told you to tell me to stop if you didn’t want it. If I remember correctly, you said 
nothing. What’s the point in lying to me now?” He was exceedingly close to her at this point, 
the short distance making the air feel thicker. 


“T’m not lying.” She breathes, watching his every movement closely. Yet even as he moves 
towards her, she stays still. 


“Why did you leave?” He asks, tremendously calm. “I wanted you to stay... more than 
anything...” It was obvious that it was coming, but Jessica does nothing as he leans in and 
kisses down the side of her neck. “I wanted to keep going...” A visible chill shoots down her 
spine as he breathes in her ear. 


Swallowing hard, she balls her fists, trying to focus. “I already told you...” 


When his tongue brushes her skin, she bites her lip to stop from letting out any noise. “I 
don’t believe you.” He pulls at the bottom of her shirt, making the wet kisses harder than 
before. “Tell me the truth now.” He commands, but doesn’t stop to look at her. 


And there it was. An order. But just like she was able to tell strangers her name, she didn’t 
feel the effects. They simply weren’t there. She didn’t have to tell the truth. She could lie to 
his face right now, and he would have no choice but to accept it as fact. Then again, getting 
more evidence that the pills were still working, shouldn’t she try to kill him again. At least 
try? 
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The same thoughts that came into her head at the table came to her now. Except they were 
about twenty times faster. 


Kill him. 
Fuck him. 
Stop. 

Yes. 

No. 

Keep going. 
Idiot. 

Do something. 
Not again. 
Stop him. 


Maybe it was because it all happened so fast, or maybe it was because everything had been 
building up inside her. But whatever it was caused her to erupt, overflowing with a river of 
thoughts that were stuck in her mind from the past. 


Quickly, she shoves him away from her and back into the couch, causing him to wince. 
Before she can control herself, she’s shouting. “You want the truth, asshole?! You asked me if 
I didn’t want it. You didn’t ask me if I didn’t want you. They’re two very different things!” 


She stands up and takes the antagonist stance in front of him, completely ignoring his 
reaction. “You fucking piece of shit! You stole me away from my life and you think I could 
ever care about you?! In any way?! Not emotionally, and certainly not physically! It’s like 
you’re extraordinarily oblivious! Like you’ve completely forgotten what you did to me! What 
you’re doing to me! Get your head out of your ass! I can’t stand how naive you’re acting! 


“So yeah. Maybe I wanted it. As in sex. Because like the psychopathic control-freak you 
are, you forbid me from having sex with anyone else! But because I let you touch me once, 
Do. Not. Think that you are entitled to my body. I don’t care what you do, or what you make 
me do, but You. Will. Never. Own me. 


“This whole thing was just one big fucked-up mistake. Listen to me when I say: I. Do. 
Not. Want. You. 


“You’re irredeemable, Kilgrave. Nothing you do will ever give you a fresh start, and 
definitely not with me. You. Are. Not. A goddamn. Hero. It’s cute that you think you ever 
could be. Real fucking cute. But I’m not going to stand here and tell you that we’re okay. We 
will never be okay. We will never be close. We will never be intimate. Get. Over. It.” 


Jessica was raging. It felt like she was going to throw something, or break shit. But she just 
stands in front of him, nearly trembling with fury. 


Kilgrave, however, went through different shades of emotion through her tirade. Startled, 
appalled, angry, frustrated, humiliated... heartbroken. Like she had torn out his love and 


252 


slapped him in the face with it... repeatedly. 


But after that... he just looked... empty. Not empty in a depressed way... but empty like 
there was nothing left. No more anger, no more sadness, no more love. Just nothing. Blank. It 
was an odd look on him. Uncomfortable even. 


There isn’t time for anything else, before they hear some shuffling and Ruby runs out of 
the bedroom in her robe. She must have heard the shouting and it scared her awake. 


“What’s going on?!... Kilgrave?” She asks in a mouse-like tone, glancing at Jessica, but 
mostly looking towards her lover. 


Kilgrave doesn’t speak, and neither does Jessica. There’s just a long stretch of tension as 
the three of them glare at one another. 


The worry for Kilgrave quickly translates into anger towards Jessica, and Ruby is the first 
to snap. “What the bloody hell did you do to him?!” 


Before an answer can be given, Kilgrave stands up and walks to Ruby, languidly. “Let’s 
go.” He mutters to her and takes her hand, pulling her into the bedroom. 


The door closes idly. 


Jessica is left standing alone, in the dark, immediately regretting every lie that just came 
out of her mouth. 


Author’s note: 


Well let me tell you, I just about died when I saw how many people left reviews on the last 
chapter! Glad you all enjoyed the way it was written! PLEASE KEEP EM COMING! I 
LOVE IT! NOTHING GOES UNREAD! :D 


Now, the plan was to keeping going into the morning of Day 73 in this chapter, but the 
scene I wanna do is probably gonna be pretty long so I decided to save it. Besides, this 
chapter was a decent length on its own. So if you feel like you’ve been cheated out of an 
explanation... SORRY NOT SORRY. It’! all make sense soon my friends :) 


Lastly, I have to give another shout out to Deyo for this chapter. He helped give me ideas 
about how Jessica and Kilgrave would interact in this specific scene, and his input was 
extremely helpful! 


LOVE YOU FAM! 
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36. All or Nothing 


(Still) Day Seventy-Three: 
It was official. Jessica broke Kilgrave. 


In the morning, there was no ‘Hello’. There was no ‘Good morning’. There was no ‘Are 
you okay?’. There was no ‘Do you want breakfast?’. 


There was no ‘You’re a bitch’. There was no ‘I can’t believe what you said’. There was no 
‘How could you?!’. There was no ‘We need to talk’. There was no ’Here’s your 
punishment...’. 


There was nothing but the rules. 


He was stone-faced with Jessica, just as he was before. Did he act like this around Ruby as 
well?! 


Jessica found herself feeling sick this morning. Drowning in guilt. What the hell was she 
thinking last night?! 


Nearly everything that came out of her mouth wasn’t true. Some of it, she knew were lies. 
Other parts, she wouldn’t admit were lies. Even worse, just last month, she told him he could 
change. He wanted to change. And as far as she could see, he was changing. It was the small 
things that counted. And if someone else had been hurt or killed, Jessica would have figured 
it out by now. But he and Ruby simply bounced around, doing childish things together. He 
was... better. 


But then again, why the fuck should his feelings be her concern?! It made no sense! Just 
yesterday, she was about to put him down, forever, and now all of a sudden, she feels bad for 
yelling at him?! What’s the point in caring?! He needed to die. He was going to die. 


When he starts a slow walk to the bedroom, Jessica stands up and opens her mouth to say 
something. But she doesn’t. There was no point. 


Despite the logic in not caring, her morning seemed to have a dark cloud hovering over 
her. She couldn’t shake it. Once again, as she stands by the exit, she looks toward the 
bedroom. 


Say something... Anything... 


With her phone in hand, she solemnly shakes her head and whispers on the way out, “I’m 
sorry...”, far too quiet for anyone else to hear. 


Obviously, Victor was the first one she planned to call. But the moment she opens her 
phone, the old messages from Kilgrave flash at her. She couldn’t help it anymore. She had to 
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read them... and to her surprise; 
{Where did you go? — K} — 6:41pm. 
{Why did you leave? — K} — 6:54pm. 
{I just want to know. — K} — 7:08pm. 
{Please, Jessica. — K} — 7:10pm. 
They weren’t commands. They were worried. They were panicked. They were pained. 


Stop feeling guilty. She begs herself in her head. If she had this much guilt because of this, 
what would she feel after she murders him?! 


One thing at a time. She needs to focus on one thing at a time. 
Victor. 


Luckily, he was home this morning, and more than happy to see Jessica. Although, what 
she had to say was somewhat troubling. 


“Y-you’re saying i-it d-didn’t work for j-just one t-thing?” He scratches his head, trying to 
understand. 


“Yeah. It only happened the one time...” Her voice was heavy as she sat in front of him. 
He shakes his head at her, looking frustrated by the idea. “T-that shouldn’t b-be possible.” 


“T didn’t think it was possible either, but then —” Before she can finish her sentence, 
Victor is rolling up her sleeve, preparing to take a blood sample. “Okay ~” She frowns at him 
for moving so quickly, but lets him proceed as normal. 


He seemed more anxious than usual as he sets up her blood under the microscope and 
slides over to his computer. When the images come in, he blinks rapidly, pushing his glasses 
up the bridge of his nose. 


“What is it?” She asks, wondering if he would ever tell her what he was thinking without 
her having to ask first. 


“N-nothing.” He replies, causing her to stand up and look on with him. “T-the virus i-isn’t 
attached. T-there’s n-nothing wrong.” 


Jessica furrows her eyebrows and squints at the screen. But it was clear that he was right. 
“Well... I took another pill this morning, so does that mean —” 


He cuts her off abruptly, shaking his head with more vigor. “N-no, no, no. I-I measured i-it 
perfectly-y.” It seemed like he was upset by the idea that he might have done something 
wrong. “I-I measured i-it p-perfectly.” He repeats, staring at the screen a bit too hard. “O-one 
pill l-lasts e-e-exactly fifteen h-hundred minutes. E-exactly. T-that’s t-twenty-five hours s-so 
you have a-an overlap-p time. 


“T-the pill w-would n-not wear off e-early. I-it wouldn’t. Y-you said i-it was s-still 
working, e-except f-for one rule. T-that’s not p-possible. I-it can’t w-work p-partially. I-its 
either all o-or nothing-g. A-and since you w-were still f-free, t-there was n-no reason t-that 
you couldn’t h-have b-broken one o-of his r-rules.” In this moment, he sounded strictly 
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confident. Meaning that in his mind, there was no way in hell that there was something wrong 
with the cure. 


And that landed the ball back in Jessica’s court. 


Her frown deepens. She didn’t have a choice but to believe him at this point. He was a 
genius. And if he can say this with that much conviction, he had to be right. So what actually 
went wrong?! 


The moment replays in her head. Her arms just stopped. It didn’t make sense. 


Since she stood thinking silently, Victor thought on his own. He seems much calmer when 
he speaks again. “J-Jessica?” Getting her attention, he inquires, “W-what rule w-were you t- 
trying to b-break?” 


That was one of the things she definitely couldn’t tell him. Speaking of violence in front of 
him was bad enough, so she surely wasn’t going to tell him about attempted murder. “I can’t 
tell you.” She sighs, but it’s clear that he understands and doesn’t plan on prying. 


Instead of pressing for that, he asks, “W-whatever y-you were t-trying to d-do... d-did you 
want t-to?” 


Sitting back down, she acts as if she doesn’t understand the question. “What do you 
mean...?” 


He’s not hesitant to ask her again. “D-did you w-want to d-do it?” 


No. No. I didn’t want to kill him. I don’t want to kill him. I’ve already established that. But 
I have to. And I was going to. So I don’t see how this is relevant. 


“T mean... yeah. I was going to, but I just couldn*...” She shrugs, shifting slightly. 


“Hmm.” He gave her a relaxed side glance that basically read, “I’m-not-going-to-call-you- 
a-liar,-but-’m-making-a-point.” 


Whatever he was trying to suggest didn’t sit well with her. 


What am I supposed to do? I thought we were getting somewhere. But she was being 
honest... what have I done recently to make her think I’m irredeemable?! She told me we 
could get there... together. Why does she hate me again?! 


Was touching her really what set her off?! Bollocks. She couldn’t have been more obvious. 
She wanted me to fuck her. God, I was so close... 


“You’ve been like this all morning.” Ruby states with a frown, standing up to meet him in 
the kitchen. 


Kilgrave blinks out of his daze and turns to look at her. He doesn’t even remember getting 
dressed today, but there he stood, fully clothed. “What do you mean?” He mutters, actually 
looking at her for the first time that day. 


“You know what I mean.” She whines, laying her head against his chest. 
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Despite being horribly lost in his head, Kilgrave wraps his arms around her. Even with 
this, he doesn’t breathe a word. To him, she provided physical comfort more than anything 
else nowadays. And damn, was she good at her job. Her smell, her skin, her kisses were all 
things that kept him as sane as he could be. 


“Come here...” She urges and takes his hand, motioning him to sit down at the table. 
When he does, she takes her natural position, straddling over his lap. "What happened last 
night? “Seeing his continued silence, she sighs and kisses the skin behind his ear, sliding her 
lips down to the base of his neck.” Please talk to me.” 


Getting information from Kilgrave was rarer than it should have been. Before she moved 
in, he would tell her anything she wanted to know. About Jessica, about life in general. He 
was carelessly open with her and she loved it. But since then, he started keeping their affairs 
quiet and he would barely talk to her about anything real. 


When she managed to get him to talk about anything involving Jessica, it was usually by 
distracting him with lazy, sexual gestures until he started letting his thoughts come out of his 
mouth. It was interesting how that worked, but Ruby found that it was a tactic that almost 
never failed. 


“Ruby...” Kilgrave sighs, as if he were about to tell her to stop asking. But the longer she 
kissed him, he says her name again, with more of a surrendering tone. 


“T just wanna listen, okay? You know, you just got dressed and I would hate to have to 
undo all your hard work...” 


A soft, subconscious smile forms on his lips when he feels her fiddling with the buttons on 
his shirt. And that’s when his thoughts start to flow out. Slowly at first. “It was just an 
argument... I guess.” 


“Yeah? About what happened at dinner?” She only opens the first few buttons, and when 
she feels his hands in her hair, she smiles against his skin. 


“Yes.” He continues but he still wouldn’t go into detail about what actually occurred. 
“She’s been having... intense mood swings, and it’s driving me mad.” His hands 
unknowingly tug on her hair, relishing in the way she whimpers because of it. 


“What was she yelling about?” Her hips move over his when she asks, hearing a slight 
change in his breathing pattern. 


There was no reply initially, but he eventually mutters, “She told me she never cared about 
me... and she never will... And I know she was serious because I told her to be honest...” 


Ruby stops and pulls away from his neck to look him in the eye. “She said that to you?!” 


He nods, solemnly. “It doesn’t make sense. Before... she said we had a chance. And I’ve 
been trying...” Trailing off, he shakes his head and his eyes look at the floor. His emptiness 
was unraveling into darker emotions once again. 


This was the best news Ruby could have heard. Jessica crushed Kilgrave! She ripped his 
sweet little heart out with her bare hands! Nothing could have been better. This was Ruby’s 
chance. She had the opportunity to save him. Pick up his broken pieces and claim them as her 
own. Kilgrave would see nothing but her, for once. And they could continue on living the life 
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they were meant to. As for Jessica, it shouldn’t take much work for Ruby to convince him 
that she’s the enemy. Honestly! Look at what she did to him. His heartbreak could be changed 
to hatred. Ruby was confident about that. 


Obviously, she couldn’t go on celebrating just yet. She needed to sympathize with him, 
before she actually starts rebuilding him. 


“T can’t believe her!” Ruby scowls, and frowns for him, nuzzling her face back into the 
crook of his neck. “What a bitch...” 


Normally when she said anything insulting about Jessica, he would scold her in one form 
or another. But this time, he says nothing in her defense. 


Ruby forcefully bites back a grin. She lets the silence remain for awhile until she utters, 
“Kilgrave... if she seriously told you that nothing could progress between you two... then 
why is she still here?” 


... Why is she still here? What am I supposed to do with her? Maybe we should go back to 
the way it was before all this rubbish. I tried, and nothing changed. Forget her freedom. We 
can really be together again... and she’Il smile for me... 


Seeing that he was thinking about it, Ruby continues talking. “I mean, why bother, right? 
Do you really even need her anymore? After all that she’s put you through and done to you... 
do you even want her anymore?” 


The direction of his thoughts shift. 


Do I want her anymore? Do I still love her? Why do I still love her?! What’s the point in 
loving someone who will undoubtedly never love me back?! I shouldn’t keep wasting my 
energy on her. I’ve spent too much of my life trying to make this work, and I’ve gotten 
nowhere. 


“T don’t know, Ruby.” He sighs, as indecisive as ever. 

She sits up to look him in the eye again. “Kilgrave ~. She’s done nothing but hurt you.” 
She’s right. 

“T know that...” 


“So why are you torturing yourself like this? Running around in circles with her... isn’t it 
exhausting?” 


She kisses his lips for a second and pouts at him. “You deserve better than this.” 
She’s right... 
“T know... but...” 


He doesn’t finish his thought, so she interjects. “Just think about it... the only thing she’s 
done since you brought her here is try to change you. And for what?! Like... she says she’ll 
be closer to you if you change, but has that actually happened? Last night, she told you 
blatantly that she would never get closer to you... so what’s the point?” 
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I don’t know. 


“All she’s ever done is order you around and give you empty promises. She’s been using 
you to get her way and you’ve gotten nothing in return. What kind of relationship is that?!” 


I don’t know. 


“She’s fucked with your head. She hasn’t even acknowledged your effort. She blames you 
for everything that isn’t your fault. And she doesn’t give you credit for anything you do for 
her. Honestly, she’s acting like it’s a bloody game! She’s playing with you. She thinks she can 
just toy with your emotions, because to her, they don’t matter. Isn’t that a shitty thing to do?” 


Yes. 
“She doesn’t love you, Kilgrave. She doesn’t even care about you in the slightest...” 
Sometimes, a person has to be broken even more before they can be “repaired”. 


All Ruby did was restate every thought that was already in the back of his head. She 
reinforced those ideas. She cemented them in the front of his mind. It was a natural talent of 
hers. 


Any other day, Ruby would have expected him to stop her from talking, but he just looks 
at her. 


She always looked so gorgeous, and harmless. But those eyes... they said everything for 
her. And everything they said was true. 


It pained him to admit the facts, but there they were, staring back at him. 


He felt his eyes cloud for a split second, and he leans his forehead against hers, weakly. 
“Ruby...” He whines, almost like a cry for help, reaching up to cup her cheeks in his hands. 


She’s incredibly quick to pull him into a kiss, and it’s almost like she can taste his 
heartbreak in the way he pulls towards her. “I know...” She breathes, comforting him in 
between intense kisses, her hands finding his hair. “It’s okay...” 


He kisses her harder and bites at her lower lip, his eyes glossy with tears the threaten to 
fall. Taking his hands under her legs, he stands up and props her up onto the table. It was clear 
now how desperate he was. He wanted to feel something. Something besides these awful 
emotions that Jessica brought to him. And Ruby could give that to him. The satisfaction that 
he longed for beyond measure. 


It was Ruby that he would end up fucking on the table. 


Panting, she pulls his body closer and pulls up the skirt of her dress, giving them both the 
perfect amount of friction. As he places his lips over the purple marks on her skin, and starts 
to take off his belt, she whispers to him, “I love you, Kilgrave. I love you.” 


These words were something that she said to him often, especially in moments of passion. 
It wasn’t a strange thing to hear. But this time was different. 


Ruby loves me. She’s proven she loves me. She’s done nothing but be obedient and faithful 
to me. She has nothing in common with Jessica... and that’s a good thing. 
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Does he feel it back? His emotions were too scrambled to understand. All he knows it that 
he can’t bear the thought of losing both of them and being left with nothing. 


The words were already coming out of his mouth before he could second-guess it, almost 
as if he were saying it to someone else. “I love you too.” 


This was his most vulnerable moment. Jessica might have broken him, but Ruby was the 
one that fixed him. 


Jessica wasn’t prepared to talk to him when she got back at night, so she was allayed when 
she returned to an empty hotel room. However, she couldn’t help but wonder where the two 
had gone. Was Kilgrave still devastated because of what she said? 


As she’s settling down for bed, she shoves her bag under the couch, and stops when she 
feels something that was almost long forgotten. 


Pulling it out from the dust, she blows it clean, and wipes the image clear with her sleeve. 


The Silver Lining. The wolf who apologized, and the woman who forgave the beast. 
Because once again, it was impossible to forgive the action, but entirely possible to forgive 
the animal. 


Looking at it again made Jessica’s stomach clench. 


Kilgrave made an effort. He made an effort and I told him it meant nothing... But he can 
be a hero... I can make him one... Goddammit. 


Her end conclusion was the hardest thing that she had to officially decide. But she had 
been thinking on it all day, and her only option was clear. Everything was going to change. 


It didn’t matter if she could or couldn’t kill Kilgrave. The bottom line was that she 
wouldnt. 


I have to make amends. I have to apologize to him. Fuck. There’s no other way this is 
going to work. 


It’s probably time for me to call Trish again. She deserves to know that I’m not coming 
home... maybe not for a long time. Because I’m not going to make the same mistake I made 
last time. This time, I have to stay with him. 


Author’s note: 
Awww. Isn’t it sweet that Ruby is helping Kilgrave heal? What a lovely woman. LOL 
If only Jessica had come to that conclusion a little earlier... 


Things are probably gonna get tense now! The fun never stops! Despite my regularly cruel 
writing, [LOVE YOU ALL! 


P.S. “Isn’t that a shitty thing to do?” — Sound familiar? 


260 


37. Self-Control 


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Self-Control 

Day Seventy-Four: 

Something had gone horribly wrong. 

Whatever happened in the past 24 hours flipped the whole situation upside down. 


Kilgrave said the rules at exactly the same time he always did, but he was different. He 
wasn’t hollow and blank, he was detestful. Not in a blatant, describable way. It was just the 
way he presented himself... When he’s done giving orders, he gives Jessica a look that she’s 
never seen from him before. It was a look of... despise. 


*****F arlier this moming***** 
“You should just make her kill herself...” 


Kilgrave gives Ruby a sideways glance. His feelings for Jessica hadn’t changed as much as 
he hoped they would. He still loved her. But he wanted to hate her... he wanted to love 
Ruby... 


Nevertheless, he says nothing to the suggestion, which causes Ruby to giggle. Ever since 
yesterday, she was absolutely glowing with felicity. She had heard the words she waited so 
long to hear from him and nothing was going to ruin this mood of hers. 


“Well, what else are we supposed to do with her?” She curls up next to him, resting her 
head against his bare chest. 


The situation didn’t amuse him like it seemed to amuse her, but he pulls her closer anyway 
with a sigh. “I don’t know yet.” 


“So what, you’ll just give her the rules like you always do?” 
“For now, yes.” 


She frowns. “For how long?” If he really did love her back, Jessica was simply a nuisance 
to their budding relationship. 


“Ruby.” Instead of saying ‘I don’t know,’ again, he growls slightly, immediately getting 
her to stop asking questions. Clearly, he didn’t have it all figured out like he should have, but 
he needed time. To process it all and make his emotions obey his head. Only then would he be 
able to make an official decision on how to proceed with the rest of his life. 


After reciting to Jessica, he heads for the bathroom. But she couldn’t let this go on any 
longer. 
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“Kilgrave...” She stands up from the couch and follows after him, mentally preparing for 
the apology she had to give. 


And yet, he doesn’t even turn around to look at her. “What?” He snaps, stopping just 
before he reaches the bathroom. 


His harsh response only makes her guilt feel colder than before. “Listen... can we talk? 
Please...” It took a profound effort for her to add the ‘please’, but she was almost certain that 
it would get him to agree to sit down with her. 


Still, with his back turned, he inhales to answer, although he never gets it out. 


“Will you wait for me in the shower?” Ruby interjects quietly, emerging from the bedroom 
to stand in front of him, purposely stealing his attention. 


This works, all too easily. “Yes,” he whispers to her and meets her lips for a quick kiss as 
she goes up on her toes. 


“Thanks, baby.” She whispers back with her hand on his chest and her breath still on his 
lips. “I’ll be there in a second.” 


Just like that, he dismisses the entire thought of Jessica and leaves them, closing the door 
behind him. 


Ruby puts her hand against the wall and leans her weight against it, as if she were creating 
a barrier between Kilgrave and her adversary. Seeing Jessica’s dismayed expression makes 
her smirk. “Oh please. Stop looking so dumbfounded. It’s not a good look on you, Jessica. 
This is your fault. Not that I’m upset by it.” 


The urge to strangle the life out of her had never been so strong, and the fact that Jessica 
was free made it that much harder to resist. “You really wanna stoop that low?! Abusing his 
emotions when he has his guard down. How original of you.” 


She laughs. “Wow. You want to lecture me about ‘abusing his emotions’?! I am helping 
him heal after what you put him through! He was shattered after your little outburst. You said 
you didn’t care so why are you pretending to give a shit now?! Too little, too fake, too late.” 


There was no way to defend her actions from the other night. If she claimed she was lying, 
she would have to confess to her freedom. It frustrated her more than anything. “You need to 
stay out of my business with Kilgrave.” 


“Yeah?! Or what? What are you going to do if I don’t?! Absolutely. Nothing.” Grinning 
with pride, she stands up straight, crossing her arms. “Besides, even if you did care, it’s not 
like you have a chance of convincing him to do anything for you anymore. He’s moved on.” 


“What the fuck is that supposed to mean?” 
Ruby had been waiting to bring this up. “Yesterday, he told me he loved me.” 


Jessica stops and just looks at her, as if she were trying to decide if this was a lie or not. 
“Bullshit...” 


“Is it? I would tell you to ask him yourself, but it’s not like he’s gonna talk to you 
anyway.” 
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Did he really say that to her?! No... if he did, he didn’t mean it. He couldn’t mean it. 


“Please, Victoria. He’s obviously saying that out of spite. Don’t act like you even have a 
chance at —” 


“No.” Ruby snaps and steps towards her. ‘You don’t act like you have a chance. I don’t 
know what you're tryna gain here, but whatever it is, you’re not going to get it. He’s sick of 
you, just as much as I am. It’s only a matter of time before he’s ready to shove you off to your 
death. I’m sure of it. So I suggest you choose your next actions very wisely.’ As she finishes 
out, she has the nerve to push her index finger against Jessica’s chest. “Because if I were you, 
I would be begging him to spare my life right about now.” 


The burning ferocity in her eyes was clear, but Ruby was confident about her safety, so she 
just smiles deviously. 


She holds her finger there for a moment before she spins and turns around. “Anyway. He’s 
waiting for me, so I better get in there, right?” Giggling, she trots to the bathroom door. “I 
guess I’ll see you around!” With one last glance, she disappears. 


Jessica’s self-control around Ruby was beginning to wear thin. 


Victor was kind enough to give Jessica her own room to sit in, where she could have some 
privacy. 


After her hellish morning, she didn’t feel prepared to make this phone call, but she knew 
she had to. 


“Okay. Before you start yelling at me —” 


“What the hell, Jess?! It’s been practically a week! You could’ve been dead for all I’ve 
known!” 


She was excruciatingly loud, so Jessica has to move the phone away from her ear. “Christ! 
Can you please —” 


“Honestly! You couldnt be bothered to call me once?! Text me?! Something?!” 


“Point taken! Now can you stop shouting before my eardrums start bleeding?! I’ve already 
had a shitty morning!” When Trish finally takes a breath, she wearily continues. “Thank you. 
Will you just hear what I have to say, without going crazy?” 


“That depends on what you have to say.” Trish snaps. 


Jessica sighs and leans back in her chair. There was really no way to put this gently. “I’m 
not coming home.” 


There’s silence. Which was worse than anything else. 
“Trish...” 
“I’m sorry. I thought I heard you say you’re not coming home.” Yeah, she was pissed. 


“T can’t. And you know why I can’t.” 
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“Have you lost your fucking mind?!” 
“Look, I know you might —” 


“No, you don’t know. Did you even think this through?! You’ll stay with him, and then 
what?! Teach him to be ‘better’?! For how long?! Will you ever decide that he can live on his 
own? What if that day never comes? You’re gonna spend the rest of your life babysitting a 
psychopath...” 


It was definitely like Trish to think so far into the future, while Jessica tried to take it one 
day at a time. “T’ll just... P’ll figure it out as I go along. I can’t keep running, and I can’t kill 
him. That doesn’t leave me very many options.” Before she can be interrupted, she continues, 
“IT know what I’m committing to, okay? I can handle it. Him. If he can’t control me, I’m 
perfectly safe, and... maybe I won’t have to stay as long as you think. But I have to at least 
try to make him... different.” 


“Of course you can handle it! I have no doubt that you’re capable! You think that’s what 
I’m mad about?!” 


Jessica pauses, narrowing her eyes to think. Was this a trick question? “Is that what you’re 
mad about?” 


“You honestly don’t get it!” She laughs bitterly before the broken tenderness in her voice 
returns like it did the last time they spoke. “Do you know how selfish you’re being right 
now?” 


“Selfish?! This is the least selfish thing I’ve ever done! I’m the one giving up my life to 
protect the world from him!” 


But that wasn’t remotely what she was referring to. “Did you ever think... did it even occur 
to you, that maybe we need you here?” 


No. It hadn’t occurred to her. And she can feel her heart drop when she hears it. Her 
response purposely avoids the true meaning of the question. “New York will be fine without 
me...” 


Trish knew this evasive tactic all too well, so she’s harsher and more specific in saying, 
“What if I need you here?” 


Closing her eyes, she inhales sharply. Even though she wished she wouldn’t have to say it, 
it was inevitable. There was no way Trish would be able to get this on her own. “You’re better 
off without me.” 


Jessica can practically hear her teeth grind through the phone. “You have no idea what 
you’re talking about.” 


“Yes, I do. I’ll just cause more trouble for you if I come back. It’s better this way...” 


“Are you kidding?! After all this time, you still think I don’t need you?! You think... you 
think I don’t love you?!” Her anger melts into the sound of disappointment. 


“No... I know you do... that’s why it’s better this way...” It had come to the point once 
again where there was nothing left to say, and it hurt to keep talking. “I have to go now...” 
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“No! You will not hang up on me this time! We need to talk about this.” 
“T’ll umm.... I promise I’ll talk to you at least once a week. Alright? That seems fair.” 
“Goddammit, Jessica! Will you listen to me for once?!” 


She couldn’t afford to listen. Because if Trish started making sense, it would only confuse 
her more. She needed to stay dedicated to this decision. “Bye.” Abruptly ending the call, she 
buries her face in her hands. 


‘What if I need you here?’ 


“Keep it together,” Jessica mutters to herself before sliding her phone back into her pocket, 
standing up. 


One thing at a time. 


When she exits the room and returns to the main sitting area, she does her best to smile 
back at Victor. She more than appreciated the fact that he opened up his home to her as a 
resting place. And that’s all she planned to do today, since they hadn’t planned anything 
medical. 


Therefore, she’s surprised when he says, “A-are you r-ready?” 

“Ready for what?” 

“Y-your injection-n.” He states casually. 

“Wait, what?” Surely he couldn’t be talking about the injection. 

Now he blinks at her. ““T-the permanent c-cure.” 

He said he was close a few days ago, but she had no idea he was this close. 
“You finished it?!” 


“Hmm... y-yes.” Peering up at the clock, he concludes, “T-two hours a-and f-fourteen 
minutes a-ago.” 


Her mouth opens as she gapes at him. Wow, this was actually happening. This pivotal 
moment in her life that just snuck up on her. 


Although she wished for some time to mentally prepare herself, she nods at him. “Uhh, 
yeah. I guess I’m ready.” Snapping herself out of it, she takes off her jacket and sits on the 
table in front of him. 


“G-good.” He beams, excited for her. 


This time, she watches his procedure closely. First, he looks at the blood sample under his 
microscope one last time before moving on. There was a fairly large beaker of liquid sitting 
on a heating pad, that he carefully picks up and moves to the table. 


As he unwraps a fresh syringe, Jessica asks quietly, “And you’re positive this will work?” 
“O-one hundred p-percent.” 


His confidence made the world of difference to her so she manages to relax. 
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While she waits for him to be ready, she takes her phone back out. If this was the real deal, 
things were about to start moving very quickly. She needed to prepare for what was to come 
next. 


{I’m coming back to the hotel in 30 minutes. Send Ruby out. We need to talk — J} — 
6:08pm. 

He didn’t respond immediately, like he usually would, making her frown. But Victor takes 
her attention again. 


“T-this h-has to b-be able t-to cover t-the majority-y of your b-blood cells, s-so I’m going- 
g to have t-to give y-you four s-shots. T-two in y-your arms, t-two in y-your thighs.” 


“Oh.” She mutters, thinking on that idea. “So... do I have to take off my pants?” 
He looks up as if she startled him. “Y-your pants? N-no, n-no, just y-your jeans.” 


“Right... I said —” She stops to acknowledge the nearly invisible language barrier 
between them. Britain + pants = underwear. “Okay.” Shrugging, she stands up and pulls her 
jeans down below her knees. If Victor wasn’t... Victor, the situation would be uncomfortable. 
But he acted just as he normally would, and treats it casually as she sits back down. 


Her phone vibrates. {Fuck off — K} — 6:11pm. 


Jessica scoffs when she looks at it. Kilgrave was upset, but he wouldn’t be that blunt about 
it. {Yeah, hi Ruby. Mind your own fucking business and stop reading over his shoulder — J} 
— 6:12pm. 


“S-side effects-s,” Victor begins again, making her look up. 
“Yeah, I got the whole sex drive thing... we don’t really need to go over that again.” 


“N-no, I-I have to t-tell you.” He says sternly, forcing her to make eye contact. “B-because 
once I-I i-inject you, i-it can’t b-be undone.” 

Now she was fully attentive. “Okay, what is it?” 

“B-before, t-the pill p-passed though y-your digestive-ve system and I-I told you t-that was 
t-the cause of y-you |-libido increase. B-but I b-believe I miss c-calculated. T-the substance i- 
itself has a-an a-arousal component i-in i-its make-up.” He pauses and scratches his head, 
trying to figure out the easiest way for her to understand. “T-the drug is v-very energetic, w- 
which is good-d to f-fight the v-virus, b-but i-it also st-stimulates physical |-lust. A-at the 


amount y-you are t-taking now, i-it shouldn’t b-be a problem-m. B-but these i-injections are 
h-highly concentrated.” 


Jessica bites her tongue, not liking where this was going. “How bad will it be?” 


“J-in about a-a week, i-it will l-level out t-to where i-it is now. B-but from th-this point o- 
on, i-it won’t go any-y lower.” 


She could probably live with this. It was manageable. “I’m okay with that.” She mutters 
before glancing at her phone. 


{I have nothing to say to you — K} — 6:15pm. 
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Ah. That was Kilgrave. {Then I’ll do all the talking. Just be there. — J} — 6:15pm. {NO 
RUBY — J} — 6:15pm. 


When Jessica lifts her head back up, her eyes widen, only now fully processing what 
Victor said. “Wait, wait... you said in about a week it levels out?!” 


He shrugs. “G-give or t-take a f-few days.” 
“What happens before that?!” 


“Q-oh. T-the first couple o-of days a-are going t-to be i-intense. S-self-control o-over your 
desires w-will be v-virtually non-existent. H-however, y-you are strong w-willed so I-I think 
y-you’ll have n-no trouble c-containing y-yourself.” 


“Yeah. It should be fine.” She mumbles, refusing to mention the fact that she already got 
carried away once at this level. 


But this was her freedom. And the side effects could be much worse. Besides, there was no 
way in hell she would make the same mistake twice. Jessica is strong-willed and now was just 
the time to prove it. 


Victor smiles at her, before he shuffles over to the preset beaker and draws the turquoise 
liquid into the syringe. “I-it might be a-a |-little warm.” He says before taking her first arm. 


It was warm. Yet nowhere near what it felt like when they were testing the first cure. It felt 
cleansing. Like it was flushing out her system. And with each injection, she felt better. At a 
physical peak, almost like a high. It was extremely refreshing. 


“H-how does that f-feel?” He asks after all four are done and she pulls she jeans back up. 


Letting it settle in, she slowly smiles at him. “It feels good. It feels... great.” When she 
sees the relief on his face, she quietly wraps her arms around him and pulls him into an 
embrace. “Thank you, Victor. You have no idea what you’ve done for me.” 


“Uhh...” Blush floods his cheeks as he carefully hugs her back. “Y-you’re welcome, J- 
Jessica.” 


As she holds him there, her phone goes off in her pocket. 
{If I meet you, you better have something to say that is worth hearing. — K} — 6:23pm. 
And so it began. 


Because little did he know, their next meeting would change the rest of his life. 


Author’s note: 


No comment ;D 
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38. Turning the Tables 


(Still) Day Seventy-Four: 


“Can we sit down?” Jessica asks quietly when she enters the hotel room, looking at 
Kilgrave in the kitchen. 


He doesn’t look at her or stop what he’s doing when he responds. “No. I’d rather not.” 


She refrains from growling and just rolls her eyes since he wasn’t looking. “Fine.” Before 
she says anything else, she glances around to make sure they were truly alone. “Where’s 
Ruby?” 


Preparing himself a cup of tea, he states blandly, “She’s in a room across the hall. I told her 
not to go far because I plan to make this a short conversation.” When he actually lifts his 
head, it’s shallow as if he was looking through her. 


“T beg to differ.” Watching him sip his tea and lean against the counter, she swallows her 
pride. “I have a lot to say.” 


“Like what?” His glare is unforgiving. 
“T’ll start by saying... I’m sorry.” 
It was naive of her to think that that would change anything because he scoffs at her. 


“Really? That’s your grand opening statement? And what? I’m supposed to believe you and 
say that everything’s better?” 


“T’m making an effort, alright?!” She tries not to snap at his condescending attitude. “And 
I am being sincere. But the main reason I wanted to talk, is because I think we need to leave 
London.” 


It was the most logical thing she could think to do. Despite all her thoughts about beating 
the shit out of Ruby, she didn’t want to kill anyone. One of the reasons why Kilgrave was still 
alive. And even if she wanted to, Kilgrave would never forgive her for that, and there would 
be no point in trying to move forward with him. She needed to get him to leave her willingly, 
and that wouldn’t be an easy task. 


He gives her an annoyed expression. “There is no ‘we’, Jessica. As you so passionately 
reminded me.” 


“You have to hear me out. —” 


“T don’t have to do anything you say! Do you realize how insane you’ve been acting?! 
How can I ever accept such a hollow apology? We both know you don’t mean it.” 


How was she going to tell him this? She needed to break the news that some of what she 
said was a lie and therefore, admit to her immunity. 
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While she thinks, he goes on. “The only reason you’re still here is because I don’t know 
what to do with you. I can’t just let you go. But I don’t want you here either.” 


“Seriously? So now what? You’re gonna live your life running around with Ruby?” 


“That’s exactly what I plan to do. I’ve given up on you, just as you’ve given up on me. 
That is what you wanted, right?” His words are sharp and bitter. 


“Yes... no! Maybe... I don’t know. But not anymore...” She takes her jacket off and runs 
her hands through her hair, stressfully trying to stay calm. 


“T don’t know what the hell is making you so bipolar, but I’m tired of it. And I’m tired of 
trying to be someone else for you, when you don’t even care!” Even though he raises his 
voice, his body stays relaxed, drinking casually. 


“T get it, okay?! And I’m. Sorry. But that’s your big plan?! You find a way to get rid of me, 
so you and the bitch can run around and start killing people again?! Just because you think I 
don’t care about you?!” 


“No. Because I know you don’t care about me. Change is pointless now.” 
Shit. She was losing him. He was slipping back into his old ways, completely. 


“Kilgrave.” She tries to say softly, but it comes out in a stern way. “We need to leave. I 
promise I’1l explain later, but —” 


“Why?! Why do we need to leave?! The only reason you want to leave is to drag me away 
from Ruby!” She just stares at him, so he laughs out of pity. “Oh, Jessica. If only you 
understood. I. Love. Her.” When he says this, he puts down his teacup and stands up straight. 


Hearing that from him was worse than hearing it from Ruby. “You don’t mean that...” 
Jessica mutters, unable to tell if he really did or not. 


He laughs again. “How could you possibly know that?! She understands me. In a way you 
never could. I don’t even know why I bothered with you.” 


This angered her for more than one reason. “Ruby doesn’t understand you, she 
manipulates you!” 


“You’re wrong.” He states in a quiet but harsh tone. 


Lowering her head, she grumbles, more to herself than him. Forget talking about Ruby. 
Change the focus. 


“Listen. I want to leave to get a fresh start... with you. And then... you know... maybe we 
could do the hero thing... together.” 


This gets him to stare at her. “Why?!” 


“So I can teach you!” She takes a few steps closer so they’re both in the kitchen, face to 
face. 


But the blank look slowly fades back into a bothered gaze. “It’s a bit late for that. What’s 
the point?” 


“The point is, you’ll be helping people!” It was hard for her to keep from yelling. 
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“Not that that would get you to care about me.” 


She balls her fists. “You have to be good because you want to be! Not just for your own 
personal gain!” 


Despite her yelling, he stays with a solemn tone. “Less than two days ago, you told me I 
was irredeemable. Why the sudden change in attitude?!” 


Her mouth opens before she thinks. “I was lying!” 
“What?” 


No no no. Now’s not the time. I have to get him away from Ruby before he freaks out about 
this. Then I’ll have to deal with her too. 


“Nothing. Forget it.” She talks quickly in hopes that she could just mull over it. “You just 
have to want it. Prove me wrong! I want you to prove me wrong!” 


It looked like she was starting to get to him, but he continues by shaking his head. “This is 
who I am. It’s always been who I am, and it’s not going to change.” 


“I’m going to help you change!” 


“Even if I did want to run off and rescue people with you, I wouldn’t.” He’s quick to 
answer her unspoken question. “It doesn’t matter. I’m not leaving Ruby.” 


And there they were again. Back at square one. 
With her silence, he sighs and walks past her. 
“Where are you going?!” 


“To get Ruby.” Just as he reaches the door and opens it, Jessica runs over and slams it back 
shut. 


“No.” She states, keeping one hand on the door so there was no way he could leave. 
“We're not done here.” 


“Jessica.” He growls back, telling her to move with his expression. 
“No! I’m not letting you leave! Not until you’re honest with me!” 


“T am being honest!” Looking her dead in the eye, his veins start to pulse. He was more 
hung up on proving his point now than he was with his original goal. 


“You’re not! Tell me why you won’t leave her! And don’t give me that bullshit about 
loving her. The truth.” 


“She understands me!” He snaps. 
“Wrong answer. Try again.” Jessica’s tone is just as sharp as his. 


Frustrated, he turns away from her and marches off to the bedroom. There was no point in 
ordering her to move, and he figured he could just text Ruby to come back anyway. 


“What am I not understanding?! You went from zero to one hundred with her!” She 
follows close behind, and when she sees him retrieving his phone from the nightstand, it 
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flares her temper. “Will you fucking listen to me?!” She snatches it from his hands and chucks 
it across the room. It puts a hole in the wall. 


He’s utterly startled that she would even have the nerve to do something like that, and it’s 
clear that he’s more surprised than outraged. 


But she keeps talking. “All of a sudden you love her?! Before, she was only here as your 
little side hoe, because you couldn’t have me...” Her sentence begins to trail off, until she’s 
silent. 


Of course. How did I miss this? I told him to keep Ruby around for this exact same reason! 


I have to think this through. If I confess to my freedom, or better yet, just drag his ass out 
of here, how would we move forward? We certainly wouldn’t be on good terms. He would 
essentially be my prisoner. He would resent me... even more than he does now. So why would 
he even try to help people?! 


He’s a selfish bastard. He’ll only do this if something is in it for him. Therefore, I need him 
to stay interested. To want to be with me. That’s the only way he’ll cooperate. Fuck... I 
actually have to do this. 


“Sex? Is that what this is about?! Sex?!” Jessica gapes at him, already knowing the answer. 


“What the bloody hell is wrong with you?!” He shouts, currently still thinking on the fact 
that his mobile just went through the wall. 


“Forget the goddamn phone and answer me!” It was clear that he was very close to giving 
her an order, so she keeps going. “Is this about the sex?! Why you don’t want to leave with 
me...?” 


His emotions default to rage, rapidly. But he doesn’t give a verbal response and just 
clenches his teeth. It took quite a bit of digging, but it was clear now that Jessica got to the 
core of the situation. 


“My god, Kilgrave.” She sighs deeply, running her hands through her hair, roiled by what 
she was about to say. 


Although he’s quieter again, his tone is just as agitated. “I don’t expect you to —” 


“Shut up!” She snaps. ‘Just stop fucking talking.’ Her fists clench as she steps toward him. 
“Have sex with me.” This wasn’t a question. It was an order. 


“What?!” 


“You heard what I said!” She takes another step to him until there’s almost no space 
separating them. If she got him to comply, the chances that he would leave Ruby would 
practically be one hundred percent. 


His mouth hangs open as he gawks at her. “Are you joking?!” 


“Does it sound like I’m joking?!” Barking at him, she grabs the front of his shirt and 
brings him in closer. This time, she decisively breathes against his lips. “Fuck me.” 


Automatically, the rise and fall of his chest quickens and he inhales her scent, practically 
hypnotized just by her closeness, and the way she spoke. But within seconds, he blinks as if 
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coming out of a daze, taking a large step back, prying her hands from his clothes. “No...” He 
mutters, trying to think straight. 


This time, Jessica was the one taken aback. “Excuse me?!” 


Hearing her say that only re-ignites his wrath. “I said no, Jessica!” Before she can get 
another word in, he shouts, “I’m not gonna be a part of your little game anymore! I’m not 
gonna have sex with you, just so you can try and take me away from Ruby!” 


This was far from expected. He was refusing her, and her disbelief is obvious by her 
expression. “Seriously?!” 


“You can’t keep toying with me like this! You don’t... you don’t even want me! You’re 
just using me!” 


It felt like her head was going to explode. She tries to make a gesture of good faith, and 
this is what she gets?! “So the one time I actually give you my true consent, you say no?!” 


“Why the hell would I say yes?!” 


But she wasn’t going to let this go. The idea of it was eating her alive. “The one. Fucking. 
Time. You have my permission, you say no?! Do you see how fucked up that is?!” In the 
middle of her sentence, she violently kicks the plush chair by the bed, which seamlessly 
cracks in half. 


This annoys him more than it intimidates him. “Just stop.” He sighs and rolls his eyes 
simultaneously. “Stay here while I go get Ruby. I’ll deal with you later.” 


When he tries to walk past her, she grabs the front of his shirt and jerks him back, before 
practically throwing him across the room. His back hits the wall, hard. And she loses it. 


There was no civil approach anymore. She tried to make it work. She tried to give him 
exactly what he wanted, and he turned her down. It was enough to send her over the edge. 


“You want to rape me, over and over again, hundreds of fucking times, and now when it’s 
consensual, you’re suddenly not interested?!” She yells before she thunders towards him. 


Kilgrave was a deer in highlights. She disobeyed him. Stunned was an understatement. 


“You piece of shit.” Growling she puts her hand against his chest and keeps him pressed to 
the wall, making him wince. “Do you even know what it’s like to be forced into something?!” 
At this point, she had little to no control over her actions. Everything that she was about to do 
was just her pissed off subconscious, fueled by the intense desire brought on by the cure. 


She kisses him aggressively, barely giving him a chance to breathe, only to bark at him. 
“Of course you don’t fucking know. Well, you’re about to.” In one motion, she rips his shirt 
off his chest, its shreds loosely hanging from his shoulders. 


He was mortified, for reasons beyond the obvious. What was happening?! When his lips 
aren’t being attacked, he panics, trying to push her off of him. “Jessica, stop!” 


But she was immovable and hearing him try to give her a command just causes her to grin, 
deviously. “Good try, asshole.” Leaning into him, she kisses his lips again before moving 
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down the side of his neck, where she hungrily bites at his skin. “You can’t control me 
anymore.” She mutters, her hips rubbing his. 


He whines, weakly pulling at her shirt, as if this would get her to move away from him. 
Feeling the grind of her body, his heart pounds, and his breathing hitches. “Wait... wait. 
Stop... I don’t understand...” 


“T don’t give a shit.” She snaps, pulling her own shirt off, only to get him to stop tugging at 
it. ‘I want you to know what it’s like to be powerless. To not have an option in compliance.’ 
Thrusting into him, she ominously whispers against his neck between gasps, “I want you to 
feel what it’s like to be me.” 


His noises get slightly louder and more frantic, still hopelessly trying to separate their 
bodies. Everything was happening so fast. He couldn’t think. He could barely breathe. And he 
sure as hell couldn’t comprehend. She was free. She wasn’t stopping. She was going to fuck 
him?! 


Turning his head, he attempts to get a breath in. “Stop... please...” 


This makes her laugh, her hands already unbuckling his belt. “Begging? That never 
worked for me, why would it work for you?!” 


Aroused, livid, and impatient, she grabs the front of his pants and takes him away from the 
wall, shoving him down onto the bed. In an instant, she mounts him, keeping her hand on his 
chest to hold him down. 


“You're going to enjoy this.” She growls, repeating words that he had said to her so many 
times in the past. This was a deliberate act of humiliation, completely serious about making 
him experience her own torment. “Now say it.” 


Nervously, he squirms under her, still hoping to escape whatever was happening. 
“Jessica...” he stammers, “you have to stop...” 


Wrong answer. 


“T said, say it!” She yells and draws her hand back, slapping him across the face. It didn’t 
knock out his teeth, but it left a distinct red mark on his cheek. 


“J-I’m going to enjoy this.” He quickly whimpers, staring back at her in a state of pain and 
alarm. Although his body was evidently betraying him and sending mixed signals. 


Feeling his erection through his pants, she smirks, teasing him when she says, “Good boy.” 


Her eyes flash as she tears open her jeans and takes off her panties, shredding his boxers 
next. 


When his cock springs free and she sees the pre-come dripping from his tip, her tongue 
traces over her lips. Mocking him, she purrs, “Ooh. You want it today, don’t you?” Teasingly, 
she runs her thumb over his wetness, before she licks her hand and slides her fist down his 
length, forcing a deep moan to escape his mouth. 


“Oh... god...” Already panting, he involuntarily pushes his hips up. 
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Without any notice or warning, she lifts her hips and forces his length inside her. There 
was no easing into it. She didn’t know how to be gentle. Especially in this moment. The last 
person she fucked was Luke, and the man was literally unbreakable. Kilgrave, however, was 
very breakable, and she possibly just cracked his pelvis. 


He couldn’t gather enough air in his lungs to cry out, even as he inhaled sharply, while she 
lets out a long, exaggerated groan of satisfaction. It was a feeling she had been desperate for 
all week, and unknowingly dying for in the past hour. And goddamn, it felt good. 


Before he can touch her, she grabs his wrists and pins his arms above his head, making 
him truly inferior to her. 


She smirks as she leans over him, fiercely tasting his lips again, tugging at his bottom lip 
with her teeth. When her hips start to rock, fast and reckless, he’s engulfed in the horribly 
rousing movement. His attempt to free his wrists was futile and his struggling only makes her 
grasp tighten. 


The moment she turns her head to nuzzle her face in the crook of his neck, he gasps, 
defenselessly moving to her rhythm. “Jessica...” He pleads, unable to find the right words to 
express what he was feeling, or what he wanted. The balance between the pain and pleasure 
was incredibly close, and the chaos of it all didn’t help bring any clarity. 


She moans in his ear, trying to shut him up. “Ah ah ah. Stay quiet for me, darling...” 


The sound of her voice nearly causes him to tremble, screwing his eyes shut. “Please...” 
He can’t stop it from coming out of his mouth. 


In response, she intensifies her thrusts and the bed creaks because of it. “Please? Please, 
what?” Every time he whined was simply encouragement for her cruelty. “What do you want 
me to do? Do you want me to stop?” Her question is met with an inaudible murmur. Intending 
on dragging out his agony, she moves up and down, pumping him in and out of her rapidly, 
perfectly overstimulating him. 


It was easy to bring him to the edge of his climax, just as she brought herself to hers. The 
feeling of him getting ready to release was incredibly familiar to her, and just as he starts 
unraveling, she stops. Totally and completely, stops moving. 


She was depriving herself of what she wanted as well, but torturing him was well worth it. 


This causes him to anxiously open his eyes and gaze at her. Orgasm denial was the 
equivalent of hell for him. “What?! N-no...” He stutters, instantly searching for a way to 
finish on his own by shifting under her. 


Grinning, she uses one of her hands to keep his wrists down and frees the other hand to 
push down on his hips so he can’t gain any friction by himself. “Aww, I thought you wanted 
me to stop...” 


“No... I—” Since he couldn’t move at all now, he falls into a state of distress, practically 
hyperventilating. 


“You want it?” Knowing the answer, she leans back over him, brushing her lips against 
his, the stubble on his face just barely grazing her. Longingly, he tries to sit up and kiss her, 


274 


but she pulls back again, enjoying herself too much. “Beg me for it... beg me to make you 
come.” 


He was so in need that she didn’t even have to repeat herself. “Please Jessica...” At this 
point, he couldn’t stop from feebly quivering. “... please keep going...” 


This was all she wanted. Him to be desperate and pathetic under her will. Broken, the 
same way he made her. It was beyond gratifying, never mind the fact that she got to use him 
as her personal sex toy. 


Hearing what she needed to hear, she smiles triumphantly and lets up on his hips, allowing 
him some movement. Still, he failed to match the intensity of her thrusts when she starts up 
again and is only left to lie under her unforgiving grind. To keep him hushed, she opens his 
mouth with her tongue, muffling his uproar to nothing but faint whimpers. 


He writhes as she accelerates and makes every movement sharper and more invigorated. 
The bed groans just as loudly as either of them, a tight feeling coming to their stomachs. The 
walls of her pussy seem to constrict around him, the approaching orgasm making the air thick 
with the smell of sex. 


When it hits, it hits them both, hard, drastically changing the dynamic of their motions. 
Riding it out, Jessica finally pulls back from the kiss and lays her head on his shoulder, 
gasping. “Fuck, yes...” She purrs against his skin, letting go just after him. 


Her name is whimpered on repeat as his warm come fills her and drips down onto the 
sheets. The fluid sticks between their legs and their hips buck to a gradual stop. 


The instant it ends, Kilgrave goes limp under her, every ounce of his energy, completely 
drained. His body from the waist down was almost numb from the way she rode him, so 
mercilessly. All of his focus was just spent on breathing, seeing as he could barely wheeze 
enough to gather any oxygen. 


Jessica steadily lets go of his wrists and leaves her head against him, her eyes closing as 
she too tries to regain control of her breath. The moment lived up to the sensation she was 
going for, but it took just as much out of her as it did him, if not more. With her stamina 
depleted, she finally whimpers and lets her weight fall over him. 


She hadn’t been thinking clearly, and she refused to face reality now and intake the 
magnitude of her actions or the consequences that were to follow. Instead, she holds her 
position on top before rolling onto the bed next to him. Immediately following, he hisses a 
barely audible wince through his teeth, the loss of contact happening too quickly for his over 
sensitive member. 


There are no words spoken or eye contact made as the pair settles on the sheets. In fact, the 
last thing that both of them hear is the others short-winded breathing. 


The last thing Jessica feels is Kilgrave’s arm ghosting over her waist as he curls up against 
her, weakly embracing her, even after the psychotic events that had just occurred. 


Neither of them knew it, but fatigue was causing the dizziness in their heads, and less than 
minutes later, they pass out together in bed. 
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Author’s note: 
It probably would have been too obvious if I named this chapter Hatefuck, right? :D 


Well, when I tell you that I’ve been waiting to write this chapter for like two months, I 
mean literally, JUST WAITING AND DREAMING, because this is such a pivotal moment in 
the story, and when I thought of it, I fell in love with the idea. This is probably one of my 
favorite scenes. 


I struggled a bit tryna get the dialogue to fit, cuz I had to get here somehow. But I think it 
worked out nicely! Jessica has a point, considering Kilgrave really wouldn’t try to be a hero if 
there wasn’t something in it for him. 


Many thanks to Deyo for talking through this with me and the constant wonderful ideas he 
has. I’ve been keeping all these plot points to myself for so long, it gets lonely! Lol. But he’s 
a great help. I must continue to give credit where credit it due! 


And actually, we’ve been toying with the idea of a teaser chapter, which I also love. It’s 
probably gonna be less than 1,000 words and just a quick set up for what’s to come! Don’t 
worry, it’ll be out in a few days, so it’s not unbearable to wait for! 


LOVE YOU ALL! I can’t wait to hear the reviews on this one! 
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39. The Haze of Sleep (Teaser) 


Author’s note: 


Ugh. The site has been acting crazy the past few days and it’s annoying! Hopefully there 
will be no more problems from now on... 


So this little teaser was really just Deyo and I, dickin’ around, playing with the situation a 
bit :D 


The only serious thing you have to pay attention to is the ending. 


Enjoy! 


(Still) Day Seventy-Four: 


Neither of them were really fully awake, simply because neither of them wanted to be. The 
fact of the matter was, the moment their minds started racing, all hell would break loose. 
Confusion, arguments, embarrassment, and anger were all waiting for them to regain 
consciousness. 


Only a few hours had passed, so they were both still wet from the events that transpired. It 
wasn’t very comfortable. Nevertheless, Jessica groans as she feels Kilgrave laying up against 
her. 


His arm was gently draped over her and his legs seemed to have tangled around hers, 
locking her in place. Kilgrave was more sedated than her, but the haze of sleep kept her in a 
semi-relaxed state. Heat radiated from him and she becomes slightly more aware of their 
naked lower halves. Her eyes stay closed as she pushes back on him, sleepily trying to move 
away. 


But her shifting just makes him cling to her tighter. His hand that previously rested on her 
waist slides up her torso and lands between her breasts. It’s obvious now what he’s dreaming 
about as she feels him beginning to press himself against her backside. She tries to shift again 
but the angling was all wrong and it continues to encourage him. 


He mutters something inaudible, and Jessica whines just feeling his breath on her neck. 
“Stop it...” She ends up whispering, weakly pushing his hand away. 


The words are lost in his dreams, and his hips rock in a lazy, uncoordinated motion. His 
hand slides back down, past her waist and between her legs. It forces an involuntary whimper 
from her lips, still flustered by this entirely unnatural longing for the touch of another human 
being. 


She gets ready to push him away completely, but the longer his hand stays there, the more 
lackadaisical she becomes. “Stop it...” She mutters again, although the words were an 
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automatic reaction and didn’t come from her actual logic. 


The intensity of what she did to him forced his motions to be ginger and slow because 
anything more would be too painful. Jessica’s breathing catches, and her moans are soft and 
languid. If reality didn’t feel so bent, she probably would have punched him in the gut and 
called him a pervert, but she’s already lost in the fogginess of it all. 


Even in his sleep, it was an event Kilgrave indulged in. Because somewhere in the back of 
his mind, he knew that this could very well be the last time that he ever gets to touch her like 
this. 


To her, this would just be another fucked up dream in the morning. Something her wild 
imagination created to keep her satisfied. As the night wore on, neither of them opened their 
eyes or verbally acknowledged anything that happened. 


eK THE HAZE OF SLEEP (TEASER)***** 


Day Seventy-Five: 


When Jessica actually woke up, she heard Kilgrave walking over to her side of the bed. 
But she wasn’t ready. She wasn’t ready to talk about this. She didn’t know what to say. She 
didn’t even know what to think. Processing her actions was going to take time. A lot of time. 
And even then, knowing how to move forward would be a more difficult task. 


Not wanting to look at him, she keeps her eyes shut and hides her face in her pillow, 
growling slightly, “Not now...” 


What she wasn’t expecting, was to be stabbed in the back. 
Not just betrayed. But literally stabbed in the back. 
The cold metal blade of the knife jolts her upright. 
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40. Judgement Day 


(Still) Day Seventy-Five: 


Luckily, the blade was more towards Jessica’s shoulder than her spine. Otherwise, it could 
have done serious nerve damage. 


The moment Jessica sits up, she winces and turns around to shove her assaulter backward. 
The sound of Ruby’s back hitting the wall wakes up Kilgrave. 


Another lucky thing was that even in her aggressive nature, Ruby wasn’t very strong, 
physically, and the knife was far from piercing her heart. Though, it didn’t make it hurt any 
less. 


“Jesus, fuck!” Jessica cries, feeling the tear of her flesh. Blood starts to gush as she twists 
to look at the knife still stuck in her muscles, her fists automatically clenching. 


It was just after midnight when Ruby walked in. Jealousy was a green-eyed monster, and 
in this case, it pushed her over the edge. Jessica and Kilgrave in bed together. His arm around 
her. It was Ruby’s worst nightmare. How could this happen?! She was so close to having him 
all to herself, and then this?! The rage of it all was too much to bear. 


The decision to get the knife from the kitchen was spontaneous, and she didn’t bother 
second guessing it. It was time. This had to be done. 


She was hoping for a clean shot but seeing that fail, she knew it would be difficult to get 
another in. When she stumbles away, she curses, her eyes shifting to Kilgrave momentarily. 
What was she going to say?! 


“Goddammit!” Her hand trembles as Jessica reaches behind herself and grabs the handle, 
trying to pull it out. But she stops, too worried that the bleeding would worsen because of it. 


Whatever happened in bed previously, seems to slip Kilgrave’s mind all together. His only 
reminder was the bruise on his cheek and his aching pelvis when he stands up. But other than 
that, nothing about Jessica’s freedom or the fact that they had sex was his concern right now. 
His brain was too busy processing the information right in front of him. Ruby. Stabbed. 
Jessica. 


First, he rushes to Jessica’s aid, clearly more frantic than anymore else in the room about 
the situation. “Are you okay?!” 


She scowls and moves away from him when he reaches out to her. “I can handle it... I’m 
fine.” She snaps, trying not to whimper. The thing that annoyed her the most was his 
nakedness, and she’s suddenly aware that the lower half of his body is also nude. Scrambling 
back onto the bed, she covers herself with a sheet, all while hoping not to pass out from the 
blood that she was losing. She makes eye contact with Ruby for a split second, but she needed 
to make sure she didn’t die before she dealt with the bitch that tried to kill her. 
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But the instant Kilgrave sees Ruby stand up straight through the corner of his eye, he barks 
at her, “Don’t move!” He doesn’t even look in her direction and just focuses back on Jessica, 
his panic still obvious. 


Before he can say anything else or reach out to her again, Jessica cuts in. “Don’t touch it! 
Just... leave it... it’s not that deep.” Her words are spoken through clenched teeth, and she 
honestly had no idea how deep it was or if she could get it out herself. 


Kilgrave starts, worried that it was worse than it appeared. “You’re sure you —” 


She interrupts him, not willing to argue over getting his help. “I’ve got it!” Desperately 
holding her tongue, she stands up slowly with the sheet around her waist. As she makes for 
the bathroom, she yells to him, referring to Ruby, “Deal with her!” 


Once the door was closed, and she finally had some time alone, she breathes in sharply, 
trying to think through this. 


Keeping part of the sheet around her body, she bunches it up and puts a ball of fabric 
between her teeth to bite down on. Her hand doesn’t stop shaking as she twists her arm, ready 
to wrench the blade from her skin. Her muscles scream in agony as she tries to grip the handle 
which was now slick with blood. The only way she was going to get it out was to pull it up 
and out. There was no physically possible way for her to pull it straight out from behind her. 
At this angle, she was going to tear through more of her flesh. The risk of damaging herself 
even more was too high. 


Pulling the sheet from her mouth, she curses before calling through the door, “Kilgrave! 
Get in here!” 


Within seconds, Kilgrave bursts in, (fortunately with some underpants on) and slams the 
door back shut. The fierce expression on his face immediately melts into deep-seated concern 
and sympathy for her. 


“Shit...” He mutters, his eyes wide, gawking at her wound. “What... do you need me to 


” 


“Get it out.” She growls quietly. “Quickly.” 


“What?!” The idea alarmed him. He was always willing to help Jessica’s physical needs, 
but doing it with his own hands?! 


“Pull. It. Out.” She was in no mood to be patient with him. 
“But... won’t that make it worse?!” 
“Get it out of me!” She nearly screams this time, clenching her fists. 


Nervously, he reaches up and grabs the handle, pausing when she flinches. He grimaces 
feeling the blood but ends up yanking it out in a fast swift motion, just as she instructed him 
to. 


Her teeth grind and she bangs against the counter, keeping her mouth shut so she doesn’t 
cry out. Kilgrave hurriedly drops the weapon in the sink, more anxious than ever. 


“How bad is it?! Should I get —” 
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“No.” She barks before he even finishes the question. “No doctors. Now get out.” 
“But ee 


Instead of hearing him, she opens the door on her own and shoves him out, closing and 
locking it behind him. Asking for his help was unpleasant enough. She didn’t need him 
hovering over her with that pitiful look on his face. 


Breathing heavily through her nose, she puts the sheet back in her mouth and turns her 
back to the mirror. It was hard to get a good look at it, but she could determine how deep it 
was by the amount of blood trailing down her back. She had worse injuries in the past. That 
didn’t make this one feel any better, however. 


She takes her left bra strap and rips it clean off as it was only getting in the way. Next, she 
gets a fresh washcloth and runs it under warm water, slowly pressing it to the wound. Her 
teeth clap down and her eyes screw shut, but she keeps it firm on her skin for a minute, 
knowing that this had to be done. When she takes it off, the washcloth is soaked and she 
drops it in the sink. 


This was going to have to be bandaged somehow, so she scours the cabinets for any type 
of gauze, or first aid kit. But the only thing she found was a small bottle of alcohol. It makes 
her roll her eyes. Nevertheless, she pops the cap off and carelessly dumps all its contents over 
her shoulder. Her fist slams down and dents the counter, as she can hear the sound of the 
injury sizzling. 


Once it settles, she starts to breathe again, realizing that she unintentionally held her 
breath. Since the worst of it was over, she pulls the ball from her mouth and lets go of the 
sheet completely, standing up straight to really look at herself in the mirror. 


It took her a solid minute for her to comprehend and feel the sticky mess between her legs. 
That was Kilgrave’s come. Suddenly, she’s overwhelmed with the desire to puke, feeling 
terribly sick. Not because of whose semen it was, but because of what she did. Victor was 
wrong to have so much faith in her. She lost control. Completely. Her body overpowered her. 


So much for strong-willed... 


The worst part of it all was that Kilgrave said stop. Multiple times. And she still fucked 
him. She had sex with someone who said no... isn’t there a word for that? 


Then there was Ruby. That psycho actually stabbed her in the back! Seeing her with 
Kilgrave finally drove her to show her true colors! 


So many emotions clouded her head. There was humiliation, anger, pain, frustration, 
embarrassment, and many more that were unidentifiable. All of them combined just... hurt. 
What was going to happen now? 


Her legs wobble as she contemplates falling to her knees and emptying the contents of her 
stomach into the toilet. But she chooses to stay standing. 


Keep it together. 


I have to go back out there eventually. And deal with both of them. They can’t see me 
acting weak. Think about everything else later. Forget the torment you’re feeling now. Ruby 
first. 
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How mad is Kilgrave about this? If he actually cared about Ruby, he couldn’ be that 
pissed, considering I’m not fatally injured, right? 


Thinking about it, her memory flashes back to the man that cat-called her in the street. 
Those were just words... and Ruby physically hurt me... 
SHIT! He’s gonna kill her! 


Suddenly in a rush, she uses the cloth to soak up what blood she can before tossing it 
aside, then reaches for a handful of toilet paper as an afterthought to catch the mess between 
her legs. Since there was nothing to properly wrap her shoulder in, she tears the sheet to 
shreds and uses its scraps as a makeshift bandage. The knot she had to tie over her shoulder 
and around her waist was incredibly tight, but she knew the pressure would be good to slow 
the bleeding. 


She stops herself from sprinting out in just a bra and half a sheet. Pants? Underwear?! She 
definitely wasn’t going out there this exposed. 


Desperately, she searches around the bathroom again for something... anything to wear, 
but she comes up empty. Well... except for a pair of Kilgrave’s boxers. Why they were laying 
around and if they had been recently worn was a mystery to her. However... there weren’t 
very many other options... 


Begrudgingly, she throws them on and charges out the door. When she arrives, Kilgrave is 
standing in front of Ruby, who’s kneeling before him. 


“What are you doing?” Jessica says a little quiet, taking a stance slightly between the two 
of them. 


It was clear by his expression that he was in no mood to be provoked. He was dark like he 
was the night they were walking together... except... worse. Was it possible for it to get 
worse?! What exactly is the maximum amount of anger for a human being to feel?! It had 
gone beyond simple rage, past the parental stage and into something different. Almost like he 
was enjoying how cruel he was about to be... 


“Don’t interfere.” He regards Jessica placidly, knowing she wasn’t on the verge of death. 


“Yeah, no. You forget that I’m not your puppet anymore.” She snaps now, trying to get him 
to look her in the eye. 


While it doesn’t get him to turn his head, Ruby looks up, her eyes wide with shock. A 
similar gaze that Kilgrave had yesterday when she shoved him against the wall. The 
‘Jessica’s-free?!’ look. 


Kilgrave’s muscles tense, annoyed by the reminder, and the fact that he still didn’t have an 
explanation. “You already know what I need to do, so leave.” 


Before Jessica responds, Ruby mutters, trying to re-explain what she said to him a moment 
ago. “I... I thought you loved me. And she was getting in the way! I was just trying to 
help...” Her sentence trails off when she sees that her words are making the situation worse. 


Jessica intervenes. “Kilgrave, you can’t kill her.” 
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He smirks malevolently as if she was making a joke. 
Therefore, she adds, “I’m serious.” 


The expression doesn’t leave his face. “I’m aware that you’re serious. But I’ve made up 
my mind. She tried to kill you.” He practically spits the words out. 


“Kilgrave...” She warns, watching him closely. If she had to, she would hold him down 
and cover his mouth. But for now, she just watches, not wanting to exert energy 
unnecessarily. 


Choosing to ignore her, he slowly crouches down in front of Ruby and cups her chin, 
forcing her head back up. Jessica stiffens. But he was being oddly gentle... suspiciously 
gentle. Looking into her big, wet eyes, he runs his thumb over her quivering lower lip. “You 
love me, don’t you Ruby?” He asks in a soft tone. 


His touch and his words make her feel unnaturally and entirely safe. Her eyes glisten with 
tears and despite initial hesitation, she leans into his hand. “Yes... yes, I love you.” 


“Good.” He mutters back, coming closer to her. Jessica furrows her eyebrows but doesn’t 
move to stop him when he begins kissing her. Long and passionate, his tongue rubbing hers. 


Maybe he would let her live?! Had he changed his mind?! It was Ruby’s only prayer... 


She couldn’t feel it at the time, but this wasn’t a kiss of forgiveness. It was a kiss identical 
to the way she kissed Tony, the last time she saw him alive... 


When he pulls away, he hums sweetly, and she allows a faint smile to come across her 
face. However, that smile quickly fades when he whispers against her lips, his tone 
increasingly demonic, “Beg me to let you live.” 


The tears instantly come flooding back to her eyes, and he stands back up, looking down at 
her without an ounce of pity. “Please Kilgrave. I don’t want to die. Please let me live. 
Please... I just... —” 


But he holds his hand up and cuts her off. This wasn’t good enough. It wasn’t enough to 
satisfy his severe need for her punishment. “No... actually, apologize to Jessica, and beg her 
for your life.” 


Ruby shifts on her knees and turns to face the woman she tried to kill, her eyes flowing 
like a faucet. “I’m so sorry, Jessica. I’m sorry I ever tried to hurt you. Please... I-I want to 
live. I’m sorry...” 


Sure, Jessica hated Ruby’s guts. But this?! It was almost too pathetic to watch. She goes on 
begging while Jessica turns to Kilgrave. “Great, now you’ve had your fun. Make her stop.” 


His eyes stay fixed on Ruby, but her raises his eyebrow. “What? You expect me to let her 
go?!” 


“No. I expect you to send her to jail.” 
He smirks again, and Jessica rolls her eyes. 


“Stop being so fucking dramatic. I’m not dying. You don’t need to flip out!” 
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“T think death is better than jail.” He states, factually. 


“Have you learned nothing?!” This frustrated her too much and the sound of Ruby’s 
whining was making it hard to concentrate. Grabbing his arm, she forces him to turn around 
with his back to the bitch. It causes him to growl and it hurt her to hold him there, but she 
doesn’t let go. 


“Jessica —” He glares at her at first, but he whines when her grip tightens and she starts to 
crush his bicep. This makes him start to bend in pain. “Bloody —” 


“Are you gonna listen now?!” She barks back, trying not to show how in pain she was too. 


“Let go!” He snaps, before realizing how that wouldn’t work, so he yields. “Okay!” When 
her grip loosens, he breathes out. 


“Good.” Still, she doesn’t let go completely. “Now, I would have loved to rip her head off 
when I first met her. But it doesn’t matter. I’m not going to let you kill her.” 


He attempts to pull away from her, to no avail. “She needs to die.” The cynical amusement 
wasn’t there anymore. He looked at her shoulder like he was just twitching at the thought that 
someone did that to her. 


Jessica didn’t get it. Because in the past, he had Luke and a hospital full of people try to 
assassinate her right in front of his eyes. If he couldn’t have her, no one could. Maybe he was 
so upset now because he did have her and someone else hurt her? 


His emotions confused the shit out of her, but she wasn’t going to let this happen. It would 
be a horrible start to their ‘new life’ together. Ruby was still wailing behind them when she 
says sternly. “A better punishment would be for her to spend the rest of her life behind bars. 
Let the system deal with her. You can’t keep deciding who lives and who dies.” 


His eyes glisten with a vile epiphany. “Fine. Why don’t we let her decide then?” 


She stares at him momentarily with narrowed eyes, knowing what he was thinking. 
Eventually, she lets go of his arm and they both turn around together. This causes him to grin 
again. But Jessica was confident about how this would go. Ruby would make the right 
decision. She was too conceited to die now. 


Ruby’s blubbering had gotten worse and Kilgrave rolls his eyes as he tells her to stop. 


Still on her knees, her legs were trembling and nearly her entire face was wet with tears. It 
was kind of disturbing to see her like this. It was so uncharacteristic. 


Kilgrave seemed like he was playing a twisted game when he says to her. “We’re giving 
you two options. You can choose to go to the police and confess every last crime you’ve 
committed in the past, so you’ll spend the rest of your life in prison. Or, you can choose 
death.” 


He pauses and Jessica looks back and forth between them, shifting anxiously, waiting to 
hear the outcome. 


“You have ten seconds to make your decision,” Kilgrave concludes sharply. 
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In those ten seconds, Ruby’s hectic breathing worsens and she keeps her eyes locked with 
his. When her time’s up, she miserably utters, “Death.” Her tears start up once more. “I don’t 
want to live without you...” 


The comer of his lips curls into a smile and he crouches back down in front of her. 


“Kilgrave —” Jessica gets ready to interject, but she doesn’t. This was what she agreed 
to... she should have seen it coming, but it was too late now. “Shit...” She mutters to herself, 
cringing as she watches them. 


“Ruby...” He says almost gently, meeting her at eye level. “You feel so incredibly guilty 
about what you’ve done, that it physically hurts.’ She whimpers in response and hunches 
over, now clutching her stomach in pain. He leans in and whispers the rest in her ear, so only 
she can hear him. “When the despair of your actions is too much to bear, your heart will quite 
literally tear in two.” 


She begins to cry vociferously as Kilgrave stands up and watches her life start to slip 
away. The chaos settles in as her hands paw at her chest, antagonized by the reaction of her 
body. As her cells obey his words, she gasps for air, over and over, until the all movement in 
her chest ceases. 


Jessica’s eyes dart to Kilgrave, slightly horrified by the seizure she was witnessing. “What 
did you do to her?!” 


He stays intensely still and silent, needing to see this through. Ruby claws at her skin one 
last time, before she tips over onto her side. The final tears from her eyes drop to the floor 
after she’s dead. 


Only when it’s over does he answer her question, his voice hanging low. “I broke her 
heart...” 


Huffing out a breath, Jessica shakes her head and turns away from the dead body, trying to 
think. “We need to leave...” When she sees him blink with hesitation and get ready to say 
something, she growls and shoves him towards the dresser. “Now. Get dressed. Quickly.” 


This wasn’t going to look good when housekeeping arrived. 


Author’s note: 
Deyo and I were laughing so hard at the reviews :’D 


Look, I’ll be honest. Killing off Ruby was kinda hard for me! Sure, she was a bitch, but 
her dynamic was WONDERFUL. With Kilgrave and Jessica! 


There was a point where I considered just having them leave London without her, so that 
maybe she could make an appearance later in the story. But no! This had to be done! It was 
the only thing that could do the story justice. All I’ll say is, writing scenes with Ruby was a 
pleasure! 


R.LP. Here lies Victoria Ruby Griffith — She was a pain in the ass, but I’Il miss her! :’( 


Well, I hope you’re all satisfied! Somewhat anyway! Obviously, our story is far from over. 
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And! As I’m sure you’re all aware, Jessica Jones season 2 comes out next week! (*dies*) 
YES, I KNOW. So, heads up, the new chapter might be out a little later than usual, because 
I’ll probably be obsessively watching the new episodes on repeat, and I’ll be distracted! OOP. 


Once again, you all are so important to me! Love you! Leave a review and/or PM me! 


(Oh yeah! And to my very 1st consistent reviewer, happy belated birthday Bethany Rose!) 


286 


41. Terms and Conditions 


Chapter Forty-One: Terms and Conditions 
(Still) Day Seventy-Five: 


“Why are we in such a rush?” Kilgrave whimpers to himself as he pulls on his trousers, 
feeling ridiculously sore. 


Jessica glares at him but doesn’t answer. Instead, she clenches her teeth as she struggles to 
get her arms in her jacket, not bothering to put a shirt on first. “Pack yourself a bag. We’re not 
coming back here.” 


While he takes his sweet time getting dressed, she finishes buttoning her jeans before she 
quickly starts to shovel all her belongings into her bag. Some spare clothes, her laptop, her 
camera, and most importantly, all the cash she had saved up. 


When it’s full, she slings it over her right shoulder and grabs an extra, which she fills with 
some toiletries from inside the bathroom, and anything else it looked like they would need in 
the future. Since Kilgrave was moving at the speed of molasses, she grabs his phone from the 
hole in the wall. It wasn’t completely broken, so she puts it in her pocket. 


“Let’s go.” She snaps, waiting for him at the door. 
“Where are we going?” It was obvious that he was hesitant about blindly following her. 


Growling, she grabs his hand and pulls him out the door. It was difficult to hold two bags 
and him at the same time, but she doesn’t let go and drags him down the hallway into the 
elevator. When they start going down, she answers, “We’re going to see a doctor before I pass 
out...” 


“You think it’s a good idea to go to the hospital?!” Although he didn’t appreciate being 
dragged around, he doesn’t try and pull away from her. 


“T said a doctor, not a hospital.” 


“Are you going to explain what you mean?” He frowns and whines quietly as she tugs him 
off the lift and onto the dark city sidewalk. 


The air was brisk, as it wasn’t even one in the morning. Because of the time, Jessica hoped 
that Victor would be home and not at work but she doesn’t have the patience to text him and 
find out, especially since he might be asleep with his phone on silent. They would just have to 
go and if he wasn’t there, she’d have to wait. 


When she doesn’t answer or acknowledge what Kilgrave says, he gets impatient. “Are we 
going to talk about this, Jessica? What your plan is? Or how you managed to —” 


Instead of continuing her hunt for a cab, she abruptly stops moving and whips around to 
face him. “No. I’ll explain when I’m ready to, and when I think you’re ready to hear it. All 
you need to know now is that you’re not in control anymore. We play by my rules now. If you 
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try anything or do something that I don’t like, I will break your hand. Got it?” To show her 
seriousness, she squeezes his hand fiercely until he starts to wince. 


“Okay!” He submits instantly, feeling his bones grind together. 


“Good. Come on.” She’s back on the move again and this time, he tries to keep up instead 
of lagging behind. 


*aKEE TERMS AND CONDITIONS***** 


The cab ride over was tense enough and with her hands full, Jessica bangs on the front 
door with her knee. “Victor?!” 


The longer this went on for, the more questions Kilgrave had, but he keeps them to 
himself, simply raising his eyebrow. 


To her relief, the door swings open. Victor was in full body pajamas and he sleepily rubs 
his eyes. “J-Jessica>?” He stutters, his gaze turning to Kilgrave for the first time. 


The two men give each other the exact same look of confusion. 


“Thank god you’re home.” She sighs and invites herself in, pulling Kilgrave behind her. 
Immediately after the door is closed, she lets go of him and drops her bags, sitting in her 
usual spot. No one says anything before she does. “Kilgrave, this is Victor. Victor, this is 
Kilgrave. Let’s get this over with so we can move on, alright?” 


Kilgrave was still completely lost as he uncomfortably stands in the middle of the mess of 
books and papers around him. 


Victor, however, looks between the two of them, the panic of the familiar name settling in. 
“K-Kilgrave?” He looks at Jessica, beginning to drown in worry. “A-as in t-the m-man who 


” 


“Yeah, that’s him...” Jessica sighs, wishing he wouldn’t have a meltdown about this. “He 
won’t hurt you... I promise.” 


Despite her promise, he stumbles away from both of them, fidgeting more than usual. “B- 
but you s-said...” His breathing worsens and he rubs his eyes again. 


She was hoping not to move so much, but she’s fast to her feet to catch his glasses before 
they can completely fall off his face. “Hey... hey... we’re fine. He’s not going to be an issue 
here.” Gently holding his shoulder, she adjusts his glasses for him. “He has to be here right 
now. But nothing bad is going to happen. We just... J need your help. Okay?” Before he can 
slip back into his panic attack, she rapidly removes her jacket, turning to show him her 
bloody back. 


Victor’s eyes widen with concern for an entirely different reason now, Kilgrave’s presence 
no longer an issue. “W-what h-happened?” 


“T was stabbed...” She says quietly, sitting back down. “It’s not important... but —” Biting 
her tongue, she tears the knotted sheet undone and lets it drop to the floor. “... I can’t go to 
the hospital.” 
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The doctor was like a well-oiled machine and he doesn’t say anything else as he scrambles 
around and gathers some materials that he would need to help her. 


Seeing him in action makes her smile, while it makes Kilgrave’s frown deepen. He was 
trying to remain silent but he visibly tenses when Victor touches Jessica’s bare skin. Once he 
does open his mouth, he concentrates on making his words a question, although he still 
sounded hostile in the way he asks. “Will someone explain to me how you two know each 
other?!” 


Victor pauses and looks at Jessica as if he were wondering if he should say something or 
not, to which she shakes her head. “Ignore him.” With that, Victor very hesitantly goes back 
to dabbing the blood from around the cut with a cloth. 


She planned on explaining once he was done, but Kilgrave’s impatience made him snap. 
“Answer me.” 


He stops again, looking across the room as he obeys the first command he’s given. “J- 
Jessica came t-to me a-a few m-months a-ago and t-told m-me she n-needed medical-l help t- 
to get r-rid of a v-virus that w-was making h-her sick. T-the virus y-you emit. A-and last w- 
week I-I found a w-way to c-cure her —” 


While he goes on, Jessica growls as a warning, “Kilgrave!” 


But he needed to hear this so he doesn’t listen. “You came up with a way to make her 
immune?!” 


“Y-yes. I-It was ch-challenging to u-understand t-the —” 
“Kilgrave,” Jessica says again, in a much lower tone. 


Seeing her about to stand up, he takes a step back and sighs at Victor. “Fine. Stop. You 
don’t have to answer.” 


When it’s silent again, Jessica shoots daggers at him with her eyes. “If you use your 
powers on him again, you’ ll regret it.” 


Like a child, he crosses his arms and sighs loudly, processing the information he was just 
given. 


Back to Victor, she mutters, “Don’t pay attention to him. Just please... continue...” 
Referring to her back, as the lack of pressure from the sheet was making her feel light- 
headed. 


He furrows his eyebrows, trying to focus back on the cut. The momentary loss of free will 
made him feel disoriented and his thoughts were fuzzy because of it. If Jessica wasn’t hurt, he 
probably would have had some episode of hysteria, but instead, he turns his attention to his 
friend, blinking rapidly a few times. 


Ready to work again, he asks, “D-did you p-put a-alcohol on this?” 


“Yeah... why?” Instead of looking at Kilgrave, she looks down, trying not to flinch when 
he touches around the sensitive skin. 
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“Y-you made the b-bleeding w-worse.” In work mode, he pushes up his glasses on the 
bridge of his nose and moves over to his desk, in search for a few more items before adding, 
“T-I have t-to stitch t-this.” 


“Okay...” Jessica breathes, awaiting the touch of the needle. 


It takes him a moment to get fully set up, but with gloves on, he starts to carefully sew her 
skin together. She grumbles to herself and closes her eyes tight, breathing through her nose. 


Kilgrave grimaces just watching because not only was the sight of the wound being pulled 
together unsettling, but so was seeing Jessica in pain. 


In an attempt to distract both of them and get more information, he asks her, “How did you 
get around the rules?” 


Her eyes slowly open and fix on him, trying not to hold her breath so she could talk. 
“Finding a way to get rid of your powers and finding a way to make myself immune are two 
very different things.” 


Kilgrave scowls hearing this, more upset at himself for missing this than anyone else. 


To his expression, she rolls her eyes. “Please. I would have figured out something 
eventually. You should have known that.” 


But the annoyance doesn’t leave his face. “So he’s a doctor?! And he figured this out on 
his own?!” It was clear that the idea of this boy being that smart was hard for him to fathom. 


This only makes her smile, slightly with pride. “I started coming to see him less than a 
week after we got here. He’s had plenty of time to work on it, and he’s very diligent. Besides, 
he graduated from high school when he was fourteen. He’s like a kid genius.” 


Seemingly listening to the conversation, Victor frowns, his hands still steadily working. “I- 
I’m an a-adult.” 


Jessica smirks and rolls her eyes at his literal take on everything, muttering to Kilgrave. 
“He’s nineteen.” 


“Hmm.” Kilgrave huffs, keeping his arms crossed. “So you spend a lot of time together 
then?” 


Her eyes narrow, trying to read what he’s thinking. She responds with what she just said, 
except with a harsher tone, trying to get him to stop being so irrational. “He’s nineteen.” 


It didn’t seem like this was convincing him of anything. “Your point?” 


The idea of him even thinking of their relationship like that made her hot with anger, but 
for now, she just stares at him with a look indicating that she would discuss this later. 


Either Victor didn’t understand the implication or he was too concentrated to chime in with 
anything. Still, he worked at a magnificent pace and the pain of having her skin bound back 
together didn’t last very long. When the worst of it is over, he gently smooths over it with 
some type of gel that Jessica wasn’t familiar with, before he properly bandages it up. 


The gel stung for a moment before it felt cool and relaxing and her muscles loosen. As he 
finishes and walks back in front of her, he calmly says “T-this should h-help it h-heal f-for a 
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while.” 
Her eyelids flutter as she looks at him. “Thank you, Victor.” 
He blushes slightly and shrugs, taking off his gloves. 


There was no point in putting her jacket back on as both guys weren’t uncomfortable with 
her shirtlessness. Although Kilgrave didn’t seem comfortable that Victor was so comfortable 
around Jessica like this. 


As she slowly stands and Victor starts cleaning up, she utters, “Hey... I have another favor 
to ask you.” When she gets his attention, she asks in a tone that revealed that she was nervous 
about his answer. “Do you think we could stay here tonight?” 


He blinks a few times and for a second, it appeared as though he had no problem with it... 
until he frowns. “B-both of y-you?” 


They both glance at Kilgrave, who rolls his eyes as if they were being dramatic. 
Jessica sighs and nods. “Yeah.. but only for tonight... we’ll leave in the morning.” 
Victor shifts nervously but eventually mutters an uncertain, “O-okay...” 

In response, she lets out a breath of relief. “Thank you, again.” 


Simply nodding again, he fidgets around before saying, “Y-you can s-stay in the g-guest r- 
room you w-were in b-before...” 


She quickly snatches Kilgrave’s hand and starts pulling him away. “I’ll talk to you in the 
morning, alright?” 


He doesn’t say anything and just gives her a glance of disdain as he shuffles away back to 
his own bedroom. The guilt about putting Victor through this anxiety began to eat away at her 
but they didn’t have very many options. Either way, she frowns as she drags Kilgrave into the 
small, cluttered guest room with her. 


The moment they’re alone with the door closed, he opens his mouth. “Well, you two seem 
offly close. Are you oblivious to the way he looks when you —” 


Without hesitation, she slams him back into the wall and pushes her hand against his chest. 
His question is cut short when he winces and she growls at him. “Get your head out of your 
ass.” 


Even with the pressure on his rib cage, he manages to mutter, “Oh, come on. Did you see 
the way he lit up when you —” 


But her patience with this topic had run out so she pushes harder until he’s prying at her 
hand, trying to breathe. “Victor is a kid! I would never look at him like that! I don’t even 
know if he thinks about sex! Even if he did, it wouldn’t matter! Because Victor and I aren’t a 
thing!” She was trying not to yell, but she couldn’t help herself. “And if we were, it wouldn’t 
be any of your goddamn business, because you don’t fucking own me! Victor. Is. My. Friend. 
He’s treated me with more respect than you ever have! So if you even think about doing 
something to hurt him, I swear to god, I. Will. Break. You.” 
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When she finally lets up on his chest, he practically crumbles to the ground, coughing and 
gasping for air. 


Looking down at him, she waits to make sure he’s okay before she rolls her eyes. 


“Bloody hell...” He groans, still clearing his throat. “I wasn’t planning on doing anything 
to him!” 


“Whatever...” She utters and grabs his arm, pulling him to his feet. Without explanation, 
she says to him, “Take off everything except your pants.” 


His mouth gapes open as he looks at her, but he chooses not to comment and just goes 
along with what she says, his heart rate gradually accelerating. The pace of which he strips 
makes Jessica all the more impatient, watching as he slowly undoes the buttons of his shirt, 
their eyes meeting once or twice. 


With only his trousers left on, she grabs the clothes from his hand and shoves him 
backward onto the bed before mounting him without warning. The moment he’s under her, 
his breathing hitches and his eyes dilate with excitement from her hips over his. In that same 
moment, she’s reminded of how eager her body was to touch his bare skin and fuck him like 
an animal, same as yesterday. 


The thought makes her growl as she snaps open his belt and pulls it from the loops. Before 
he can comment, she uses the belt to tie one of his wrists to the bedpost and then uses his 
purple tie to do the same to his other wrist with an exceedingly tight knot. 


At this point, he whines, squirming under her with an eager expression. “Jessica? What are 
you doing...>?” 


The way he wanted that question to be answered was different than the way she would 
answer because she just rolls her eyes and picks up his shirt. “This is my insurance.” Taking 
the clothing, she uses it to gag his mouth and ties it around back of his head, so there was no 
way he could get any real words out. “I can’t have you wandering off while I’m sleeping.” 
Gaining control of herself this time, she stands up off the bed. 


He turns his head and tries to push the shirt from his mouth without success. When he 
attempts to call her name, it just comes out as a weak, muffled cry of gibberish. His eyes are 
wide as he moves his hips in discomfort, frustrated with the way his body had jumped to 
conclusions. 


Taking one of the extra blankets and pillows, she lays it on the floor in front of the bed, 
ignoring his whining. “Get comfortable, and go to sleep.” As she gets situated, he continues 
pulling against his restraints mumbling inaudible words. “I’m sorry...” she sighs sarcastically, 
“T can’t understand you.” 


Surely whatever he was complaining about wasn’t her concern, so she just decides to wait 
it out. 


Eventually, after her lengthened silence, he quiets down. And she continues to wait. 
Despite how heavy her eyelids felt and how exhausted her body was, she stays staring up at 
the ceiling, swimming in thought. She couldn’t afford to go back to sleep. Not tonight. 
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Maybe an hour or two had passed, she couldn’t tell. But Kilgrave’s breathing was slow and 
gentle now and it had been like that for some time. Therefore, she quietly stands up. 


Peering down at him in bed, she checks to see if he’s actually asleep. Besides the soft up 
and down movement of his chest, he stayed completely still, giving her some reassurance. 
Staring at him like this, shirtless, gagged and bound, she unintentionally licks her lips. 


Swallowing hard, she turns away from him and tip-toes over the mess of books. Turning 
the doorknob, she hears him shift a little but nothing more. So with that, she leaves him in the 
room and silently moves to put on her jacket and get her bag from the main area of Victor’s 
flat. She bites her tongue, trying not to wake up the boys as she throws her bag over her 
shoulder. 


When she leaves out the front door, she doesn’t look back. 


Author’s note: 
Season 2 came out at 3am EST on Thursday and I was done by 8pm :D 


Well, I’m aware that a lot of you probably haven’t seen it ALL of it yet, so I shan’t discuss 
anything here! However, you have something to comment about it, say so in your review (call 
spoiler alert for other readers), or PM me so we can talk about it! 


This chapter was a bit of a transition chapter but still fun to play around with the 
characters! More to come next week! 
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42. The Early Bird Catches a Headache 


Chapter Forty-Two: The Early Bird Catches... a Headache 
(Still) Day Seventy-Five: 


“Wake up.” Jessica sighs loudly as she shakes Kilgrave’s shoulders, straightening the 
blouse she just threw on. 


His eyes open the moment she touches him and he growls with his shirt in his mouth, 
struggling to be free of what was tying him down. Despite knowing that he would start 
running his mouth, she pulls the clothing from between his teeth. And just as she suspected... 


“What the bloody hell?! Where have you been? I wake up still tied to the bed, and you’re 
gone! Do you know how long I’ve had to piss?!” 


She immediately scowls. “I was running some errands.” Because of his whining, she 
quickly frees his arms. “For god’s sake, go to the bathroom! And get dressed!” 


They both roll their eyes as he gets up and walks past her, wiping the corner of his mouth. 
He manages to find his way to the bathroom just as Victor is coming out of his bedroom. He 
had been up for a while now so he was already fully dressed and getting prepared for work, as 
it was nearly the start of his shift at nine. 


“Good morning.” Jessica tries to seem bright even though she had a long night. 


The fact that he knew Kilgrave was in his home seemed to make him ill at ease, so he 
anxiously murmurs back, “H-hi...” 


She does her best not to frown and just follows him to the front. “Umm... We’re headed 
out soon but I got you some breakfast if you’re hungry.” Reaching into her bag that she had 
on the floor, she pulls out the egg and sausage sandwiches that she had bought earlier. They 
were pretty cold now, and when she hands him one, it doesn’t get him to smile. 


Although, he still seemed to appreciate the gesture. “T-thank you.” Nodding to her, he 
gingerly unwraps it and sits at his desk. 


“You’re welcome.” 


While he eats what she brought for him, he asks what’s been on his mind. “D-did he s-stab 
y-you?” 


When Jessica’s gaze meets his, she can see the utter concern he had for her well being. 
Victor was a curious fellow and he deserved to have at least some of the answers. As she sits 
down, she smiles and tries to reassure him. “No. Kilgrave would never get his hands dirty 
himself, even if he did want to —” She quietly trails off, realizing that probably wasn’t the 
best way to answer. As quickly as she can, she corrects herself. “It was actually his psycho 
OX.” 
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He pauses to take a breath, only slightly relieved by that answer. It was moments like this 
where Jessica was glad that she didn’t tell Victor everything about Kilgrave. Her short version 
of events, luckily, left out all of the murder. 


Either way, he goes on to ask, “W-why did h-his ex stab y-you?” 


How was she going to answer that? Getting one of the sandwiches, she takes a bite to give 
herself time to think. Having sex with Kilgrave and having Ruby killed had to be left out, but 
that was pretty much the entire story. 


Eventually, she mutters between bites, “Umm, she didn’t like how much time Kilgrave 
was spending with me. She got super jealous and attacked me...” She could just sense his 
next question coming and for this, she would have to straight up lie. There was no getting 
around it. “It’s okay. She’s in jail now, so I don’t have to worry about her.” 


This seems to make him that much more content because he manages the smallest smile. 
“G-good.” 


Before anymore conversation is made, Kilgrave comes back from the bedroom, fully 
dressed in yesterday’s clothes. The moment he enters the same area as them, the atmosphere 
shifts and Victor’s smile disappears. 


The first thing he does is complain in saying to Jessica, “My shirt is wet since you gagged 
me with it.” 


Victor’s eyes widen but Jessica scrunches her nose in annoyance. “Sounds like a you 
problem. Anyway, I told you to pack a bag with spare clothes and you didn’t listen.” She eyes 
his wrinkled clothing before she takes the last breakfast sandwich and tosses it at him. “Hurry 
up and eat so we can leave.” 


The instant he catches it, he grimaces, not even unwrapping it to look before he snarls. 
“Oh, my favorite. Cold, fast food. How’d you know?” The sarcasm drips through his teeth as 
he flashes a fake smile. 


Being stabbed and getting no sleep, she was already having a shitty morning. She didn’t 
need his attitude on top of it. “Eat it or starve, asshole. I don’t care.” 


He scoffs. “Just as well. ’ve had worse anyway. Remember? I’ve tasted your cooking, 
darling.” With a glance, he clutches his food and pivots on his heel, walking back down the 
hallway. Presumably, he was going back to the guest room to be moody on his own. 


Victor had stayed pretty silent throughout this interaction and just watched, almost like he 
was observing. Always the scientist. 


Still, Jessica feels the need to apologize for his behavior. “I’m sorry for him... and for 
bringing him here. I’m just tryna figure out what I’m doing, and it’s not fair that I dragged 
you into it.” 


“J-it’s okay...” Victor says, even though it’s clear that he’s still very on edge. His attention 
snaps, however, when he’s reminded of something. “O-oh. I-I wanted t-to ask you. H-has the 
side e-effect been b-bothering y-you very m-much?” 


Just as he asks, Kilgrave returns, coming from the kitchen. He was holding a tray of 
restaurant leftovers and a carton of orange juice. It was clear that he was trying to be 
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obnoxious as he drinks straight from the container. 


Jessica’s jaw nearly drops. “Are you shitting me?!” Everything he did this morning made 
her head pound. 


“What? You didn’t honestly expect me to eat that rubbish, did you?” He smirks now, 
putting the juice down to start eating. 


“Put his goddamn food back!” She growls and starts to get up, causing him to step back. 
Pausing, she reminds herself how sensitive to violence Victor is, which was the only thing 
stopping her from beating the shit out of him. 


Before he gets pummeled, Victor whimpers, shrinking back into his chair. “I-it’s fine. H-he 
can h-have it...” 


“See? He doesn’t mind.” Kilgrave shrugs, relaxing when he sees that Jessica stays in her 
seat. Therefore, he takes another bite. 


It obviously wasn’t fine, but there was no way to deal with him without hostility. So she 
gives him the “I’m-going-to-kill-you-later” look. 


She had gotten so worked up that Victor’s question completely slipped her mind. “I’m 
sorry, what were you saying?” 


“O-oh...” He glances at Kilgrave and then repeats what he said earlier. “I-I wanted t-to 
know a-about t-the side e-effect of t-the cure. H-has y-your increased |-libido been b-b- 
bothering you?” 


“Your libido?!” Kilgrave jumps in, nearly choking on his food when he hears this. 


Wishing it was never brought up, Jessica quickly tries to make it go away. “Uh, no. It’s 
fine. We don’t need to talk about it. 1 —” 


“No, no. We should talk about this.” Kilgrave puts down his food and eyes both of them. 
“Drop it.” Jessica snaps, hearing her heartbeat in her ears. 


He ignores her entirely and looks at Victor. “She has a stronger desire for sex as a side 
effect to her immunity?!” 


Shifting in his seat, he cautiously answers with a timid, “Y-yes...” 


“Oh!” Grinning now, Kilgrave clasps his hands together in delight of receiving this 
information. “So I have you to thank for yesterday?” 


Missing the entire story, he turns to Jessica for some help, not understanding the reference. 


Her face turns red with frustration but she couldn’t figure out how to shut the conversation 
down before it was already happening and Kilgrave was opening his mouth again. 


“[’m assuming she didn’t tell you what happened? Of course not! Why would she?” 
Enjoying himself all too much, he leans against the wall, still talking to the young doctor. 
“Mm, she was all over me yesterday. I don’t think I’ve ever had sex that was that aggressive 
before. I admit, I was startled at first, but it all makes sense now, doesn’t it?!” 
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Victor blinks, thinking too highly of Jessica to buy into his version of events. But his face 
droops when he looks at her, seeing that she didn’t even try and deny it. “Y-you had s-sex 
with h-him?” 


She tries not to make eye contact with either of them, lost between emotions of fury and 
shame. Undeniably flustered, she whispers, “I... I couldn’t control myself...” 


“Clearly,” Kilgrave smirks in a triumphant manner. ‘I have the bruises to prove it.’ Tilting 
his head, he says condescendingly, “I suppose I owe you some amount of gratitude, Victor.” 


“Knock it off.” Jessica tries to say sternly but her voice is weighed down by guilt and the 
horror of her actions. 


If he wasn’t uncomfortable before, he sure as hell was now as his stuttering worsens. “N-n- 
no. I-it w-wasn’t m-m-my i-intention t-to —” 


Getting a full sentence out was taking more effort than usual, and as impatient as ever, 
Kilgrave rolls his eyes and speaks before he thinks. “Stop stuttering.” 


“— cause the side effect to stay.” Victor finishes, his eyebrows furrowing when he hears 
the sound of his own voice. This speech impediment was something he had from childhood, 
so anything else coming from his mouth sounded strangely foreign to him now. 


“Kilgrave!” Jessica shouts this time. 


“[’m not stuttering anymore...” Victor rubs the front of his glasses with his sleeve, his 
mind racing with ideas of the virus in his body. 


Not only did it sound off to him but to Jessica, Victor wasn’t Victor if he didn’t stutter. It 
just... wasn’t right. “I told you that if you used your power on him again, you’d regret it!” 
She’s out of her seat this time, taking a large step in his direction. 


Though he doesn’t cower, he takes another step back, trying to show her how he was in the 
right. “What? Oh, come on. He’s better off this way! Won’t it be nice to hear him actually get 
a full sentence out within a reasonable time? I fixed him.” He does his best to smile 
innocently. 


“He doesn’t need to be fixed!” Grinding her teeth, she growls, “Put him back!” Besides not 
liking Victor’s new sound, it infuriated her that Kilgrave couldn’t go five minutes without 
commanding someone. 


Neither of them really bother to ask Victor’s opinion about the way he talked before 
Kilgrave sighs, “Okay, Jesus. Talk the way you normally do.” 


The longer the two men were in a room together, the more anxious Jessica became. Not 
wanting any more damage to be done, she grabs Kilgrave by the tie and pulls him off the 
wall. “That’s it. We’re leaving.” 


Victor watches as she packs her bags and makes for the door, still frowning. “W-when will 
I-I see y-you again?” 


She stops and peers at him. When would she see him again? Unless he had some kind of 
breakthrough to get rid of the side effect or she needed the cure for someone else, there was 
really no need to see him again. The thought immediately saddened her. 
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Instead of being totally practical, she says, “Soon. I’ll need to have some type of check-up 
occasionally, right?” She really had no idea if that was necessary, but it sounded like a good 
enough excuse. “I’1l text you.” 


It looked as though he didn’t believe her. Like somehow, he knew that his usefulness was 
up. That she would say she would visit but she would actually get caught up in whatever life 
she was planning to have and would eventually forget about him. 


Still, he forces a smile and nods. “O-okay.” He stands up to see them to the door, his eyes 
staying low as he fidgets on his feet. 


Sighing, she drops her things and lets go of Kilgrave’s tie to step toward him. Without his 
permission, she wraps her arms around Victor and holds him in her embrace. It hurt her 
shoulder to stand in that position with him but it was worth it to her. Though he was hesitant 
as usual, he silently hugs her back, resting his head on her shoulder. 


She could practically feel Kilgrave’s gaze burning a hole in her back, yet she lets go on her 
own time, when she’s ready, not because of Mr. Jealous. With that, she picks up her things 
again and snatches Kilgrave’s hand, pulling him out the door. 


Just before they’re gone, Victor mutters, “G-goodbye, Jessica.” 


Smiling softly, she says back, trying to convince herself just as much as she was trying to 
convince him, “This isn’t goodbye.” 


waKEE THE EARLY BIRD CATCHES... A HEADACHE***** 


“What’s the plan here, Jessica? Are you going to fill me in on anything that’s going on in 
that head of yours?” Kilgrave huffs. The address she had given to the cab driver was 
unfamiliar to him, so he looks around at the passing buildings outside to try and see if he 
could recognize where they were going. 


“That depends on what you want to know.” She snarls, still irritated with him over the way 
he was acting at Victor’s place. 


Sighing, he asks, “How about you start by telling me where we’re going? Or what 
‘errands’ you were running last night?” 


“Hm.” Keeping her eyes from his, she answers, “I was buying us an apartment.” 
He turns to look at her slowly, his eyes widening. “You were, what?” 


“Yeah.” Though not in the mood to chat, she decides to explain before he can pester her 
about it. “Well, we need to live somewhere. There’s a landlord in south London who owes me 
a favor. Well... I caught his wife cheating, so I guess he was grateful for that? Anyway, he 
agreed to let us move in without all the extra paperwork. And on top of that, the place is 
cheap. Perfect for us right now.” 


Raising his eyebrow, he takes a minute to process this new knowledge. Instead of jumping 
on that fact that she just admitted that they would continue living together, he says, “Since 
when do we need a place that’s cheap? I could just —” 


Clenching her fists, she resists the urge to punch the window when she snaps at him. “I 
already told you. We’re doing things my way now. Meaning the legal way. You want to be a 
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hero, right?!” 


This wasn’t a rhetorical question, and it took her staring at him for a moment for him to 
actually answer. “Uh... yeah...?” 


“Heroes don’t illegally lounge around in hotels they can’t afford, do they?!” Taking a deep 
breath to try and calm herself down, she turns her back to him. “We are currently living off 
the money I earned from work. Cheap is all we can afford right now, got it?” 


Putting his hands up, he signals his surrender, a bit too sarcastic when he says, “Yes, 
ma’am.” It was clear she was in no mood to play nice, so he doesn’t bother her with any more 
questions for the time being. 


The rest of the ride was pretty much silent. 


Kilgrave pondered what the rest of her plan was and tried to contain his excitement about 
the future with her. The fact that she was free and choosing to stay with him was miraculous. 


Jessica, on the other hand, worried about how she was going to survive the rest of her life 
with him. 


Both of them stare out the window, waiting to arrive at their new home. 


Author’s note: 


So this chapter was a little shorter than normal and a little later as well. I’m sorry guys, 
things have been hectic this week for me. Thankfully, I had Deyo with me to help keep me 
motivated. I’m hoping the next one will come out over the weekend though! 


Their future together has me excited! FAR FROM OVER. 
And now... SPOILER ALERT FOR SEASON 2: 


... [ hear what you all are saying and I get it. Some of you have asked for my opinion, so 
here goes. If you don’t care or you haven’t seen it, STOP READING NOW :’D 


Season 2 wasn’t as good as season 1, because, well, it wasn’t season 1! I don’t think any 
villain can ever top Kilgrave. His dynamic is unstoppable and he definitely drove season 1 to 
have such high ratings. That is one of the reasons I am so dedicated to writing this fic! He 
deserves more screen time! So having him dead in the show, I kinda knew what I was getting 
into. 


That being said, Jessica Jones is a wonderfully fascinating character on her own. I could 
literally just watch her do everyday shit and still be entertained. So yes, I loved the new 
season! 


Ahh. A lot of comments about Trish, lol. Some of you might not know but Trish is actually 
her own superhero called Hellcat in the comics. We saw that she had some pretty cat-like 
reflexes when she caught her phone with her foot at the end! Foreshadowing! Most of you 
said you hated Trish in this season, and I don’t blame you. But it’s all about character 
development. She’s a jealous, recovering junkie. I can’t blame her for wanting powers. So no, 
I don’t hate her, she was just a bit annoying at times. 


299 


I’m sad that Malcolm left though. I hope they mend their relationship in the future. 


Random note: did any of you realize where Jessica got shot closer to the end of the season 
besides me and Deyo? The back of her left shoulder. Right where she was stabbed by Ruby! 
GAH! What a coincidence! 


In conclusion, I think the show did all the characters justice, and they didn’t drop the ball. 
Obviously, episode 11 was my favorite though! I wish ghost Kilgrave was around in her head 
more often because their banter was quality! Anyway, I’m still incredibly proud to call myself 
a fan and I believe this show has plenty of potential to keep growing! 


Lots of love! — Vale Luna 
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43. Taking Notes 


Chapter Forty-Three: Taking Notes 
(Still) Day Seventy-Five: 


“Christ. It smells like rat piss in here.” Kilgrave nearly gags as he follows Jessica up the 
stairs of the building. 


“Yeah, well. Get used to it.” The smell didn’t bother her all that much. She takes the key 
she was given and unlocks the door to their new place, pushing it open. 


Room 4C. 


It was about the same size as her old place, if not a little smaller. One bedroom, one 
bathroom, small kitchen, and a main open area. As far as furniture went, they got a bed, a 
sofa, a couple wooden chairs, a desk, a bookshelf, and a nightstand. Besides that and the 
kitchen appliances, the place was empty. 


For the price she got it at, Jessica was satisfied enough. It wasn’t unbearably dirty and that 
was more than she could have asked for. Kilgrave, however, was far from impressed. 


Grimacing, he tries to ignore the burning feeling in his nostrils as he looks around. “This is 
our best option?” 


“Kilgrave, when you actually earn enough money to afford some place nicer, feel free to 
move.” Dropping her bags, she finds the closest chair and quickly slumps down in it. 


He grumbles something to himself but he purposely doesn’t say it loud enough for her to 
hear. 


While she takes a moment to herself, he continues to wander around, until he’s called 
back. “Get in here. We need to talk.” 


Hurriedly, he pulls up a chair and sits in front of her, itching for more information. 


When he’s settled, she lets out a long breath, using a phrase that he had used multiple 


times in the past. “It’s time to discuss ‘our future’.” Before he can start pelting her with 
questions, she says, “Let me just explain first.” 


“T’m listening.” He gets comfortable in his seat so that he can give her his undivided 
attention. 


She had thought long and hard about what they were going to do together, last night, so 
with that, she sets off. “First thing’s first. Like I said, we’re doing everything legally now. We 
pay for our rent, our clothes, our food, and anything else we need. That means we need a 
source of income. Starting this week, we’re gonna open our own P.I. business. It’ll be enough 
to pay the bills and keep food on the table. Your cut of the pay will depend on how much you 
genuinely help me. And provided, you actually pay your half of the rent, the rest of your 
money can be used for whatever luxury bullshit you want.” 
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She doesn’t let him answer or show his understanding before she moves on. “But that’s 
just for money. You said you wanted to be a hero, so that’s what I’m going to train you to be. 
Anytime we’re not on a case, you’re in training on how to use your powers for good.” 


He practically lights up, still listening intently. “I’m ready to —” 


She rolls her eyes at his enthusiasm and puts her hand up. “Shut up. I’m not done.” When 
he closes his mouth, she continues. “As you know, I’m calling the shots from here on. So I 
have two, simple rules for you to follow. One. Don’t be an asshole. Self-explanatory. And 
two. Do what I tell you to do. That’s it.” She stops and looks at him expectantly. 


To this, he looks around and gives her a puzzled expression. “What? Am I supposed to be 
taking notes or something?” He didn’t love the idea of doing whatever he was told but he was 
confident that their time together was worth it and that he would be able to get away with 
disobedience sometimes. 


Again, she rolls her eyes. “Just to clarify. When I say do what I tell you to, I mean do 
everything I tell you to. If I say jump, you —” 


“Say ‘how high?’” He interrupts, “Yeah, got it.” 
But his answer makes her scoff. “No. You jump.” 
He frowns. 


It doesn’t stop her from going on. “So you understand my seriousness about this, I’ll tell 
you the consequences of breaking either of my rules. Each time I judge that you’ve done 
something wrong, I will break one of your fingers.” Her voice never wavers. “And if you 
have no more fingers to break, I'll just kill you.” 


Everything about her voice and her body language told him that she wasn’t lying, causing 
him to swallow hard. “Are you serious...?” 


“Very.” Keeping eye contact, she leans back in her chair. “This is pretty much your last 
shot at life, Kilgrave. When I got my immunity, my plan was to just snap your neck and go 
home. But I’m deciding to give you one. Last. Chance. To be a hero. Because honestly, I 
think you have potential.” 


It wasn’t a surprise to him that she already thought about killing him but he never thought 
she would openly admit it in this setting. He blinks at her, taking in everything she said. “Is 
this you giving me a compliment?” 


“No. This is me giving you a warning.” Trying to make sure they were on the same page, 
she adds, “I don’t have it all figured out, okay? I don’t know who we’ll be saving. I don’t 
know if we’ll get any business. And I certainly don’t know how long we’re going to be living 
like this. But this is what we’re doing until I figure out something better.” 


Instead of answering verbally, he simply nods, content enough to relax. It wasn’t ideal but 
this was a step closer to everything he wanted. This was Jessica choosing him. They were 
going to be living together, working as business partners and teammates. Although he 
couldn’t control her anymore, it meant that every moment she stayed with him, it was because 
she wanted to. 
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It appeared as though the conversation was over now and even in his silence, she doesn’t 
give any concluding remarks, causing him to tilt his head. “So... what are we doing today?” 


She seemed to be in a daze of thought until he snaps her out of it. Shaking her head, she 
quickly stands up. “We need to go shopping.” 


“For what?” He stands up as well, watching her dump out her stuffed bag. 


She spreads everything out onto the floor except most of her cash and slings the bag over 
her right shoulder. “A lot of things. Let’s go.” 


On the way out, she’s sure to lock the door behind them. 


Upon entering the supermarket, she tells him, “Go get a cart.” 
He mumbles under his breath a little but finds an empty basket and trots by her side. 


She intended to treat him as a child as long as he continued to act like one. “While we’re 
out together, you don’t leave my sight. Understand?” 


Sarcastically, he salutes her with one hand and keeps pushing with his other. “Yes, 
ma’am!” 


Rolling her eyes, she hastily makes her way down the aisles. They were on a tight budget 
so she tries to think of essentials first. 


The way he trailed behind her kind of senselessly causes her to raise her eyebrow. “When 
was the last time you went grocery shopping? As in for food and stuff?” The blank look on 
his face was answer enough. “Something else for you to get used to. This is going to be part 
of your normal life. Because normal people don’t get room service all day, every day.” 


He scoffs, looking down the bridge of his nose at all the people around him. “I thought we 
were being heroes, not normal.” 


“Heroes lead normal lives, Kilgrave. You need to get it out of your head that people are 
going to be putting you on a pedestal or something. This is a thankless job. Therefore, we do 
things just as everyone else does.” She doesn’t get any verbal acknowledgement from him 
this time so she utters to herself, “Maybe I should make him write this stuff down...” 


As they make their way through the store, he follows behind her, languidly pushing 
whatever she got. 


After a fair amount of time passed, he whines, still acting like a toddler. “Are we done 
yet?” 

She wasn’t having any fun either, but this was necessary. She tries not to yell in saying, 
“Almost. Can you be patient for once?” 


Looking at what they already had, she ponders if there was anything else she wanted. So 
far, they collected some Red Bull, coffee, a mountain of packaged foods, booze, paper cups 
and plates, plastic cutlery, a few office supplies, detergent, shampoo, and... more booze. She 
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snagged some soap, washcloths, toilet paper and their toothbrushes from the hotel so she 
didn’t need to worry about any of that. 


Before she concludes, she looks him up and down and frowns. While she had a few 
changes of clothes, he only had the outfit he was wearing. It would have been much easier if 
he had done what he was told but it was too late to go back and try and get the clothes he left 
at the hotel. She was going to have to get him at least a few things. 


“Come on.” Turning the corner, she speed walks past the food and into the men’s clothing 
area. 


He struggles to keep up and when he sees where they’re going, he opens his mouth. 
“Shut up.” She stops him before he can start. “You’!l wear what I pick out for you.” 
“T really don’t think I should be trusting you with my fashion choices.” 


“You need clothes and we don’t have a lot of money. You’ll wear what I pick out for you.” 
She repeats in a harsher tone. “Besides, you’re not exactly blending in, walking around in a 
three-piece suit all day.” Grabbing a plain T-shirt off one of the shelves, she holds it up to him 
to estimate his size. When she thinks she’s got it, she tosses a few in the cart. 


Watching, he tries not to let his annoyance show because of the choices she was making. 
“Are we trying to blend in?” 


“Well, we’re not trying to stick out!” She snaps, not bothering to check the size of some 
jeans that she adds to the basket next. 


He only really needed a couple changes to rotate in the laundry, so she moves on. 


Before they leave the clothing section, she grabs a six-pack of boxers off the wall. Out of 
the corner of her eye, she can see he wants to say something about it but luckily, he doesn’t. 


Lastly, she forces him over to the shoe section. Grabbing the first pair of shoes that catch 
her attention, she hands them to him. “Try these on.” 


“Really? Converse?” It was impossible not to show the distaste on his face. 


“Work is going to get messy. Do you really wanna run around the city all day in those 
fancy dress shoes?” Crossing her arms, she watches as he mutters his complaints and takes a 
seat to try them on. “That’s what I thought. Now, can you start doing what I say without all 
the extra bitching?” 


After they get a pair that fit, she concludes their shopping trip. In the check-out line, she 
grimaces when she gets the total of how much they spent. 


It was clear that he was still somewhat clueless about what they were doing, so once they 
get back ‘home’ she drops the bags and says, “Help me unpack.” 


Although he didn’t seem exuberant about doing this, he doesn’t protest and goes along 
with it. 
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After he works consistently with her to put things where they belong, Jessica looks at him. 
“Hm. You’re actually being helpful.” 


Instead of being sarcastic, he smiles and shrugs. “I figured we might as well start our new 
life with our best foot forward.” 


“Uh-huh...” She eyes him and finishes putting the toiletries in their place in the bathroom. 
He leans against the wall as she pulls up a chair to the desk and sits down. “What now?” 


Getting her computer, she boots it up and prepares to start typing. “I have work to do. This 
business isn’t gonna make itself.” 


“What do you want me to do?” 


“Stop talking,” She says without even looking up from her screen. Reaching into her 
pocket, she takes out his phone and tosses it to him. “Play on your phone or something.” 


His positive attitude is gone just as quickly as it came. “Can’t we do something?” 


“Not today.” She was too exhausted to argue about this, so anything else he said, she 
ignored. 


Nightfall couldn’t have come quicker. 


Kilgrave was lounging around on the sofa but Jessica was ready to call it a day. “I’m going 
to bed.” She says with a heavy sigh, closing her laptop. 


“The sun’s barely gone down.” He whines, sitting up to look at her. 


“T need to sleep...” Her legs were numb from sitting so long, so she shakes them loose and 
stays seated until the tingling feeling ceased. 


He was bored out of his mind for the past few hours and he wasn’t ready to go to bed. In 
fact, he had something much better in mind. Since she hadn’t gotten up yet, he pulls up a 
chair and sits across from her. “Are we going to share the bed?” When she glares at him, he 
smirks. “What? That’s not such a bad idea.” 


“You're not funny.” She growls, kicking off her shoes. 


“I’m not trying to be.” His tongue traces over his lips. “You know, that little scientist boy 
got me thinking...” 


“Don’t.” Her fists clench almost immediately but he was too invested to stop now. 


“Tt sounded to me like that side effect problem isn’t going to be going away anytime soon. 
So I thought —” 


“You thought, what?! That just because I want to have sex more, it means I’ll have sex 
with you all the time, and we’ll be a happy couple?! Think again.” 


“Tt’ll be helping both of us. Think of it this way: just as we’re going to be business 
partners, we can be... —” 
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“Sex partners?!” The words make her scowl. 


“Exactly!” He grins, flashing his eyes at her. “We won’t be a couple... if you don’t want us 
to be... it doesn’t have to mean anything.” 


“You must be out of your goddamn mind if you think that I’m making a sex agreement 
with you! There are plenty of other guys I’d rather have meaningless sex with, thank you very 
much.” 


Pouting, he gives her his best begging face. “Jessica... We’re already living together. 
Don’t make this harder than it has to be.” 


While that would have been a command before, it did nothing but irritate her now. Done 
with this conversation, she stands up. “Sleep on the couch tonight. I get the bed.” 


When she leaves the room, he follows her to the bedroom and closes the door behind them. 
“Tt must be hard for you to always be longing for sex, right?” 


“Get out.” She barks but suddenly stops when she turns around to look at him. 


His jacket was already on the floor and he was in the process of unbuttoning his shirt. 
“Come on... you don’t have to try and stop yourself.” Seeing the way she starts to look at him 
encourages him to keep going. 


Her body heats up when he steps closer to her. “Get out.” She says again, much quieter. 


She could have easily stopped him but he gently pushes her back against the wall. Hearing 
about the side effect made him that much more confident. “It’s just sex.” He breathes, 
pressing a quick kiss to her lips. 


The feeling of desire rips through her and she growls, familiar with the sense of losing 
control of her body. “I’m not going to do this with you.” She mutters stubbornly, still not 
doing anything to stop him. 


“Tt’s okay to give in...” He smiles against her lips. “Let go... just like you did yesterday.” 


She blinks, dragging herself out of this daze. “Like yesterday?” The words triggered her. 
‘Like yesterday?!’ She finally shoves him backwards. A spark of fury causes her to burst into 
flames. “What the fuck is wrong with you?!” 


His confused, startled expression makes her that much more enraged. He stumbles onto the 
bed, trying to figure out what the outburst was about. 


“Seriously?! Do you feel no disrespect for what I did to you?!” She was beginning to 
tremble, pacing in front of him. 


Seeing that this tirade was most likely not going to lead to her ripping off his clothes, he 
frowns. “Disrespect...?” 


“T took away your ability to choose! Don’t you feel violated?! Abused?!” 


It was clear that something about the situation had upset her and since he couldn’t control 
her anymore, he does his best to calm her down by speaking in a low tone. “I mean... I was a 
bit panicked at first but I don’t feel abused. Sure, it hurt a little but it wasn’t all bad...” 
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But this only seems to make it worse. “I raped you!” She screams this time and hits the 
wall, punching a hole in it. ‘I raped you and I liked it!’ Then she hits the wall again. And 
again... “I liked when you whined! I liked when you begged me to stop! I liked breaking 
you! And I couldn’t stop myself!” If she kept going, the entire wall would have come down. 
But she doesn’t. 


Her screams die down into whimpers and her eyes cloud with tears. “I raped you...” She 
repeats until she sinks to the floor, collapsing against the wall. “I’m no better than you 
now...” Everything that she hated was what she became. It was too much to handle. Though 
she was able to suppress it for a day, it was all coming out in this moment. Curling up on the 
ground, she sobs, lost in the feeling of betraying herself. It was impossible to get out of her 
head. 


Kilgrave’s gaze widens as he watches her meltdown and begin to cry. It was terrifyingly 
sad to witness. The fact that she raped him never even crossed his mind. Of course, he said 
stop a few times at first but he wasn’t lying in saying that it wasn’t that bad. The bruises 
sucked but he got to have sex with Jessica, so... positive experience? 


Whatever he thought happened, he didn’t know what to say. Or do for that matter. 


“Jessica...” He says quietly, standing up off the bed. She simply buries her head in her 
knees, refusing to look up. “I... I don’t feel like you did anything wrong...” 


“That’s just the thing!” She growls between whines. “I-I was trying to get you to 
understand! And the fact that you think what I did is okay just proves that you haven’t learned 
anything! You still don’t get it...” 


Once again, his honesty made it worse. Giving a pouty moue, he carefully kneels beside 
her. What should he say? Not knowing what else to do, he gradually wraps his arms around 
her. She flinches from his touch initially and he’s certain that she would push him away. But 
she was too disheveled to even care or try. 


So he holds her there, crying in his arms. “I’m sorry...” He whispers, pulling her head into 
his chest. 


Again, she doesn’t bother moving. Instead, she grips his open shirt tightly as her tears fall 
against it. There were a million things that he could be apologizing for but they both knew 
what he was trying to say. 


They sit there for quite some time together until ultimately, her weeping dies down into 
nothing but sniffles. 


It was only a matter of time before her puffy, red eyes closed from having not a single 
moment of rest throughout the day. There, on the floor, she fell asleep against him. 


Author’s note: 


Their first day living together again... had some ups and downs. The meltdown was 
coming though. 


Tomorrow, training begins ;) 
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44. SHIT 


Chapter Forty-Four: S.H.LT. 

Day Seventy-Six: 

Jessica woke up in bed. 

The sun was flooding in the window and she whines, squinting to look around. 


Finding that Kilgrave wasn’t in the room, she nearly falls out of bed onto the floor. What 
was she so afraid of? Maybe she thought he had run off and was terrorizing people outside. 
Just waking up, it was too early for her to be thinking clearly, so whatever scared her into 
action was uncertain. But she doesn’t make it off the ground to investigate. 


Having heard her fall, Kilgrave walks into the room and raises his eyebrow at her. He was 
wearing his boxers and a T-shirt, holding a cup of coffee. Jessica groans and rolls over on the 
floor, pushing the blanket off of her. 


“Well, good morning to you too.” He smirks and walks over, setting the cup down on the 
nightstand to help her up. 


Although she scowls, she doesn’t refuse his help to get back off onto the bed. “Thanks.” 
She mutters, rubbing her eyes that still felt a bit sore from all the crying. 


“T made coffee.” He says, holding the cup out to her. 
Taking it from him, she quietly sips as she asks, “What time is it?” 
“Almost eleven.” He responds as he takes a seat next to her. “You were knocked out.” 


Looking behind her, she checks to see if the other half of the bed was still made, but 
because she rolled out of it, the covers had been pulled off, so she couldn’t tell. This causes 
her to ask, “Where did you sleep?” 


The question felt like a stab at his integrity so he just answers bluntly. “The sofa.” 
“Hm.” She doesn’t seem to notice that he took offense to this. 


The large hole in the bedroom wall was on the side that opened up to the hallway. A 
couple walks by and glances at them before they start to whisper. 


Kilgrave rolls his eyes at them and Jessica sighs, referring to the hole. “There goes the 
security deposit...” 


Standing up, he reaches for his phone that he left on the stand. “I’ll call someone to fix it.” 
Before he can dial, she snatches the phone from his hand. “Don’t.” 


“Why? _» 
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“Do you have money to pay for that?” She stares at him and lets out a long huff to indicate 
his answer. ‘I didn’t think so.’ Handing his phone back to him, she takes down some more of 
her coffee before heading to the bathroom. “Don’t go anywhere.” She commands him before 
closing the door. 


“T didn’t plan on it.” He snarls back, going to the kitchen. 


After she takes a quick shower and gets dressed, she heads back out and meets him at the 
desk. With a new pair of jeans on, he was miserably eating dry cereal off a plate. 


The sight makes her smile. “I see you found breakfast.” Sitting across from him, she grabs 
a handful of flakes from the box. 


He doesn’t bother responding to that and just looks at her. She looked normal. As if 
nothing strange happened yesterday. But it was bothering him. “Are we going to talk about 
last night?” 


“Nope.” She pops the ‘p’ at the end, completely unphased by the mention of it. Eating 
from one of her hands, she grabs one of the notebooks she bought yesterday and a pen with 
the other hand. “What we are going to do is start class.” 


“Class?” He tilts his head, watching as she writes something down. 


“Yep.” She pops the letter again. “As of this very moment, this is what you are...” Setting 
down the pen, she turns the notebook around and slides it over to him. 


The words were written out vertically, so it inevitably spelled out: 
Super 

Hero 

In 

Training 


He finds that she’s smirking at him as he sardonically responds, unamused. “Haha. Very 
funny.” 


“Oh? Does that spell something? I hadn’t noticed.” She pretends, moving on. “Now, this is 
your notebook, because I actually want you to take notes on what I say.” 


“Seriously? Why?” He scowls, looking down at the paper, then her. 


“Because. I want you to be miserable.” She says, semi-sarcastically, then adds, “You need 
to remember what I tell you. And when you forget something or ask a stupid question that you 
should already know that answer to, I’ just tell you to refer to your notes.” 


“T really don’t think this is necessary.” He protests although he knew she would make him 
do it anyway. 


“Treally don’t care what you think.” She kicks her feet up on the desk and waits for him to 
pick up the pen. Once he does, she smiles and goes on. “Good. Lesson number one...” 
Completely making this up as she goes along, she tries to think of something easy and small 
that he needed to work on. “...Patience.” 
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“Patience?” He waits for her to elaborate but she doesn’t. Instead, she just nods at the 
notebook and he sighs as he writes the single word down. 


“Tf you want to rescue people, Kilgrave, you have to have patience for days.” Being patient 
wasn’t something that Jessica was very good at either, so it was about time to practice what 
she preached. 


He continues to jot things down, causing her to laugh in her head. She really had no idea 
what else he could possibly be writing, but seeing his obedience was pleasing enough. 


Having an idea, she puts the cereal down and stands up. “Come on.” 
“Where are we going?” He slowly stands up as well. 
“To get some lunch.” 


This actually gets him to start moving like he wanted to go. 


They had been walking for quite some time before it occurred to Kilgrave that Jessica had 
no idea where she was headed. 


“Do you know where you’re going?” He asks as she pulls him by his hand. She doesn’t 
respond so he sighs. “You know, if you wanted to find us a restaurant, you could have just 
looked up a —” 


“We're here.” She cuts him off. The place that they arrived at was a medium sized diner 
that wasn’t too fancy. However, it was well-known in the community for its lunch specials 
and they were arriving right at the lunch rush hour. There was clearly a line out the door. 


When Jessica stops at the end of the line and leans against the wall, he inquires, “And, you 
picked here, why?” 


Shrugging, she lets go of his hand so she can put hers in her pockets. “I hear they have 
good food here. Isn’t that reason enough?” 


“There are plenty of other great restaurants to eat at without a wait for seating, surely.” 
“No, thanks. I want to eat here.” She says stubbornly, moving with the line as it shifts. 


“Fine. Let’s go.” He hisses out of habit, half expecting her to submissively follow behind 
him as he marches up to the front of the line. Jessica stops him just before he pushes past the 
people getting ready to be seated. 


“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” She grabs him by his shirt and yanks him 
backwards. 


The sudden jerk to a halt causes him to grunt. “I’m getting us a table.” He states as if his 
mistake wasn’t obvious. 


“T don’t think so. We wait in line, just like everyone else.” Keeping a hold on him, she 
takes him back to the end of the line outside. Thanks to him, they were further back than 
where they started. 
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Finally seeing what this charade was really about, he glares at her. “I don’t see what 
waiting in line has to do with saving people.” 


“That’s your problem, isn’t it?” Shaking her head, she thinks out loud when she says, “I 
should have made you bring that notebook.” 


Happy that that wasn’t the case, he doesn’t say anything to get under her skin. 


“Patience doesn’t just happen. It’s something that’s developed over time. Let me guess, 
you’ve never waited in line for anything before, have you?” 


Instead of answering, he grinds his teeth. 


“That’s exactly why you have no patience. You’re used to getting whatever you want, 
whenever you want. Well, that changes starting today.” 


“What am I going to have to be waiting for in rescuing people?!” 
“A lot of things.” She states as a concisely as possible. 


He leans forward, waiting for an explanation that never came. Figuring it was pointless to 
ask again, he grumbles, laying against the bricks. “You’re a shitty teacher.” 


Her head rolls against the wall so she could look at him. The comment amuses her more 
than it annoys her, so she smirks. “And? You’re a shitty student. Deal with it.” 


He scoffs and crosses his arms over his chest. In the silence of waiting to make it inside, 
his mind starts to wander, thinking of them in those roles. 


Miss Jones: the hardass professor who doesn’t let anyone get a passing grade. 


I’d probably get detention in her class... only because she enjoys being a bitch to me, not 
because I deserve it. 


Hm. Just me and Miss Jones, alone in detention. 


I wonder what she’d be wearing as a teacher... She’d have to lose the jeans. Maybe she’d 
wear a skirt... 


Mmm, Jessica in a skirt. I guess I wouldn't mind getting in trouble if — 


His thoughts are cut off when Jessica growls at him. He had been unintentionally looking 
her up and down and she caught him. “If you keep doing that, I’m going to tear out your 
spine.” 


Her fists were already clenched, so even when he smiles and shrugs, he looks away, not 
wanting to test her sincerity. It wasn’t worth the risk. 


More than the fact that he was being a perv in public was the fact that just him looking at 
her like that made her... hungry. It was fucking unbearable. 


As the front of the line drew closer, Kilgrave groaned, restlessly fidgeting in place. Seeing 
him so anxious entertained Jessica more than anything, knowing that this was like torture for 
him. 


Finally at the front, he lets out a breath of relief. 
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“Table for two?” The hostess asks him with a smile, grabbing a few menus. 
Co 


“No.” Jessica stops him and says to the woman. “We changed our minds.” So neither of 
them can say anything, she grabs him by his shirt and pulls him back out the door. Their table 
was given away before he can even look back. 


“What the hell?!” He snaps, being dragged behind her. Once she finally slows down, he 
pulls his shirt from her. “We waited that whole time just so we could leave?!” 


They stop in the middle of the sidewalk so she can lecture him. “Sometimes, patience is 
rewarded. Sometimes, it’s not. And not getting a reward is not an excuse not to do 
something.” 


“But there was no point to that!” He tenses with frustration, trying to understand why she 
was tormenting him like this. 


“No, there was a point to that. You had to wait, for once in your life.” Although she could 
see him bubbling over, she keeps her composure. ‘Not everything you do can be for your own 
satisfaction. While sometimes helping people feels good, sometimes it makes you feel 
irritated. Get used to this feeling.’ Before he can bitch about it anymore, she turns away from 
him. “Come on. We can still have lunch.” 


They ended up getting more fast food, much to Kilgrave’s complaint. That’s what he did 
most of the day. It was indeed true that Jessica was a shitty teacher and he was a shitty 
student. It made communication that much harder. 


When the sun was beginning to set, they were back at the apartment. 


“When are we going to actually save someone?” Kilgrave whines, leaning back in his 
chair. 


“Right now.” Jessica responds casually, pulling out her phone. 
“Really?” He’s quick to perk up. 
“Yep. There’s not really too much activity during the day, but we can listen now.” 


“Listen?” With peaked interest, he stands up and walks around to the other side if the desk 
to look over her shoulder. 


“Police scanner app. It’s the easiest way to find trouble.” Opening the app, she tries not to 
be bothered by the way he was practically breathing down her neck. 


When voices start to come over the radio, he tilts his head. “What are we listening for?” 
“Something we can handle.” 
To this, he scoffs. “We can handle anything.” 


Rolling her eyes, she puts her hand up. “Just stop talking so we can hear.” 


313 


There’s the sound of static over the phone before a male’s voice comes through, “Yeah. 
We’ve got an 11-80 down here. 11-41. Over.” 


He’s answered by a woman’s voice. “10-4. Sending an ambulance your way.” 
Kilgrave frowns. “What are they talking about?” 


“Shh!” Scrolling through the app, she finds the list of codes and shows him so he could 
stop asking questions. “They’re talking about an accident. Nothing we can really do about 
that now.” 


There’s silence until the woman’s voice comes back. “We just got a report from a neighbor 
on Crane Street about a possible 273D involving an intoxicated male.” 


This causes Jessica to sit up. 
A different woman says, “Uh, I’m 10-10 right now, over.” 


With 10-10 as the code for ‘off-duty’, the male responds, “I’m currently at a traffic stop 
but I’Il make my way there.” 


“10-4.” 
“That’s our cue.” Jessica quickly stands up, ready to move out.” 


“Wait...” Kilgrave squints, looking at the phone again to try and understand what was 
happening. “273... we’re responding to a domestic abuse call?” 


“What? Not glamorous enough for you?” 


He shrugs and pouts a little, trying to be subtle in his protest. “I thought we would be... 
you know... stopping a bank robbery or something...” 


“Bank robberies don’t happen every three seconds.” She snarls, throwing on her jacket 
with a wince because of her shoulder. ‘Besides, knowing cops, they’re not gonna get to this 
anytime soon. And if you want to be helping people, sometimes you have to take the low- 
profile cases. Remember? We’re not doing this for attention.’ When he lets out a sigh, she 
rubs her forehead. “You know what? Write that down before we leave.” 


To show his disapproval of the command, he stares at her dead-faced. Yet knowing that 
there was no point in fighting it, he snatches the notebook off the table. When he’s done 
scribbling it down, he grumbles, “There. Happy now?” 


She wasn’t the least bit happy but she gives him a fake smile anyway. “Yep.” Just then, she 
pauses as the operator says he full address over the scanner. With that, she shoves her phone 
in her pocket and nods towards the door. “Okay, you little SHIT. Let’s go.” 


His eyes narrow. “Little SHIT or little shit?” 


“Both.” She smiles. 


When they arrive at where they need to be, Jessica bangs at the door. “Uhh... this is the 
police. Open up.” 
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Kilgrave raises his eyebrows at her. “Oh. Lying about being the police? Should I write that 
down too, or...” Being at the receiving end of her glare, he smirks. 


From inside the house, there’s a gruff male voice that yells, “Answer the bloody door!” 


Already having a feeling of how this would go, Jessica waits patiently until a petite young 
lady opens the door to them. Her eyes were red and her cheeks were wet, just as Jessica 
looked last night. She looked awful, to say the least. 


The first thing she says is, “You’re... you’re not the police...” 


“Correct.” Jessica responds and pushes the door open wider, letting herself and her new 
partner in. 


Stumbling backwards, the woman frowns and tries to get them out. “No... you need to 
leave... I don’t —” 


Kilgrave shrugs as he passes her and just follows the leader around the corner. 


The ‘intoxicated male’ is quick to step in the path of both of them. “Gwen! Who the hell is 
this?!” He was a tall, fairly good-looking man with a shirt that was too tight, and a baby face. 
He was the opposite of what a stereotypical wife-beater would look like. 


Jessica continues to look around either way and goes deeper into the place without much 
care. “Yeah. We got a call from one of your neighbors about domestic abuse. Is he beating 
you?” 


‘Gwen’ quickly wipes the tears from her face and shakes her head, avoiding the question 
as she trails behind, “But you just said you’ re not the police...” 


“Oi! Get out of my fucking house!” The man shouts, barely sober enough to stand up 
straight. Luckily for him, he doesn’t try and lay his hands on either of the strangers in his 
place. 


Finding the couch, Jessica makes herself comfortable. “Alright trainee. How should we 
handle this?” 


“Nothing is happening, so? I was going to ask you the same thing.” Kilgrave shrugs with 
his hands in his pockets, standing in the middle of the room. 


This makes her smile. It was truly training time. While both of them were expecting to 
have to stop a crime in action, this was much better for him to learn from. “First things first. 
Find out the facts.” 


“You two wankers better —” 


“Stand there and shut up.” Kilgrave snaps at the drunk who quickly stops moving. The 
interruption annoyed him. “You, come here.” He says to Gwen and instructs her to stand in 
front of him. 


Before he does anything, he looks to Jessica. But she had handed over the reigns and he 
was subconsciously desperate to impress her, so he proceeds on his own. 


In a bit of shock, Gwen sniffles. He asks the same thing she was asked a moment ago, “Is 
he beating you?” Except he adds, “Answer honestly.” 
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“Yes...” She whispers with a sheepish tone. “He only hits me when he’s really mad...” 


When she stops talking, everyone looks to Jessica. She had made herself rather at home in 
taking an unopened can of beer from the coffee table, opening it herself. Finding the spotlight 
back on her, she raises her eyebrow. “This is all you.” 


“... Okay, but... I don’t know what to do next.” 


She sighs, turning to Gwen. “Well, I don’t see any bruises on her from here. Even if you 
make him tell the truth when the cops get here, there’s a good chance that he won’t get that 
much jail time. You need to make sure he stops, even after he’s released from custody.” 


“How do I do that...?” 


“What do I do when I want to ensure that someone will do what I tell them, even when I’m 
not there?” She asks him, taking a gulp of beer. 


He doesn’t have to think about this to answer very long. “Easy. You scare the living shit 
out of them...” 


“Well...” Giving him permission, she nods. 
“Wait, really?” He cocks his head to the side. 


“Yeah... just... don’t hurt him.” Glancing at the drunk asshole, she corrects that statement 
with one word, “... yet.” 


This makes him grin as he turns to the man. “Get on your knees,” is the first command he 
gives, growling a little. “Explain yourself. With the truth.” 


The man shuffles on his knees before he mumbles, with slurred words. “I hit her because 
it... it makes me feel powerful.” 


“Huh.” Kilgrave was colder now when he says, ‘Go get a knife and bring it back here.’ 
From behind him, Jessica clears her throat and he raises his hands. “Relax, relax. I know what 
I’m doing.” 


Men wanting to feel powerful shouldn’t have bothered him all that much, but something 
about this drunk waste of space got under his skin. 


When he re-enters with the knife, Kilgrave is back to giving orders. “Back on your knees. 
Put the knife to your neck and press... lightly.” 


With the blade to his throat, he winces, his eyes shifting between everyone in the room. 
Gwen is too stunned to say or do anything. Nevermind the fact that she wouldn’t know what 
to say or do anyway. 


Putting his hands back in his pockets, he stands in from of the man in the same manner as 
he did with Ruby, the last time she was alive. “If you haven’t figured it out yet, we’re not the 
police. And we’re not exactly normal either. We have... abilities. Meaning, she would snap 
you in half,” He motions to Jessica, who waves at the introduction, taking down the rest of 
the beer, ‘and I could make you snap yourself in half. If you don’t stop beating on Gwen over 
there, I will make you snap yourself in half. Or I could just make you slit your throat. You 
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know. Whatever works.’ He shrugs, glancing behind him before he asks, knowing he would 
get the truth, “Do you believe me?” 


“Yes...” The man whimpers, his hand quivering as he grips the handle tighter. 


“Well, lucky for you, at least one person in this room doesn’t want you dead. So, you can 
live for now. But if you so much as lay an unwanted finger on her again, I will hunt you 
down.” To wrap up, he inquires, “After this little encounter, do you plan on hitting her 
anymore?” 


There’s no hesitation in his answer. “No.” 


Having heard enough, Kilgrave nods in satisfaction. “Good. When the police get here, you 
will be honest with them, and leave out any detail about us. Now drop the knife, and stand 


up.” 


Jessica crushes the can in her hand and stands up as well. “Let’s get out of here before they 
come.” 


When they make for the door, Gwen turns to them, wide-eyed and appreciative. “Wait... 
who... who are you?” 


Kilgrave stops mid-way out the door, “Uh... we’re the... The —” 
“Nope.” Jessica grabs him by his belt loop and yanks him outside. 


“Oh wait! Uh... thank... thank you!” Gwen manages to call just before the door is closed 
completely. 


When the two are alone, Jessica makes her way back to the main roads. “The knife bit was 
overdramatic, but not bad for a first run.” 


He stops before they can make it off the front steps, forcing her to turn around. “Oh please. 
You’re proud of me! Aren’t you proud, Jessica? Admit it.” He purrs looking at her 
suggestively. 


She could tell what he wanted. Over a month ago, the last two times she said she was 
proud of him, she kissed him. Rather... intensely. It seemed like an appropriate time to give a 
reward for good behavior anyway. 


But that’s not how she operated anymore. With her in control of their living situation, his 
behavior had to be managed with consequences, not rewards. Just as she said yesterday. 
Besides, she was afraid that if she kissed him once, she would rip him to shreds in a nearby 


alleyway. 
“Not gonna happen.” She mutters, turning away again, knowing he would follow. 


“Oh, come on. Just say it.” He continues to beam, close behind her. 


“Well. It didn’t suck.” She says, only admitting to herself that she was slightly entertained 
in there. 


“T’ll take it!” On their way to find a cab, he naturally places his and back in hers. Thinking 
on it, he says, “You know, we should come up with a team name or something.” 
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“Absolutely not.” She responds, letting his hand remain in hers. 
“What about, “The Miracles’ ?” 

“No.” 

“The Angels’?” Now, he was just being annoying. 
“Nope.” 

“<The Enigmas’ ?” 

“Forget it.” 

“<The Watchdogs’?” 

“Are you kidding me?” 

“<The Justice Rangers’!” 

“No way in hell.” 

“The Super Crew’ ?” 

“Over my dead body.” 

“<The Destiny Squad’?” 

“You’re unbearable.” 

“<The New Law and Order’?” 

“Stop talking.” 

“<The Night Fighters’ >?” 

“Fuck no.” 

“The Guardians’?” 

“Would you shut up already?” 

“<The Crime Patrol’?” 

“That’s the worst idea I’ve ever heard.” 

“The Infinity Alliance’?” 

“T said no!” 

“Oooh ooh! What about, ‘The Shadow Guard’?” 
“T’m going to kill you.” 


When he opens the cab door for her, he catches her smiling. 


Author’s note: 
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You know, I’m picturing a poster for a comedy, superhero movie called “The Shadow 
Guard”! Yeah, think about this: big shadowy letters written across the bottom. Jessica is 
standing with her arms crossed, rolling her eyes. And Kilgrave has his arm around her 
shoulder, being all smiles and giddy like a child. ‘Featuring: Krysten Ritter and David 
Tennant as the unlikely superhero pairing of Jessica Jones and Kilgrave’ Omg yes, I need it. 
Someone, please make this for me :’D 


Anyway, I’ve got a new idea for where I’m taking this story. Reminder: you are all 
extremely important to me, and your support means the world! 
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45. Welcome to the Company 


Day Seventy-Seven: 


After a long ass day, the last thing Jessica wanted was to be woken up in the middle of the 
night. 


They had agreed that because of her stab wound, she would get to sleep on the bed the rest 
of the week and Kilgrave would take the couch. They would rearrange later. 


She tosses in the sheets for a moment before she fully awakened by the sound of a voice. 
Her first thought is of someone on the other side of the hole in the wall, which she had 
covered with a towel. But it was her name being called that woke her up, not just a random 
conversation from a neighbor. 


“What?!” She hisses quietly in extreme irritation, still not opening her eyes. 
“Jessica...” She hears again. 

“What do you want?!” Snapping this time, she abruptly sits up to look at Kilgrave. 
But finding that he wasn’t in the room, she finally realizes what’s really going on. 


The bathroom door was closed and the light was clearly on. Kilgrave wasn’t calling her 
name, he was moaning it. 


Her face immediately flushes red. This couldn’t be happening. Not now. She generally 
didn’t care what he did with himself at midnight, but she didn’t want to know. And she 
certainly didn’t want to hear it. 


That didn’t change the fact that she could hear it. “Oh... fuck...” He groans gently from 
behind the closed door, practically kick-starting her ovaries. 


She had three different, distinct options at this point. One, she could bust in there, and give 
him the fucking of a lifetime. Two, she could bust in there and tell him to stop embarrassing 
himself. Or three, she could go back to sleep. 


While option one was the most tempting, and two seemed like something she would 
normally do, she refused to go with any other option besides three. 


Her muscles tense as she lays back down and closes her eyes, hoping he would at least be 
done soon. 


That wasn’t quite the case. “Jessica... please...” He whimpers now. 


The sound of him whimpering was like liquid sex and goosebumps spread over her body. 
“Stop.” She whispers to herself, clutching the pillow under her head. “Go back to sleep... 
please go back to sleep.” While she was talking to herself, she was also hoping that somehow 
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Kilgrave would sense her inaudible prayer and he would go back to the sofa. That still wasn’t 
the case. 


As he continues to plead for her, she tries everything in her power to tune him out. 
Changing positions, covering her ears, hiding under the covers, talking to herself and begging 
in her head. None of it did the trick, and it was option number four that filled her with shame 
for even considering it. 


“Don’t...” She mutters as if she honestly stood a chance in talking herself out of it. One 
hand tears at the sheets while her other hand heads down the front of her underwear. When 
she hears her name again, she buries her face in her pillow and moans, easing her middle 
finger into her vagina. 


With a gasp, she moves her hand to the tender rhythm of his voice. 


And she doesn’t stop either. Well, not until he stopped, and she finished on her own. Her 
wet hand was evidence of her shame, but she doesn’t notice much as she rides out the high of 
sexual release. 


Kilgrave’s panting dies down after a moment and Jessica bites the inside of her cheek to 
try and shut up. She doesn’t have much time until she hears the bathroom door opening. 
Quickly, she screws her eyes shut again and pulls her hand out of her underwear, doing her 
best to pretend to be asleep. 


By the sound of his footsteps, he walks into the bedroom and stops in front of the bed. He 
doesn’t move from that spot for a solid minute, as if he was just looking at her, letting out a 
quiet sigh. “Goodnight, Jessica.” He whispers before going back to the couch. 


Was that ‘goodnight’ a sign that he knew she was awake, or was it just a gesture to her 
while she was supposedly asleep?! Did he know?! 


The thought mortified her and kept her awake most of the rest of the night. 


Jessica wished that when she came out of the bathroom in the morning, Kilgrave would 
still be asleep. But he catches her on her way back to bed. It was only around eight a.m., so 
she was hoping to get a few more hours of sleep in. 


“Good morning.” He says lightly, holding out a cup of coffee to her just as he did 
yesterday. “Did you sleep well?” It was hard to be completely certain, but he was acting as if 
nothing weird happened, and everything was normal. 


Still, she could barely look him in the eye. “No.” She utters honestly, taking the coffee 
from him. 


“Why?” He tilts his head, genuinely curious. 


“Just... —” Everything about this situation made her scowl, and her anger is misguided as 
she says to him, “... mind your own fucking business, okay?” 


He raises his eyebrows and watches her slink back to bed. 


Who pissed in her whiskey? 
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He was in a good enough mood not to take her attitude personally, so he lets her storm off 
alone. For about an hour anyway. 


Although she drank all of her coffee, she had collapsed back on the bed. She was laying 
horizontally on top of the covers in a peculiar position. 


Sitting on the side of the bed next to her, he shakes her shoulders. “Jessica, can we go to 
work now?” 


Her eyelids flutter open and she glares at him. “What? No. Leave me alone.” 
“But —” Pouting, he doesn’t get up. “I just heard about a —” 


He’s cut off by the sound of officers conversing over the scanner. While she was sleeping, 
he was studying police codes and listening for potential cases. 


“What the fuck is that?” Sitting up, she snatches the phone from his hand. ‘First of all, you 
don’t listen without me. Second of all, it’s not even fucking noon!’ She hisses, resisting the 
urge to throw his phone into another wall. “We can go play hero at night. There are other 
things we need to do today.” 


“Things like what?” He asks, not giving up. 


“Let me sleep, then we’ll talk about it. Okay?” Handing his phone back, she lays down on 
her side against a pillow. It was just one of those days. 


But he doesn’t go quietly. “What am I supposed to do if you sleep all day?” He whines, 
laying down beside her. 


Before he can try and curl up against her, she growls and sits back up. “Fine. You wanna 
do something? How about you start making us money?” Getting out of bed, she makes her 
way to the desk where the computer is. 


“As in this P.I. business.?” Following behind, he pulls up a chair to sit beside her. 


When she opens her laptop, she curses under her breath with the realization that she 
couldn’t leave him unsupervised to do any of this on his own. Plus the fact that the website 
she started wasn’t up and running yet, and they couldn’t get any clients anyway. 


“What’s wrong?” Kilgrave asks, looking over her shoulder. 


“T need to finish this website before we can do anything else.” Scrolling through what she 
had already done, she tries to figure out where she left off. 


There was an open tab with a short line of description for the only two employees of the 
business. While her pseudonym was already what she had been going by, finding a new alias 
for Kilgrave was harder to come up with and so far, she only had half the name. 


He leans forward to be able to see better and narrows his eyes at the screen. “Wait. You get 
to be Jessica Jewel and I have to be Zebediah?!” 


She really had no recollection of where or how she came up with that name for him. Had it 
been in her subconscious from something? Was she drunk two days ago when she typed this? 
Probably. “Uh...—” 


322 


“You could pick any fake name in the world for me and you choose Zebediah? Why?!” 


The fact that it seemed to annoy him only encourages her to leave it. “That’s your new 
name now, like it or not. You can be ‘Zeb’ for short.” Smirking to herself, she starts to ponder 
last names that would fit him. 


“Huh.” Crossing his arms, he starts to smile. ‘I actually like the sound of that. It really 
pops when you say it.’ As if trying it out for size, he lets the name roll off his tongue on 
repeat. “Zebediah... Zebediah... Zebediah... —” 


“Can you shut up now?” Regretting the decision to leave it, she grinds her teeth. “You still 
need a last name.” 


“Ooh, give me a really illustrious last name... like Davenport, or... Ravensworth!” 


He goes on to give more suggestions, all of which she tries to ignore. “If you’re not going 
to actually be helpful, just leave.” 


“[’m giving great ideas here! What if you called me Zebediah Kingston. No, no. Just 
Zebediah King.” This makes him grin with excitement. “Then people would have to call me 
Mr. King.” 


“Yeah. If you wanna piss on Martin Luther’s legacy with that, perfect.” Jessica grumbles 
under her breath. 


“What?” 


“Nothing.” Closing her eyes briefly, she racks her brain from something that would make 
sense. The first thing she thinks of is what she types. 


He knots his eyebrows, not having a majorly positive or negative reaction to it. “Hemlock? 
Isn’t that a poisonous plant?” 


“Yep. Just like you and your virus.” 
“T think describing me as poison is quite the exaggeration, but I don’t hate it.” 


“Well then, Zebediah Hemlock it is. Welcome to the company.” Finalizing a few more 
details, she edits the title to fit his given name and launches their official website. 


“J & H Investigative Services. I’m excited to work with you.” He smiles. 


“Whatever.” She mutters and moves through a few different sections to make sure it was 
all working correctly. Before she exits it out, she highlights a few things to discuss. “The only 
reason we’re gonna Start getting clients is because I made our prices lower than competitors, 
since we don’t have any type of reputation yet. And just so you know, I put your number 
down as our contact, meaning, you have to answer the phone and make the appointments. Got 
it?” 


“Answer the phone, like a secretary?” He gives her a disappointed glare. 
“Exactly like a secretary.” 


“T thought you said we were partners!” 
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“You said we were partners, which I never agreed to. Anyway, someone has to answer the 
phone around here.” Closing her laptop, she moves on before he can complain anymore. 
“Now, since we don’t have any cases to work yet, time for class.” 


“Do we have to?” He groans, already knowing the answer. 


“Yes. Get your notebook.” Nudging him over, she watches as he moves his chair to the 
other side of the desk where his notes were. “Today, we’re working on observation skills.’ 
Once he starts writing, she goes on. “This will not only help you understand situations when 
your rescuing people, but once you actually start being a private eye, it’ll be crucial to your 
job. Really, it’s about challenging yourself to find new things in your surrounding, and 
understand the different patterns you see.” She pauses to let him catch up. “Ready to go?” 


“Where?” He puts down his pen and stands with her. 
“Training.” Grabbing her jacket, she makes her way to the door. 


“Can you be any vaguer?!” 


“Stop here.” Jessica says, forcing him to a halt in front of a bench. She had taken him to a 
nearby park after they grabbed some breakfast, which seemed to improve her mood. 


“Can we sit?” He asks, still not sure what her plan was. When she nods, they sit together 
and look out at the grounds in front of them. “What are we doing here?” 


She doesn’t answer and just looks around. After some time, she simply says, “Where is he 
going?” 


“Who?” 

“Him.” She points to a man who was walking past them to the other side of the park. 
“How am I supposed to know?” Still not getting it, he waits for an explanation. 
“Look at him. His clothes. The way he’s moving. Now tell me where he’s going.” 


Understanding what she wanted, he does his best to make an educated guess. “He’s 
wearing a suit, and he’s speed walking like he’s in a hurry... so, I’m assuming he’s on his 
way to work.” 


“Wrong.” She states concisely. 
“What? How?! You don’t know the man. Your guess is as good as mine.” 


“No. My guess is better than yours.” Going on, she gives him a smug glance. “Why would 
he be taking flowers to work with him?” 


It was true that the man had a fresh bunch of flowers that he clutched possessively as he 
walked. 


“T don’t know.” He shrugs a bit. “Office crush? Or maybe he’s just going to meet his wife 
or something.” 
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“Eh. Office crush is unlikely. And he looks nervous. I doubt he would be meeting his wife 
this early in the morning, anyway. Wouldn’t it make sense to bring his wife fresh flowers on 
the way home from work?” 


Just as she finishes, that man stops and sits down on a bench on the other side of the park. 


Trying to follow her thought process, Kilgrave concludes. “So... a girlfriend? Or 
mistress?” 


“Mistress.” Jessica states without missing a beat. 
“How can you be so certain?” 


“Well, you could say girlfriend if you wanted to. But the fact that he just took off his 
wedding ring and put it in his pocket, tells me that his wife would probably call her a 
mistress. Or a bitch...” 


“Huh.” He was clearly annoyed by the fact that he missed that. 


“You saw the entire picture, just as I did. But you only applied some of the facts, to fit your 
theory of him going to work, and ignored any other information that didn’t match.” 


He sighs and his posture worsens as he slumps back in frustration. 
“Tt was your first try. Don’t give up.” 


She was too busy scanning the park for someone else to study to notice that he was staring 
at her. He had to take a moment to soak in the fact that she just verbally encouraged him, 
without any type of sarcastic remark or jab at his integrity. 


“What about her?” Jessica goes on to ask before he can comment on it. She motions 
towards a woman standing at the curb across the street. 


He leans forward to get a better view of her and see past people walking. “Umm, I guess 
she’s —” 


Before he can make any observations, both of their attention is drawn by the commotion 
behind them. 


“Someone call an ambulance!” A man shouts as a crowd starts to gather. 


It was hard to see through all the people, but the voices around them were clear enough. 
Through the chatter, something about a broken leg could be made out. While it doesn’t really 
interest Jessica much, Kilgrave stands up and turns around to look. 


“What happened?” He asks Jessica, trying to get a look on his own. 
“Some lady tripped and hurt herself or something.” She answers blandly with a shrug. 
“Oh...” He sits back down. 


Whether he was going to admit it or not, he was hoping for a hero moment. Probably 
wishing someone got their bag snatched so he could swoop in and save the day. So eager, like 
a puppy learning a new trick. 


It made her smile and gave her an idea. “Go heal her.” She says calmly. 


325 


“What?” He looks at her, perking up. “You think I can do that?” 


She scoffs at the question. “Seriously? You cured cancer. I’m pretty sure you can handle a 
broken bone.” 


While inner body and outer body healing were two different things, she never doubted that 
he was capable. It would have been nice to test this theory earlier and not in front of a crowd. 
Perhaps on a stab wound... but since his powers couldn’t hurt her, they couldn’t help her 
either. 


So that he can’t doubt anymore, she shoves him off the bench. “Have a little faith in 
yourself.” 


As he stumbles to his feet, he smiles at her. 


Turing around, Jessica watches as he clears away the people and gets to the woman on 
the ground. The injured had her shin bone cracked in half and its splintered end was sticking 
out of her flesh. Of course, the woman was crying in agony and she seemed even more 
startled by the strange man who just shooed away the concerned citizens around her. 


“What-what are you doing?” She wails, clutching her thigh as if it would cut off the pain 
in her shin. “I need —” 


“Be quiet.” Kilgrave shushes her, glancing back at the people behind him. “Relax.” He 
uses as a command to get her to stop crying so much and take a breath. 


The reason he pauses is to try and collect his thoughts. Just as he wasn’t sure how to 
proceed on what to say in curing cancer, he was clueless here too. “Don’t move.” He starts, 
furrowing his eyebrows. “Set your bone back and heal yourself.” 


He looks to Jessica briefly, then back at the woman’s leg, unsure what to expect. 


Her body takes a moment to process the command and react. However, when it does, it’s 
an incredible sight. 


The bone that was sticking out begins to recede back into her, almost like it was reversing 
in time. As if each individual cell was moving on its own, it reforms and connects itself again 
under her skin the way they were originally fashioned. When the bone is no longer visible, 
her flesh pulls together over the exposed fibers and leaves a stream of blood as the only 
evidence of injury. 


The woman’s jaw drops and the people around her instantly start to discuss the miracle 
they just witnessed. It was only a matter of time before they were bombarding Kilgrave with 
questions. ‘Who are you?’, ‘How’d you do that?’, ‘Where’d you get your powers?’, ‘Are you 
a mutant?’, ‘What planet are you from?’, and so on. 


But he doesn’t get a chance to answer one, say ‘You’re welcome’, or even open his mouth 
for that matter because Jessica is already grabbing him by the hand and pulling him away 
from the gawking people. 


“You should never be in the center of attention long enough to answer questions.” She 
states as a fact, dragging him extremely quickly, as some people had decided to follow them. 
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He tries to plant his feet and jerk her to a stop, unsuccessfully. “Come on, Jessica! Were 
you watching that?! It was amazing! Don’t I deserve to bask in the glory a little?” 


In unprecedented time, she hails them a cab and finally stops to look at him as she opens 
the door. “I told you already, we don’t do this for attention.” Getting in the car with him, she 
sees his pitiful expression and manages to add, “But for the record, that was pretty cool.” 


His grin spreads ear to ear. 


“Why do you bother letting me pick the calls when you shoot down every one I suggest?” 
Kilgrave asks during a quiet moment when there are no voices over the scanner. 


“Because.” Jessica starts, coming back from the kitchen with a bottle of whiskey to sit 
down at the desk. “I’m hoping that eventually, you’ ll learn to make the right choices.” 


“We got a 415 down on Earlham Street. Over.” An officer reports, interrupting them. 
“What kind of disturbance?” 


“Uh, I’m not sure how to call this in. A woman claims her husband is an alien, pretending 
to be her husband.” 


“Again?! Is this the same lady who called last week?” 

“No, this is new.” 

The cop audibly sighs over the radio. “Alright. I’m on my way.” 

“10-4.” 

Kilgrave nods at the phone. “What about that?! That has to be interesting.” 


“Fuck no. We’re not going to investigate some crazy lady and her weird husband.” Jessica 
rolls her eyes, gulping down a glass of alcohol. 


“10-8. I’m responding to a —” 


The app is shut off before they can hear the rest of that sentence, because his phone was 
ringing. 


Seeing it was from an unknown number, he looks to Jessica, whose quick to shout, 
“Answer it!” 


“Okay, okay!” Putting it on speaker, he answers, “Hello?” 
A man responds, “Hi. Is this J & H Investigative Services?” 


Locking eyes with his partners, he clears his throat, taking on the role he was given. “Yes. 
This is Zebediah Hemlock speaking, how can I help you?” 


Author’s note: 


That opening scene, huh? ;) 
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What do you all think of their new names and the company? 


Truthfully, Deyo and I had a hard time picking what they should be, but I think we nailed 
it! Zebediah, and Jewel, relating back to the comics. Jessica, keeping her first name. It took 
awhile to come up with Hemlock. But here’s why I think it works: 


1. It’s 2 syllables so it sounds good. 


2. It gives him that still evil kinda feel even though he’s not, but it could be a description 
of his power in a way. Virus — poison. 


3. It’s kinda classy/badass 


4. It’s a believable last name. 
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46. Sign on the Dotted Line 


Chapter Forty-Six: Sign on the Dotted Line 
Day Seventy-Eight: 


A lot had happened in the past four days, most of which should never be talked about out 
loud again. But Jessica owed it to her sister to call her and get her up to speed on the current 
situation of her partnership with Kilgrave. 


“T need you to stop talking.” Jessica says, finishing the coffee that he brought her earlier. 


“Were you listening to anything I just said?” He questions, drying his wet hair with a 
towel. 


“Not really.” Pulling out her phone, she unblocks Trish’s number and prepares to call. 


“We have a meeting with our first client in an hour, so I think we should go over what I’m 
supposed to do when —” 


“An hour?!” She interrupts with a scowl, sitting behind her desk. “Why didn’t you tell me 
earlier?” 


“T did!” He rolls his eyes. “You were there when I got the call and set up the appointment. 
And then I reminded you again before you went to sleep last night. And again, about sixty 
seconds ago.” 


She groans and kicks her feet up. “Whatever. Just shut up for a minute, alright?” When she 
puts her phone to her ear, he raises his eyebrow. “Hi, Trish.” 


On the other end, Trish’s voice sounded tired and despite the fact that she answered right 
away, it was clear that she wasn’t in a good mood. “Hi, Jess.” 


Kilgrave’s jaw drops and he stifles a laugh, pulling up a chair so he could listen in on a 
conversation that would prove to be interesting. 


Trying not to growl at him, she says into the phone, already having a bad feeling about 
how this would go. “Are you mad?” 


“What do you think? My best friend is off, living with a maniac and she refuses to come 
home.” 


Jessica’s eyes connect with Kilgrave’s. “We’re making progress here... I think...” 


“Progress ? Jess, what the hell are you even doing with him?! You can’t train someone like 
that to actually want to be good.” 


Luckily, she had never brought up Ruby so she didn’t have to explain any of that. She also 
didn’t mention the cure’s side effect, so she didn’t have to explain that either. Still, she sighs 
and rubs her temple. “We... started a business together, and occasionally, I take him out and 
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we save people. He’s learning...” Kilgrave’s expression forces her to look away from him 
because of how distracting he was being. 


“You think he’s learning. But how do you know he’s actually changing? You don’t. And I 
cant support this... I can’t just watch you throw your life away.” 


“T’m not throwing my life away! He’s trying...” She lowers her voice a little and turns her 
head, hoping he wasn’t straining to eavesdrop. “... he’s trying and I need to encourage him.” 


Jessica can almost visualize Trish narrowing her eyes. Because of her quieter tone, she 
asks, “Is he in the room with you?!” 


She glances behind her to see him smiling. “Uh, yeah. He is.” 
This time, Trish growls when she says, “Let me talk to him.” 


Her eyes widen. “No. I really don’t think that’s a good idea.” Kilgrave could say 
something that she didn’t want to be said, especially about them having sex. The man had no 
filter. 


“Put him on.” 
“No, Trish. This isn’t a good time to —” 
“Give him the goddamn phone!” She yells this time, making Jessica wince. 


“Jesus. Fuck. Okay...” Cautiously turning back around, she hands him the phone while 
muttering, “She wants to talk to you...” 


“For me?” He asks sarcastically, taking it with a smirk. When he holds the phone to his 
ear, he exclaims, “Patsy! It’s been awhile since we last spoke. Though, the last time we saw 
each other, we weren’t speaking, were we?” 


Referring to when he forced her to kiss him on the dock was a mistake as her loud 
response makes him pull the phone away for a second. Jessica could only hear Kilgrave’s side 
of the conversation, but she had a feeling she knew what was being said. 


He laughs, making eye contact with Jessica as he listens. “I think if one of us was to hurt 
the other, it would be her hurting me. — Relax! You know I can’t control her like that 
anymore.” Laughing again, he shakes his head. “Yes, I’m sure you’d be the first to know. — 
Actually, we’re meeting with a client soon. — We’re having fun together! You understand 
that, don’t you? — It’s just business. For the most part anyway...” 


Watching him closely, Jessica’s stomach tightens, worried about what he was going to say 
next. “That’s enough.” 


He waits, still listening before he starts to pout. “Aw, I’m sorry. Jessica says I have to go 
now.” 


“Hurry up.” She rushes him, feeling anxious. 


But he puts his finger up and makes her wait longer. “Okay, Patsy. — Yes, I love you too.” 
He grins playfully. “Goodbye!” 
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When he hands the phone back, she sees that the call is disconnected and she snaps at him. 
“You hung up?!” 


“She hung up first!” He shrugs, still smiling as if it was no big deal. 


Looking at him, it was hard to tell if he was telling the truth or not, but it didn’t matter 
much anyway. There was little that she could say to Trish right now that could make her 
understand. 


Glancing at the time, she swears and tries to think. “I need you to go to the library for me.” 
“The library? Why?” 


“To print our agency-client agreement. We need it before he gets here.” Closing her laptop, 
she packs it in its case and hands it to him. “The document is on the desktop. Print like... 
twenty copies. That should be enough to start. That might cost you a couple pounds, so...” 
Reaching into her pocket, she retrieves a few bills. 


While he didn’t love the idea of running errands for her, he didn’t mind either if it meant 
he could be helpful. Taking the laptop, he reaches for the money. “Twenty copies. Got it.” 


But she pulls her hand away and shakes her head. “Never mind. I’m coming with you.” 
Sighing, she puts the pounds back in her pocket and gets up. 


Having her in his company would be better than going alone, but her reasoning for 
changing her mind made him frown. “Why? I can go alone...” 


Being completely blunt, she takes the computer back from him. “Yeah. I would let you go 
by yourself, but I’m realizing that I still don’t trust you to go out on your own. And I certainly 
don’t trust you to pay for things that I tell you to.” Seeing his disappointed face, she rolls her 
eyes. “Over the next few weeks, if you can prove to me that your trustworthy, I’ll let you have 
more responsibility. But not right now.” 


“How do I prove that I’m trustworthy?” 


“Don’t be an asshole, and do what I tell you.” Flashing a smile, she leads him out of the 
apartment. 


“Let me do all the talking. Just listen, okay?” Jessica instructs, getting settled. 
“Fine.” Kilgrave sighs, sitting behind the desk with her. 


Right on time, there’s a knock on the door. “It’s open!” Jessica yells, waiting for him to 
come in. 


The door opens and a quiet, shy, middle-aged man enters the room, closing the door 
behind him. “This... this is J & H Investigative Services?” 


“Yeah. Have a seat.” Jessica says to him, nodding at the only available chair in the room. 
When he sits down, she introduces them. ‘You can call me Jewel, and this is my partner, 
Hemlock.’ At the word ‘partner’, Kilgrave smiles. “And you are?” 


Shifting nervously, he nods. “My name is Greg. Uh, Greg Murphy.” 
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“Alright, Greg. Tell me why you’re here.” 


He clears his throat and frowns, looking back and forth between the two of them. “I... I 
told Hemlock over the phone...” 


When he doesn’t continue, Jessica tries not to scowl. “I prefer to hear it myself, in person.” 
Although she remembers the call well enough, she wanted the details again. 


“Oh, of course.” He mutters apologetically, looking away now. “Uh... my son, Liam. He’s 
been missing for three days now. He’s twelve and he never came home from school. I... I 
talked to all his teachers and his friends’ parents, but none of them have seen him. I don’t 
know what’s happened to him, and I...” Trailing off, he keeps his eyes down, squeezing his 
hands together. 


“Have you talked to the police?” Jessica asks, jotting down a few notes. Kilgrave looks 
over her shoulder to see what she was writing, trying to get a better feel for his new job. 


“Yes... I went to them the day he didn’t come back. They um... they said a lot of recent 
cases of kids running away have been reported. But they usually return four or five days later. 
We... we hope that’s the case, but my wife insisted that we hire a private detective just if he 
doesn’t come back...” 


“Huh.” She writes down what he said about the other kids running away before asking, 
“Do you have any other kids?” 


“No, it’s just Liam.” 
“And what time does Liam normally get home from school?” 


“He... he gets back around four. Um, my wife and I don’t get back from work until after 
five, so when we got home, he wasn’t there.” 


“Okay.” Getting a copy of the contract she had printed, she quickly fills it out with their 
names and a vague description of the situation. Obviously, if he didn’t follow through with 
payment, there was nothing she could do about it since they were living under alias’. But the 
deal had to seem legit, so she signs her fake name before turning the paper around. ‘Sign here, 
and initial here.’ She points, handing him a pen. “This is the standard rate, and we only take 
cash.” 


“Oh... okay.” Without even skimming over it, he signs his name and hands her back the 
contract. 


“We'll start right away.” Having an idea of what she was going to research, she looks at 
Kilgrave. “Hemlock, can you see Mr. Murphy out, please?” 


“Sure.” He grins a little, eager to be useful. 

When their first client is gone, Kilgrave sits back down beside her. “What now?” 
She rolls her eyes. “I have some research to do.” 

“How can I help?” 


“Well, we have exactly one computer and one person who’s been a P.I. before and actually 
knows what she’s doing. So... you can sit and watch if you want.” 
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“11-41! There’s been a construction accident. Multiple 10-54’s on Newport Street. 
Emergency assistance!” 


Jessica was halfway out the door before the officer even finished talking. Kilgrave has to 
run to keep up. 


This was their second ‘mission’ of the night. After a fairly relaxed couple of hours of 
stopping another abuser and listening over the scanner, Kilgrave was unprepared for the 
sudden action. 


“What’s a 10-54?!” He asks, chasing her down the apartment building steps. 


“Possible dead bodies.” She calls behind her. When they’re outside, she stops to look at 
him and give him an extremely quick rundown of the plan. “Newport Street is a few blocks 
away. I’m going to jump there and get all the workers out. Okay?” 


Before she flies away, he grabs her hand. “Wait! What am I supposed to do?!” 


“Take a cab and meet me there.” Reaching into her pocket, she throws some money at him, 
not bothering to neatly count it out. “When you get there, start healing people!” Just like that, 
she was gone. 


“Be careful!” He yells, even though she’s already out of sight. Wishing she hadn’t left him 
behind, he groans, “Fuck.” 


By the time he gets there, Jessica was in the midst of the rubble. 


A small church that was scheduled to implode, started to collapse early because of its 
unstable structure. There were three construction workers in the building at the time that it 
began coming down and the ambulance hadn’t arrived yet. Two of the workers had been 
dragged out across the street already and taken away from danger by Jessica. 


She had gone in again for the last man and disappeared behind the crumbling cement. The 
roof slanted inward and creaked as gravity threatened to pull it down entirely. Looking at the 
unstable structure made Kilgrave beyond nervous. 


As he was told, he quickly heals the two workers who had already been saved, not paying 
much mind to them after the fact. 


With each moment that passes, his anxiety worsens and the sound of nearby sirens puts 
him on edge even more. “Jessica!” He calls, standing at the side of the wreckage. 


His heart skips a beat when the roof gives way completely and comes crashing down to the 
ground. Caving inward, the debris erupts in a disturbingly loud uproar, and in that moment, it 
felt like the entire world was crumbling with it. 


At least until he hears; 
“Goddammit!” 


From the settling dust, Jessica emerges, carrying the worker with her right arm around 
him, he left arm raised above her head to shelter herself from the falling cement. After gently 
laying down the injured man, she practically stumbles to the ground, coughing violently. 
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When his heart restarts, Kilgrave rushes to her. 


Before he can even show how worried and unhinged he had become, she growls at him, 
standing up. “I’m fine! Just heal him, quickly.” 


“Heal yourself.” He pretty much barks at the man, focusing back on Jessica. 


“Let’s go.” Grabbing him, she pulls him around the corner, just as the ambulance arrived 
that was no longer needed. As she pulls him, she winces, feeling blood start to drip down her 
back. 


Once they’re away from the commotion, he gently stops her, his eyes wide with distraught. 
“What’s wrong?” 


“Tt’s nothing...” She lies at first, biting her tongue briefly. ‘I just... I think I tore my 
stitches open.’ Walking again, she doesn’t wait for him to follow. “Come on. We can get some 
first aid stuff on the way back.” 


His expression of concern doesn’t change as he trails behind her into a convenient store 
down the street. 


Everything happened so fast. One moment, they were sitting together, and the next, she 
was putting herself in danger for random people. The fact that she could’ve died in that 
building didn’t even seem to phase her. Is this was being a hero is? 


She grabs some sanitized wipes, gauze and a few other supplies before checking out at the 
counter. When they get back to the apartment, she still doesn’t seem to notice the drastic shift 
in his mood, too focused on her cut to think about his attitude. 


“T need your help.” She states, bringing the first-aid to the bedroom. 


Dumping the kit onto the bed, she quickly takes off her jacket and throws it on the floor, 
followed by her shirt that was drenched in blood. Without much thought, she tears the original 
bandage off her back and peers over her shoulder. Just as she suspected, the stitches were 
ripped wide open and the aggressive movement wasn’t helping either. Grabbing a towel, she 
soaks up some of the excess blood before she returns to the bedroom. 


Kilgrave was standing idly by, watching, although he was more in a trance of thought than 
he was paying attention. When she looks at him expectantly, he snaps out of it. Somewhat, 
anyway. “What do you need me to do?” He asks in a trepid tone. 


Sitting down on the edge of the bed with her back to him, she starts, “Can you just... —” 
While she hated asking for help, there was no point in suffering trying to do it on her own. 
“...wipe it down and bandage it... please...” She adds, handing him the decontaminate over 
her shoulder. 


He cringes a little, looking at her open wound, but he sits down on the bed behind her 
anyway, taking one of the alcohol pads. Without a verbal response, he starts with the trail 
down her back and tenderly goes over the rough stitches with the wipe. 


She tries not to wince as he does what she asked. “I’ll have to go back and see Victor 
tomorrow...” She utters through clenched teeth. 
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Even when she flinches, he keeps going, cleaning the cut as diligently as possible. There’s 
no conversation between them as her muscles tense and he finishes wiping down the 
wounded area. 


Thinking aloud to himself, he unintentionally mumbles, “I hate seeing you like this...” 


Blinking, she glances at him over her shoulder, although he purposely avoids eye contact. 
“Tt’s not that big of a deal.” She responds, handing him the gauze. 


“T know... it’s just that...” Sighing, he takes the bandage from her and wraps it over her 
shoulder and under her arm. He repeats the process, wrapping it in a cycle until there’s none 
left and pins it together. It wasn’t as tight as she would have done it, but it was good enough. 
When he’s properly done, he finishes his thought. “... your skin is perfect.” 


“What?” She furrows her eyebrows, unsure of what that declaration had to do with 
anything. 

“Your skin is perfect...” He repeats quietly. “And I hate when it’s torn open like this...” 
His breath falls on the back of her neck and instantly gives her goosebumps. 


Immediately, she stiffens. It was clear now that he was in some type of daze after what 
happened at the construction site, and she needed to snap him out of it before he tried 
anything. “I told you already... I’m fine, okay? You don’t have to freak out about —” 


“You scared me today.” He interrupts with a whisper. When he speaks, his knuckles drag 
down her spine. 


Slightly flustered, she swallows hard and tries not to look back at him again. Although she 
doesn’t directly stop him, she shakes her head. “You’re blowing this out of proportion...” 


“You could have died.” When his hand reaches the base of her back, he leans forward and 
kisses the back of her neck, letting his lips stay against her skin. “I could have lost you...” 


“I’m not yours to lose.” Her fists clench as she tries to breathe. 


He kisses her again on her neck before he stands up and walks to the other side of the bed 
to be able to stand in front of her. “I know you’re going to try and stop me.” 


“We’re not going over this again.” She growls out of frustration. Before he can do 
anything else, she stands up and pushes him backwards, knowing that the more distance 
between them, the better. 


Just before he gets thrown out of the bedroom completely, he blurts out, as a last resort to 
make her listen, “Two nights ago, I was in the bathroom, and I woke you up.” 


Instantly knowing what he was referring to, her face flushes red. “No. I don’t —” 


So that she can’t deny it any more, he shakes his head and closes the gap between them 
again. “I don’t care if you admit it or not. I’ll be embarrassed for the both of us.” When he 
takes a step closer, her back hits the wall and her breathing becomes clearly more erratic. 
“Jessica, I don’t care if you touch me, but I need to be able to touch you.” 


“Kilgrave, stop. I told you already. It doesn’t matter what you say because I —” 
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Instead of trying to kiss her again, he abruptly falls to his knees in front of her. “Being 
around you and not being able to touch you is killing me.” Even though this was an extreme 
hyperbole, his eyes told her differently, looking up at her anxiously. “I’ll do anything...” 


Her mouth hangs open as she looks down at him, feeling beyond trapped. Shirtless and 
against the wall, she fails at thinking her way out of this. Her mind stalls and her body freezes 
there, as he nearly begs for her. 


They stay there for a minute of nothing but silence before Kilgrave sighs. Leaning 
forward, he quietly nuzzles the inside of her thighs. 


“D-don’t.” She stutters, her eyelids fluttering. 


“Please.” He breathes, pressing his lips to her clothing. Peering up at her again, he reaches 
for the front of her jeans and gently unbuttons them. Still, giving her plenty of time to push 
him away, he hooks his fingers in her belt loops and works her pants down her legs, letting 
them pool around her ankles. 


Leaving it at that, he kisses her, his stubble gently scraping against her thigh, before he 
moves his lips over her panties. It was obvious that she was already wet and when he runs his 
tongue over the cloth, she gasps. Pressing his nose to her, he inhales her scent, temporarily 
reminiscing in the familiar way she smelled. 


The sound of their heavy breathing is the only sound in the room as he carefully pulls 
down her underwear and leaves that at her feet as well. The moment he kisses her naked sex, 
she surrenders to him and lets out an erotic moan. 


Automatically, she reaches for him, her fingers tangling in his hair. The moment she starts 
to tug, he purrs, briefly closing his eyes. 


“Kilgrave...” She whispers, losing herself in this state of uncontrollable arousal. 


Delicately, he spreads her legs apart and shifts on his knees to position himself under her 
more. Purposely taking his time, he licks between her folds and up against her clitoris, the tip 
of his tongue providing only a feathery touch to tease her. 


Laying her head back, she screws her eyes shut, trying not to sound so desperate in the 
noises that she lets escape her lips. 


And then, he pauses. 


Without opening her eyes, she can just tell that he’s looking up at her. He didn’t have to 
mind control her to get her to do what he wanted. It was evident that he was stopping to make 
her acknowledge that she wanted this too. He was forcing her hand, simply by waiting her 
out. Fuck, it would drive her insane if he stopped now. 


Goddamn libido. 
It was her turn to be embarrassed as she gives in, whimpering, “Keep going...” 


She can feel him smile against her, just before he starts to devour her. It was almost too 
much to handle as he sucks on her incredibly sensitive skin. Trying to keep her composure, 
she balls her fist, concentrating on not hitting the wall behind her, knowing that she would 
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punch another hole in it. Her other hand sifts through his hair on repeat, involuntarily pushing 
his head closer. 


Her back arches as she lets out a long moan of felicity-like pleasure, in too deep now to 
give a shit about how horribly wrong this was. 


Beneath her, Kilgrave groans placidly, temporarily ignoring his substantially painful 
erection. There was nothing else in the world that he wanted more than to make her come. 
And damn, she tasted good. Salty and sweet at the same time. The perfect combination to 
make her mouth-wateringly delicious. 


When his tongue presses into her, she whines loudly, opening her eyes to look at him. 
“Oh... god.” 


Hearing the urgency in her voice, he peers up at her, not slowing down for a single beat. 
“Please...” She pleads restlessly, as a completely reflexive reaction to his touch. 


As her legs start to tremble, she bites down hard on her lower lip. Fearing that she 
wouldn’t be able to stand much longer, she swiftly turns around and falls back onto the bed, 
pulling him along with her. She slides backwards and lays down as he eagerly follows, 
crawling over her body to settle between her legs once again. 


He takes this as a short chance to breathe. A very short chance in fact, as Jessica was 
zealously drawing him closer. Far from lucid, she momentarily lifts her head to watch him, 
but finding that that was too overwhelming, she lays back, keeping her legs open wide. His 
tongue moves to penetrate her as it did before, and her hips jerk because of it. 


Kilgrave’s body rocks against the bed as he pushes her closer to her climax. With every 
second, she submits to him further, whimpering inaudible pleas to herself. The sound of her 
cries encourages him to consume her faster. 


“Fuck...” She gasps, feeling her sex start to constrict, her entire body full of tension. Her 
eyes roll back and she unintentionally barks at him. “Don’t stop!” 


With no intention of stopping, he cooes, allowing her to push his head lower, feeling her 
thrust against his lips. Just like that, she unravels under him, riding out her orgasm like a lurid 
wave. 


Her release drips into his mouth and he wholeheartedly laps it up with thirst. The excess 
wets his chin and his lips, which he doesn’t wipe away, keeping the taste of her. 


Her entire body quivers as he slowly cleans her with his tongue and when he stops, she 
breathlessly falls listless back on the bed. Her hand gradually slides out of her hair and she 
whines, one last time, leaving her eyes shut. 


He has to catch his breath just as much as her, carefully resting his head against her thigh. 
The silence between them is heavy and seems to thicken the air the longer it remains. 


He would have loved to curl up against her and take advantage of her drowsy, sexual high, 
but he couldn’t. He told her he only wanted to touch her, and she let him. She didn’t owe him 
anything in return for this. Therefore, he would have to go deal with it himself. 
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” 


Carefully standing up, he avoids her eyes and mutters, “I’m just going to go... — 


“Wait...” Jessica whispers, grabbing him by the wrist. She yanks him closer and leans up 
to kiss him, tasting herself on his lips. It’s different than the other fevered hard kisses she’s 
given him in the past. Blush rises to his cheeks as he looks down at her and she manages a 
soft, “Thanks...” 


Gently smiling at her, he decides to ignore his groin and he silently lays down beside her. 
Even in her lasting mellow state, she shakes her head, “You’re not sleeping here...” 


Instead of throwing a tantrum, he simply mumbles his complaints, burying his face in a 
nearby pillow. His arm was already lazily lying over her waist and he doesn’t move it. 


She sighs to show her vexation, but she felt too intoxicated to care all that much. While 
she wanted to kick him onto the floor, she merely pulls up her pants and nothing else. Her 
eyes close naturally and the weight of his arm acted as a cover to set her to sleep. 


Sharing a bed for one night couldn’t be that bad, right? 


Author’s note: 


HAHAHA. Sorry, I’m laughing to myself because I’m realizing that in the chapter 5 notes, 
I wrote: “It could take up to 30 chapters, but goddammit, I will finish this story!” Why is that 
funny? Cuz we’re 46 chapters in and we still aren’t even close to done! 


Hopefully, that’s good news to you! And hopefully, you enjoying the character 
development (if you know what I mean ;) 


I’m loving the feedback! Keep it coming with reviews! 
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47. All Millionaires Aren't the Same 


Chapter Forty-Seven: All Millionaires Aren’t the Same 
Day Seventy-Nine: 


When Kilgrave woke up, he was lying on his back and Jessica had her head against his 
chest, having curled up against him in her sleep. 


He resists the urge to stroke her hair in fear that she would wake up. The moment was too 
perfect to ruin. It was possibly the most at peace he would ever be with her. He was certain 
that last night was a reflection of their future moving forward. Bloody hell, this could actually 
work. They could have a real relationship. Eventually it’d be every night in bed together and 
they’d be going out for dinner and romantic strolls under the moonlight. 


His mind plays with this fantasy as he lays there, feeling her soft breath against his skin. 
He could have laid there for hours on end, but his bladder disagreed. Cursing in his head, he 
very slowly slips away from her and lays her head down on a pillow instead of his chest. She 
doesn’t even stir as he excuses himself to the bathroom. 


When he’s done, he heads to the kitchen and puts on a fresh pot of coffee. As it starts to 
brew, he goes back to the bedroom. Noticing that the towel covering the hole in the wall had 
fallen, he tilts his head. Despite his efforts to pin it back up the way she had it, it stays on the 
ground. He can’t help but wonder how much the sound carries because of it... 


Feeling that is was too risky to try and get back in the position he was in before, he figures 
he might as well wake her up now. Noon was drawing closer and he couldn’t let her waste the 
day away sleeping. And without her, he couldn’t get anything done. 


With a sigh, he sits on the edge of the bed and shakes her shoulders gently, whispering her 
name. “Jessica...” 


“Hmm...” She groans, stretching her arms out, pushing him away at the same time. 
“Tt’s getting late...” He tries again. 

Without opening her eyes, she rolls over onto her side, turning her back to him. 
She was somewhat awake now, causing him to sigh again. “Jessica ~” 

“T can’t hear you, I’m asleep.” She mutters, clutching the pillow under her head. 

To this, he laughs and stands up. “Come on. I’ll get you some coffee.” 


When he disappears into the kitchen, she grumbles to herself and opens her eyes, sitting 
up. Her shoulder still felt like shit, but it didn’t feel as bad as yesterday and that was a start. 
She sat up against the headboard and when he comes back with a hot cup of coffee, she takes 
it from him automatically. 


He doesn’t sit down again and just shifts on his feet. Looking at her now, he can only see 
her expression as he kissed between her legs last night and the memory makes him open his 
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mouth. “Listen... Jessica... about last night, I —” He honestly has no idea where that 
sentence was going and was just hoping that he would find the right words as he spoke. 


Luckily for both of them, she cuts him off and shakes her head. “No, don’t. Don’t ruin it 
by talking.” She says sharply, looking down at her cup so she didn’t have to look at him. 


Unsure what this meant about their future, he tries not to frown. While he didn’t want this 
to be the end of it, he was already walking on eggshells around her. One false move and he 
would never be able to touch her again. So without another word, he leaves her alone. 


As some type of Jessica Jones coping mechanism, she refused to acknowledge what 
occurred in her head. It was so much easier that way. To just carry on with the day and not 
give a second thought to it. There was no point in resenting her actions if she couldn’t take 
them back. And there was no point in reminiscing in them if she had no intention of letting it 
happen again. Therefore, it would stay unaddressed. 


When she finishes her coffee, she takes a quick shower and heads to the front door so that 
no more conversation can be made. Kilgrave was in the kitchen trying to get a makeshift 
breakfast prepared, and before she leaves, she yells to him, “Stay here and wait for me to 
come back.” 


He charges around the comer and stops to look at her with an uneasy expression. “Wait, 
where are you going?” 


“Out.” She states, clearly needing some time alone. 


On her way out of the apartment building, she gets some condemning glares from the 
neighbors she passes. 


London at noon. 


It was cloudy. Gloomy. Depressing even. Everyone that Jessica saw seemed to have the 
same grimace on their faces that represented the overall blasé mood. 


The only people who appeared to be enjoying themselves were the couples she saw. The 
sight of their happiness, however, made her want to throw up in her mouth. 


Earlier in her stroll, she had texted Victor to see if he was home, but he hadn’t responded, 
meaning he was probably at work. That appointment would have to be put off until tomorrow 
then. 


Since she wasn’t going to see Victor, she had no real destination. But she wasn’t going to 
go back to the apartment either. She just needed to get away for awhile. Maybe she should 
have been concerned that Kilgrave would wander off alone while she was out, but she didn’t 
want to think about him at all. 


On her walk, she stops when she sees a familiar street name. Working hadn’t occurred to 
her, but it was a welcome distraction. She had ended up on the street where Greg Murphy said 
he lived. While she didn’t have a copy of the contract with their exact address, she had a good 
enough memory and manages to find his place without much difficulty. 
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Remembering that Greg and his wife both get back from work after five, she doesn’t 
bother knocking and just breaks the lock on the door. She didn’t have the patience for 
anything else. Inviting herself in, she finds it empty, just as she suspected it would be. Taking 
a good look around the living room, dining room and kitchen, she can tell exactly what kinds 
of people the Murphy family was. 


They were neat freaks. 


It was like a kid’s living hell in this place. White furniture, classic paintings, everything 
with a proper place, no types of toys, video games, or DVD’s. Like a newly bought home 
with a few books on the shelf. 


If the kid really did run away, it was probably because he couldn’t do anything fun! 


The master bedroom was configured the same way and the only room in the house that 
was different was Liam’s bedroom. While the initial appearance of his room was the same as 
the rest, Jessica was able to discover the differences that he and his parents had by doing a 
little investigating. 


Like every child, Liam had a secret spot in his room where he kept his most prized 
possessions. The type of things that he wouldn’t want his parents to see. Behind a small 
wardrobe in his closet, he had an entire Lego city stashed. Not just was it the small setup that 
came with the design of some of the boxes, but it was a city, built by his own design. It had 
skyscrapers, houses, stores, and detail beyond belief. The entirety of it had to be around six 
square feet. 


Besides his Lego city, he had draws full of mapped out imaginary places. Some of his 
fictional places even had blueprints laid out, colored in crayon. By the looks of it, the kid had 
quite a knack for architecture. This was clearly a side of him that he kept well-hidden from 
his parents. 


However, hanging on the wall in plain sight, next to a poster of Elon Musk, was his 
calendar. There were only a few things written on it, which included football practice and 
meetings with his tutor. Among those, there were two events that had been circled to show 
their significance. The first was a few weeks ago and had already been crossed out. The 
second, was today. 


Evidently, this was an important date for some reason. The question was, if he had such a 
monumental event scheduled, why would he run away just a few days before? There were 
only three explanations for this. One, it was something that terrified him so much, that he had 
to get away before he had to do it. Two, his parents banned him from going and he ran away 
to be able to go on his own. Or three, he didn’t run away at all... 


The only thing that the calendar said was: ‘Glitch convention’, and it read the same thing 
on the crossed out date. 


“What the hell is that?” Jessica mutters to herself, pulling out her phone. Glancing over the 
calendar again, she snaps a picture of it along with a few other things in his room and around 
the house before he leaves. 


Whatever this was would be where she would start. That would mean getting back to the 
apartment to be able to start looking things up. She wasn’t totally ready to go back yet, so she 
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stays out a while longer. 


When she decides to return, Kilgrave runs to meet her at the door like a dog greeting its 
owner. 


He had taken a shower and gotten dressed since she was gone in hopes that she would 
return and they could immediately go out and start ‘heroing’ together. He tries not to seem too 
anxious when he asks, “Where have you been?” 


“Working.” She responds just as concisely as she did before she left, sitting down behind 
her desk. 


He watches her sit and he can’t help but start to pout. Resisting the urge to tell her how 
much he missed her, he simply sits across from her. His tone is particularly quiet when he 
asks, “Can you fill me in?” 


Booting up her laptop, she looks at him. Something about the way he was staring back 
made him look somewhat pathetic and she hated the fact that she took pity on him. Either 
way, it would be contradicting of her to keep telling him to be helpful and not let him do 
anything. 


After she rolls her eyes, she starts to explain. “I went over to Murphy’s house. Liam had 
some sort of event scheduled for today on his calendar that I’m about to find out about.” 


To her surprise, it wasn’t hard to find in the least. Once she entered ‘Glitch convention’ 
into Google, it couldn’t have been easier. 


At an institute in the heart of the city, there was some type of activity fundraiser. Even 
though research was something she preferred to do alone, she reads what she finds aloud to 
spare herself from any questions later. 


“The Deaf-Aid and Technology Association, or D.A.T.A., is proud to open its center to 
present yet another community event night, after the largely successful convention last 
month.’” She pauses, scrolling through the description. Going on to read a few more items 
from the website, she says, “‘Hosted by the founder, Elijah Kane Glitch. Tonight includes the 
unveiling and demonstration of new technology, a design room — special to encourage the 
creation of personalized inventions, and a presentation by Mr. Glitch himself.’” This time, she 
asks Kilgrave directly, “Have you heard of this guy before?” 


“He sounds familiar.” He responds, trying to place the name. 


At the bottom of the page, it read: ‘Doors open from 3-7pm. Cost to enter: £10.00. 
Donations are always welcome.’ 


It was already nearing 6pm, causing Jessica to curse. “Shit. We’re late.” Back on her feet, 
she closes her laptop and makes for the door again. 


Kilgrave was quick to follow, pleased that they were actually going to do something today. 


Judging by the little that she actually got to read, this was something that Liam was 
looking forward to. There was a good chance that if he did run away, he would show up 
today. 
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Once they’re in a cab, on the way to the address, she searches ‘Elijah Glitch’, to at least 
get a glimpse at his biography to know what she was walking into. Not really having much 
time, she skims through the quickest information available. 


She summarizes out loud by saying, “Glitch. Masters degree in engineering and 
architecture, millionaire only four years after he graduated college. Huh.” It was a wonder 
that she hadn’t heard of him earlier. There were pages upon pages of reading on his life and 
she only scratched the surface. But it was enough to go on for now. 


When they arrive at their destination, it’s clear that they’re at the right place. The building 
was a glass tower with broad letters that spelled out ‘Glitch Co.’ above the entrance. Even 
though the doors had opened hours ago, there was still a line of people filing inside at a 
consistent rate. Spread across the sidewalk was a fleet of reporters who appeared to be doing 
exit interviews with the people who had already been inside. Was it really that big of a deal? 


They get in line together, which moves quickly enough, and at the door, she pays their fee 
to get in. A number of people inside were dressed in business casual outfits, but Jessica and 
Kilgrave weren’t the only ones in jeans, as this was open to the public. 


Only the first floor was used for the convention, which proved to be plenty of space for 
everything happening concurrently. There were signs at the very front which pointed to the 
different areas that could be explored. The main attraction, however, was taking place in a 
hall, where the bulk of the attendees were heading. 


The auditorium had to seat at least 2,000 people and every seat was filled, including the 
balcony area. As a result, there were people sitting in the aisle way and standing in every 
available space to be able to listen. It was beyond crowded and Jessica and Kilgrave are 
forced to cram in the back and stand. 


Despite how long ago it started, they managed to at catch the tail end of the speech that 
was being given. 


The host of the event was up on stage with a large projection of himself behind him, and as 
he talked, he used sign language simultaneously. It made sense to have such a massive screen 
with his image there, as this was the Deaf-Aid and Technology Association, meaning it was 
more than likely that there were deaf people in the audience that needed to see his hands to 
understand him. By his appearance, he was close to the same age as Jessica and stood in a 
relaxed, but proper stance. He had piercing ice blue eyes that scanned the room as he spoke. 
His fairly long brown hair came down to his neck. If he wasn’t an entrepreneur, he could be 
mistaken for a male model because of his build. He was about 5’7 “, slender, but muscular, 
clean-shaven with a chiseled jaw. Somehow, he was able to pull off a professional look while 
still dressed in comfortable clothing. He had on a navy blue, silk shirt, with a long, black, 
lightweight overcoat, along with grey camouflage trousers. The range of different fabrics was 
unusual, but he looked rather dashing in an outfit that few could pull off. His British accent 
was soft and the texture of his voice was almost hypnotic in nature. Everything about the way 
he talked revealed how at ease he was speaking in front of a large group such as this. 


“You know,” Kilgrave leans in and whispers to Jessica as they come in, “I could get us 
some seats if you let me —” 
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“Don’t you dare.” She snaps, glaring at him strictly. It would have been nice to be able to 
sit down, but she wasn’t going to let him use his powers for something so trivial. 


The crowd laughs at a joke that Elijah makes, which Jessica misses because of Kilgrave. 


On stage, he pauses until everyone is silenced before he continues. “But in all seriousness, 
we have never been closer to being able to put our cloning technology out on the market. Our 
partnership with the Veteran’s Wounded Warrior Foundation has gotten us access to countless 
resources, so that we can help heal our fellow countrymen who have lost limbs, fighting 
under the British flag. Because of them —” 


The audience starts an enthusiastic applause, forcing him to hold again, smiling to show 
his white teeth. 


“Yes. Thank you.” He waits for people to settle down, then goes on. “Because of them, 
we’ve been able to increase productivity by 150% over the past year. And of course, I can’t 
forget you, the lovely people of London. Without your support and participation in events like 
this, we wouldn’t be able to make any of this possible.” 


The crowd cheers once more, whooping and hollering in praise of the acknowledgment. 
From somewhere in the sea of people, a woman yells out, “I love you, Elijah!” 


Multiple people after her shout similar declarations of love for him, including some pretty 
sexually graphic stuff. 


He doesn’t seem to notice and just goes on, causing everyone to go quiet again. “As I hope 
you’ve seen tonight, DATA is making large strides at achieving the perfect future. At every 
exit, we have sign-up sheets for you. If you choose to write your name and your address, we 
will send you an information package, including next steps you can take in helping to build a 
better world. And your name will be entered in a raffle to win a free, limited edition, virtual 
reality set. I will be down front, available for questions before you leave. I hope you all have 
a fantastic rest of your evening. Thank you.” 


The moment he stops talking, the entire room bursts into a deafening standing ovation. He 
smiles and waves as he exits the stage, a swarm of people coming to greet him. It was hard to 
see, but he had about three security guards who moved with him wherever he went. 


Jessica takes Kilgrave out of the room as people start flooding out. Making sure they don’t 
get separated, she pulls him to the side, letting everyone clear. 


“He’s a fucking saint.” Jessica mumbles to herself mostly, admitting in her head that by 
first impression, he was extremely charismatic. 


However, for Kilgrave, the man had the opposite effect on him. “I don’t like him.” He 
says, completely honestly, although his reasoning was unclear to both of them. 


“Why?” She scoffs, rolling her eyes. “Because you don’t like not being the prettiest guy in 
the room?” This was supposed to be her sarcastic humor, but she immediately regrets saying 
it, as it would be acknowledging the fact that she thought both him and Elijah were attractive 
men. 


Kilgrave smirks and she moves on before he can mention it. 
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Out of routine, she grabs his hand and drags him behind her. “Let’s go.” The first thing she 
does is stop them in line for a sign-up sheet. 


“What are we doing?” 


“T want a free virtual reality set.” She shrugs even as that wasn’t the only reason she was in 
line. It was obvious that this man had to be some kind of personal paragon to Liam. Maybe 
she should have been looking for the kid, but the chances that she would find him in this 
crowd was slim to none. If she wanted to find out more about the boy, she’d have to study his 
idols too. 


As they wait in line, Jessica can’t help but overhear the conversation between the couple in 
front of them. 


“All millionaires aren’t the same!” The man exclaims with a laugh. 


The woman chuckles back in a sardonic way. “That’s not what I’m saying! But how many 
other millionaires are smart and charming like that?” 


“Okay, besides rich, smart and ‘charming’, what do they have in common?” 
“T feel like that’s plenty! Especially considering —” 


“Ha! So nothing? That’s what I thought.” The stranger crosses his arms. “Look, he’s a cool 
guy. But Elijah Glitch ain’t no Avenger.” 


“He might not fly around in a metal suit he designed, fighting off bloody aliens, but he’s a 
hero! He’s helped just as many people! You know, I’d like to see Tony Stark host an event 
like this and donate the amounts of money that...” She trails off as the two move out of line 
and out of earshot. 


Getting to the front, Jessica scans the long list of people who came before her, then signs 
her alias, including her number and address. 


When she’s finished, she takes Kilgrave’s hand again and brings him with her to the other 
areas of the event. The first room they stop in is the design room. 


There were more kids in here than any other room, but there were still some invested 
adults as well. 


Inside, there was a copious amount of creating stations in rows. Each station was equipped 
with instructions on how to use it. Basically, the technology used made drawings and designs 
become 3D holograms that you could manipulate in the air in front of you. Kids could 
essentially build their fantasy world with their own hands. 


As for adults, they could give their ideas for inventions or infrastructure a proper 
foundation. There was even an option to submit projects to DATA for review. If the company 
liked it, the creator could either sell the idea or work with trained professionals on making it a 
reality. 


It was the most interesting room by far, and also the most populated. The majority of the 
other areas were either information rooms or demonstrations of works that DATA had already 
perfected. 
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Having a good look around, Jessica makes her way to the service elevator by the entrance. 
The main event might have been on the first floor, but a good P.I. doesn’t stop at what’s right 
in front of them. Unfortunately, the elevator required a keycard to access. 


Seven o’clock was almost here and finding that there was nothing else to see, they make 
their way back to the front. 


But they don’t get out the door because of the herd of people that were moving in the same 
direction as them. Apparently, they were following Elijah out. His bodyguards stay the closest 
to him but he seemed in no rush to leave. Stopping before he reaches the exit, he casually 
talks to the people around him as if it wasn’t their first time meeting, and they had been 
friends for years. 


“For god’s sake.” Kilgrave groans as their way out is blocked, forcing them to wait on the 
sidelines. 


Jessica glares at him momentarily to make sure he doesn’t start ordering people to get out 
of the way. 


After a conversation with someone, Elijah glances up and his eyes connect with Jessica’s 
and then Kilgrave’s. Pulling his focus away from everyone else, he smiles at them from 
across the floor. “Excuse me for a moment.” He says gently to the fans around him, making a 
path with his guards towards the people that had his attention. 


Jessica blinks, a little astounded that he was approaching them out of the blue. 


When he reaches them, he observes, “You two are a lovely couple.” As he talks, he 
continues to use sign language as he did when he was on stage. It came to him as naturally as 
talking aloud did. 


“Thank you —” Kilgrave starts, his words colliding with Jessica’s as she speaks at the 
same time as him. 


“No, we’re not a couple.” Just now noticing that she was still holding his hand, she drops 
it, shoving her hands in her pockets. 


Mr. Glitch looks at them rather blankly for a moment. Standing next to the two of them 
was what appeared to be one of his bodyguards, but she was signing instead of hovering 
beside the person who hired her. Elijah looks at the woman’s hands, and when she stops, he 
laughs. “Oh, you’re not a couple? My apologies.” 


Jessica raises her eyebrow and glances at the lady randomly standing next to her. 


Before anyone else comments, Elijah shakes his head. “I’m being rude. This is my 
interpreter, Jackie. And I’m sorry if this is distracting. Force of habit. Just sometimes, things 
get lost in translation.” He explains with a smile, referring to his signing. “I don’t believe 
we’ve been properly introduced. I’m Elijah. Elijah Glitch.” 


He extends his hand and Jessica shakes it, still trying to play catch up in her head. “I’m 
Jewel...” She responds as Kilgrave shakes his hand next. “This is my partner —” 


“Hemlock.” Kilgrave states concisely, in the same headspace as Jessica. 
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“Jewel and... Hemlock?” He repeats to see if he’s correct, peering at his interpreter. When 
he gets his answer, instead of continuing to sign, he runs his hands through his hair and then 
puts them in his pockets. “Nice to meet you both. Jackie, you can stop now.” 


Missing something obvious, Jessica clarifies for both of them. “I’m sorry... you’re deaf?” 


Elijah laughs again, taking no offense to the question, although most people he interacted 
with already knew this about him. “Yes, I am. But I can read lips fairly well. Jackie just sticks 
around for if I need help understanding something.” 


Not only was this a surprise to Jessica because she wondered how she could have missed 
this monumental detail in her skim of his background, but also because of how effectively he 
communicated. For a man that couldn’t hear the sound of his own voice, he was one hell of a 
public speaker and a people-person. 


Seeing that there was still some amount of confusion, he further explains, “Usually, saying 
that deaf people can understand a conversation by lip-reading is a myth. On average, we only 
catch about 30% of what’s being said. But I’ve actually taken a lip-reading class to help my 
comprehension. That way, I don’t need Jackie all the time.” 


“Wow.” Jessica continues to talk as Kilgrave wasn’t engaged. “That’s um... very 
impressive.” Normally, she wouldn’t stick around for a conversation like this or really care in 
general, but something about him made this type of small-talk easy. 


“Thank you.” He smiles briefly. Getting off the topic of himself, he asks, “So are you two 
new to London? I feel like I would recognize such a captivating pair if I had seen you 
before.” 


“We just moved to town about a week ago, actually.” 
“Really?” His crystal-like eyes light up almost instantly. 


The discussion is cut short when he looks at Jackie who was signing something again even 
though she was told to stop. 


Elijah signs back and although Jessica doesn’t understand it all, pointing to his wrist was 
obviously the sign for ‘time’. 


” 


“[?’'m sorry, I have to go. 
disappointment. 


He says back to them, his voice weighed down by 


“That’s okay... it was nice to meet you, Elijah.” Jessica nods a bit. 


“Please, call me Eli.” Showing his smile one last time, he turns and takes his entourage 
with him. 


They got back to the apartment hours ago, but they were going round and round about the 
same topic. Kilgrave grumbles to her, “I’m trying to get used to the way men look at you, but 
it’s not working.” 


“You overreact about every male I talk to.” Trying to work in peace, she scrolls through 
some articles about the man she just encountered. 
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Crossing his arms, he mocks Eli’s voice, “‘Oh, you’re not a couple?’” 


“Seriously? We just met a millionaire who also happens to be a deaf mastermind, and this 
is what you’re focusing on?” 


“You can’t honestly tell me that he wasn’t flirting with you.” Instead of sitting down, he 
starts pacing. 


“You have no right to be jealous of the way men talk to me.” Today wasn’t a good day for 
him to be pestering her. 


“So you admit, he was flirting with you?” 
“Tf I admit it, will you leave me alone?” She growls, keeping her eyes on the screen. 


Not having an answer to that, he shrugs. “Well, it doesn’t exactly ease my conscious that 
you said he was ‘pretty’ before.” 


There wasn’t enough whiskey left to combat the headache he was giving her. She spends 
one night in bed with the man and he thinks he owns her. Although... to be fair, he thought 
that way even before last night. 


Taking her laptop with her, she marches to the bedroom. “Sleep on the couch.” She barks 
at him, slamming the door shut behind her. 


Author’s note: 


Yes, this is still a story. Don’t be surprised that it hasn’t turned into complete 
Jessica/Kilgrave porn. I’d like to keep some of my dignity as a writer, please :’D 


New character, Elijah Kane Glitch, some credit’s got to go to my man, Deyo, for creating 
him with me. It might not be a surprise to you that we will be seeing more of Eli in the story 
because of the long-ass description I gave of him! 


This is all relevant, I promise. Thanks for reviewing! 
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48. Fresh Air 


Chapter Forty-Eight: Fresh Air 
Day Eighty: 


Jessica was up before Kilgrave today, which sent him into a bit of a panic. After being 
abruptly banished to the sofa last night, his plan was to be up before her so he could suck-up 
as much as possible and regain his position in bed with her. 


Finding that she was already sitting behind the desk with her computer, he quickly stands 
up, straightening the few clothes he had on. When he clears his throat, she glances up at him. 


He’s the first to speak, “Good morning.” 


Instead of responding, she continues to stare at her screen, deciding not to acknowledge 
him. 


Semi-silent treatment. 


He sighs and rubs his eyes before dismissing himself to the bathroom. Upon returning 
from having a shower, he immediately goes to the kitchen. Coffee first, then breakfast. Most 
of the food they had was dry and came out of boxes, but they had a few packages of frozen 
breakfast sandwiches in the freezer, so he pops one in the microwave. Once it’s done, he takes 
it out and puts it on a plate, bringing the coffee with him. Setting it down in front of Jessica, 
he doesn’t say anything and just looks at her, somewhat hopefully. 


Even though she rolls her eyes, she ends up smirking a little at how he was clearly trying 
to get on her good side after his obnoxious behavior the night before. “Thanks,” She says, 
nodding at the chair next to her, non-verbally giving him permission to sit down. 


Smiling instantly, he takes a seat and looks over her shoulder at the computer. 


Sipping her coffee, she thinks out loud, figuring she might as well since he was here. “I 
don’t think Liam ran away.” 


“What makes you say that?” Peering at the screen, he sees she was reading a BBC News 
report titled, ‘Why More and More Kids Have Been Running Away’. 


The article basically explained how this generation of children feel more entitled to 
freedom. It also went into detail about how parents were raising their kids incorrectly. Pretty 
much all of the information presented was backed up by some kind of data or study which 
proved the article to be credible. 


“Something’s not right.” It was more intuition than fact. Having been up for awhile, she 
stands, ready to go out. “I’m going out to the Murphy’s house again today, after I visit 
Victor.” 


“Can I come?” He asks quietly, watching her put on her jacket and grab her bag. 
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For a moment, she considers saying yes, but ends up shaking her head. “Not after the way 
you treated Victor last time.” 


Groaning, he lays back in his chair. “Last time I had a rough day! And I was just messing 
around with him.” 


“No, you were being an asshole, as usual. Your presence will only freak him out. I don’t 
trust you around him.” 


“Please?” He begs, knowing how insanely bored he would be if he was left here alone. 
“T’ll be on my best behavior!” 


Compromising a little, she concludes, “I might come back and get you before I go to the 
Murphy’s. But you can’t see Victor.” 


That was fair enough, but it doesn’t stop him from pouting once she’s gone. 


The first thing Victor does when he sees Jessica is check to make sure Kilgrave wasn’t 
with her. Then, and only then, does he pull her into a hug. 


When he sits her down so that he could work on her stitches, they chat about the less shitty 
things in life. He seemed excited to tell her about how he was going to be an independent 
doctor at the hospital next year. By the sound of it, this was the first time he was telling the 
good news to someone. It only occurred to her then that there was a good chance that she was 
his only friend. 


Therefore, she stays with him even after he fixes her stitches. Ask the right questions and 
Victor loved to talk. It was refreshing to talk about normal things. She wasn’t sure how much 
time had passed since she got there, but she didn’t care either. 


The conversation took a turn, however, when the subject was on her life instead of his. 


“T don’t know. I’m trying to teach him...” Jessica scratches her head, wishing she didn’t 
have to talk about this. But a good part of her felt that Victor deserved to know what they 
were doing together. “His powers are incredible. And while he’s done nothing but use them 
recklessly and selfishly in the past, I believe he can use them to help people...” 


The whole idea of her voluntarily being around Kilgrave made him uncomfortable, but he 
agreed with her on that point. “H-how has h-he helped people s-so f-far?” 


“Um, we’ve stopped a few abusers... and he can heal people, so that’s extremely useful. 
Just by using his words, it takes absolutely no effort. If I could get him to want to change...” 
She trails off, unsure where that sentence was going. 


He nods quietly, multitasking as he shuffles through some notes. It was entirely stochastic 
and somewhat uncalled for when he asks, “D-did you h-have s-sex with h-him again?” 


Jessica’s eyes widen. Victor being Victor, he doesn’t seem to notice how that question 
could be deemed inappropriate to ask, so he goes about his business. Hesitantly, she starts, 
“No.” But her answer quickly changes. “Yes... not really. Kind of...” She tries to whimper, 
burying her face in her hands. Oral sex was technically still sex. 
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Flipping through a book, he nods again, unphased by this answer. “I-I don’t b-blame you.” 
“What?” She puts her hands down and looks up at him, but their eyes don’t meet. 


He shrugs, jotting something down. “S-sex is o-one of the c-core d-drives for existence-ce. 
U-usually, i-it’s a subconscious a-attempt t-to reproduce. A-and w-with the c-cure in you s- 
system, i-it makes that d-drive have a-a more d-dominant position in y-you brain. T-the longer 
y-you i-ignore human i-instinct, t-the more agitated y-you’re likely t-to become. O-other 
effects of n-not gaining s-sexual release u-under t-these circumstances w-will probably i- 
include headaches, |-lack of concentration-on, h-higher blood p-pressure, a-and higher ch- 
chances of s-sickness a-and depression.” When he stops talking and actually looks up, he 
finally notices the look on her face. “A-are you o-okay?” 


“Uh...” Having that information thrown at her was like a slap in the face. Sure, she knew 
not having sex with anyone would be annoying, but other significant health issues?! 
Seriously? 


Victor was like a walking encyclopedia and basically whatever he said was fact. That only 
made this news worse. 


Instead of answering whether or not she was okay, she asks, “So, you think I should have 
sex with him?” 


This makes him smile. “N-no, n-no. N-not with h-him. B-but I-I don’t blame y-you 
because I-I see how i-it’s convenient since y-you’re living t-together.” 


“Oh...” Furrowing her eyebrows, she ignored all other thoughts at the moment and 
manages to ask something that she’s wondered about for awhile. “Victor, do you think about 
sex?” 


Blinking, he puts down his pen, having no problem answering that. “Y-yes. S-sometimes. 
B-but I-I don’t like pornography-y because it’s n-not the same as r-real s-sex.” 


She tries not to make her surprise too obvious. “You’ve had... you’re not a virgin?” Happy 
that the conversation was back off of her, she leans forward with peaked interest. 


“N-no.” His response is immediate as he pushes his glasses on the bridge of his nose. 
“Can I hear this story?” She asks, biting back a smile. 

“W-what story?” 

“About how you lost your virginity.” 

When she laughs a little, he laughs with her. “O-okay...” 


Yes, spending time with Victor was truly a breath of fresh air. 


When Jessica enters the apartment, Kilgrave was hanging up the phone. 


“Okay, thank you for telling me. — Bye.” Sliding his mobile back in his pocket, he looks 
up to see her coming through the door. 


351 


She raises her eyebrow. “Who was that?” 


“That was Greg.” He states vacantly, as something about the conversation was puzzling to 
him. “He called to tell us that Liam came back...” 


“What?!” 


He just shrugs, as confused as her. “I don’t know. He said that he got home from work and 
Liam was in his room like he never left. Apparently, Liam said he did run away, so —” 


Shaking her head, she cuts him off, needing to get the facts on her own. “Are they both 
still at home?” 


“T think so... but I —” 


Keeping her bag on, she grabs him by the wrist and pulls him out the door. “We need to 
have a word with them.” 


After taking a cab to get to their address, Jessica bangs on the door obnoxiously to get a 
quicker response. 


Once Greg opens the door to them, it was clear that he was almost a completely different 
person with his son returned. The way he held himself was no longer shy, but more like he 
was superior to everyone else around him. 


He scowls at them, keeping the door mostly closed. “I already told you. You’re not getting 
paid since —” 

Too irritable to have time for this, Jessica interrupts while Kilgrave stands by. “We need to 
talk to Liam.” 


Being cut off, he sounds offended in his response. “Absolutely not. He’s with his mother 
right now and I don’t think it’s a good idea for you to —” 


Losing all patience for this man, she shoves the door open wider, knocking him 
backwards. “Come on.” She says to Kilgrave, knowing he would follow her inside. 


Stumbling to catch his balance, Greg tries to get them out. “Oi! You can’t just come in 
here like that!” 


He shouts a few other things before Kilgrave makes the decision to make this a much 
easier interaction. “You’re fine with us talking to your son.” 


“Yes, of course.” Greg’s attitude changes instantly. “He’s right this way.” Rushing to get in 
front of them, he leads them to Liam’s room. 


Jessica glares at her partner at first, but in this instance, she actually appreciated him 
stepping in, so she smiles slightly. Opening the bedroom door, Jessica whispers, 
“Hemlock...” and nods at the mother in the room. 


She was sitting across from her son, lecturing him about how worried she had been about 
him while he was gone, in a fury of emotions. Confusion was added as she sees two people 
she didn’t recognize in her son’s room. 
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Knowing what was being asked of him, Kilgrave smiles before there can be an altercation 
and commands the woman, “Leave us.” 


Liam was quietly sitting on the bed, looking up at the two strangers. When his mom and 
dad are gone, Jessica closes the door behind them. The boy doesn’t seem concerned or 
startled by their presence at all. In fact, he just sits, staring back at them blankly with an 
absent look in his eyes. He doesn’t even open his mouth or ask who they are. 


Jessica takes a seat where his mother was sitting and Kilgrave stands beside her. Curious to 
see if Liam would do anything, she stares back at him in complete silence, observing his 
behavior. Kilgrave seems to be the only one in the room who was uncomfortable with the 
silent staring contest happening, that went on for at least a few minutes. 


It was impossible to tell if he was always a peculiar kid like this or if this type of 
nothingness was strange for him. It surely felt strange though. When she determines that he 
wasn’t going to speak first, she mutters to Kilgrave, “Make him tell the truth.” 


“Answer all of our questions honestly.” Kilgrave orders him, glad the silence was over. 
Ready to start questioning, she asks the kid, “Do you know who we are?” 


Finally shifting, Liam turns his head and looks between the two of them. “No.” He states, 
not bothering to ask. 


Next, she inquires, “Did you run away?” 

“Yes.” He answers, never breaking eye contact. 

The answer makes Jessica pause to think. “Why did you run away?” 
There’s hesitation. “I don’t know.” 


Knowing that she was getting the truth from him, she gives Kilgrave a sideways glance to 
show her suspicion. He folds his arms over his chest, thinking about how weird this was, just 
like her. “Where did you go?” 


More hesitation. “I don’t know.” 
“What did you eat?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Where did you sleep?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Was it cold outside when you left?” 
“T don’t know.” 

“Why don’t you know?” 

“T don’t know.” 


As a test question to see what he would answer with ‘I don’t know’, she asks, “What did 
you learn about in English last week?” 
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“We started a unit on poetry. I learned that haiku’s are made up of seventeen syllables. The 
first line has five. The second line has seven. The last line has five. We also talked about... 


” 


He goes on to explain more, but Jessica wasn’t interested. Something was definitely 
wrong. 


“Is there anything that you do know about the past five days?!” She asks as a final 
question. 


“... [ran away.” He states in a whispery tone, not elaborating on anything else. 


Standing up, Jessica says nothing else and dismisses herself, taking Kilgrave out by the 
hand. The parents were standing in the living room having a heated conversation amongst 
themselves. 


When they all stop and look at each other, Jessica gently squeezes Kilgrave’s hand, telling 
him by touch what she wanted him to do. 


“Answer us honestly.” He says to the Murphy’s, grinning since he was actually being of 
use. 


Getting the green light, Jessica looks at Greg when she talks and not so much the wife. 
“How does Liam normally act” 


“He’s an energetic kid.” Greg responds automatically. “I usually have to tell him to settle 
down because he doesn’t sit still very often. But he’s the brightest kid in his class. More than 


” 


Having no care about his grades, she cuts in. “So you would say that his behavior right 
now is abnormal?” 


“Very.” 


That was pretty much all she needed to hear, making her and Kilgrave leave just as 
suddenly as they came. 


The gears in her head were clearly turning as they walk out to the sidewalk together. 
“What are you thinking?” Kilgrave asks her, taking long strides to keep up. 


The possibilities of what happened to Liam in the past few days were limited. If he really 
didn’t run away as Jessica suspected, then something would have to make him think that he 
did, causing his truth to differ from reality. A head injury? A drug? Brainwashing? 


Instead of saying any of this to him, she sighs, “I need a drink.” There was no real point in 
stressing over this one kid if they weren’t on the case anymore anyway. 


There was a pub a few blocks away, but she heads for the liquor store across the street, not 
caring if what she got was cheap 


Inside, she grabs a large bottle of whiskey and makes for the counter. Kilgrave loitered 
behind her, knowing there was nothing he could do about how much she drank. Upon 
reaching the counter, Jessica freezes. 
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Of course, right next to the register was a case of condoms. If her mind wasn’t racing 
before, it was now. 


Everything that Victor said before was echoing in her head. ’...a subconscious a-attempt t- 
to reproduce...’ But Jessica sure as hell wasn’t trying to reproduce. Children were not on her 
agenda. And especially not with Kilgrave. Pregnancy was not an option. But then again, last 
time she lost control, she fucked him raw. No protection... 


She couldn’t let that happen again. 


It was just a few nights ago that he was down on his knees in front of her. And she let 
him... When would she slip up again? Tonight? Tomorrow? Next week? It was only a matter 
of time, right? Meaning, better safe than sorry, she should get condoms... 


The problem was, that by getting them, she would be acknowledging the possibility of it 
happening again. 


She was walking on a tightrope. Every time she falls off would be every time she engages 
him sexually. Condoms were her safety net. With the net there, she wouldn’t need to try as 
hard, because she knows that if she falls, there would be lesser consequences. But take the net 
away, and she wouldn’t have a choice but to make it without falling. That leaves her with the 
question, how much does she trust her own balance? 


In this analogy, Kilgrave would be the asshole shaking the rope while she was on it. Net or 
no net, he wanted her to fall. Then there was everything else that Victor said. High blood 
pressure, depression, mad cow disease and whatever else the fuck he listed. Taking account 
all of these odds, failure to stay on the rope seemed almost inevitable. 


Kilgrave was looking around absently at the things behind her, so she’s forced to make her 
decision quickly. 


The moment they exit the store together, she opens the alcohol, leaving it in the brown 
paper bag to take a long gulp from. Before he can ask what they were going to do now, she 
says, “Come on. I wanna go somewhere.” 


Normally to get there on her own, it would take a minute of jumping, but since they were 
together, they take a cab. They arrive at a fairly rundown building that was an old movie 
theater with an outside ticket booth and the movable headline letters. 


There were chains on the door and a note that explained how this building was due to 
come down in a few months and was out of service. Jessica easily breaks open the locks and 
holds the door open to Kilgrave. He doesn’t ask any questions and blindly follows her inside. 
She leads him to the stairwell and up a few flights to the roof, where she shoves open the 
door. 


On the roof, there were boxes of old discarded things that couldn’t be bothered to go out in 
the trash, and on the far side, there was one old theater chair, that Jessica had torn out and 
brought up last month. 


“Sit.” She mutters to Kilgrave, putting down the paper bag. “I’ll go get another chair.” 
Running back down the stairs, she rips up one of the closest seats with ease and carries it up 
the steps, setting it down next to him. Grabbing the bottle off the ground, she sits with a sigh. 
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He had carefully sat down in the first chair and was looking at her with a soft expression. 
“What are we doing up here?” 


She grips the glass bottle and takes another swig before she answers. “Sometimes, I come 
up here just to relax... breathe in the fresh air.” Shrugging, she explains a little more. “It 
reminds me of the building that Trish and I used to meet on in New York.” 


“It’s nice...” His voice is hushed as he continues to look at her. 


After a moment, she offers him a drink, to which he raises his eyebrow. He doesn’t say 
anything and ends up nodding as he takes it from her. 


They take turns drinking from the bottle until it’s nearly empty, Kilgrave being far more 
drunk than her. Drinking to this point of intoxication was extremely rare, as alcohol was just a 
pleasantry to go with dinner for him. But something about today made it seem appropriate to 
take a gulp every time the liquor was offered up. 


They stay silent for the most part, watching as the sun goes down and the stars come out. 


When they get down to the last sip, he turns to face her abruptly, his eyes locking with 
hers. “Jessica...” He says her name and then hesitates before muttering, “I really, really love 
you.” Before she can even say anything in response, he starts to pout at her. 


Knowing that this was a result of too much alcohol, she just rolls her eyes. “Okay.” 


“No, I mean it.” He whines, starting to paw at her jacket. “I really do...” Trailing off, he 
shrugs, sighs, and then lays his head down on her shoulder. 


“Yeah, no.” She pushes him back upright to get him off her. 


“Jessica ~” Purring, he falls back against her shoulder. “Love me...” He mumbles 
sheepishly, leaving his head where it was comfortable. 


Thankfully, no longer being under his control, she didn’t have to take that as a command. 
“Kilgrave.” She growls, shoving him back into his own seat again. 


Despite how many times she pushes him away, he always ends up tipping back to her, 
landing his head on her shoulder. The process repeats for multiple minutes until she finally 
gives up. He probably wouldn’t remember any of this tomorrow anyway. 


When his persistence wins, he continues to purr, a soft smile on his lips. 


Finishing the last drops, she tosses the glass across the roof onto the ground where it 
shatters. Kilgrave doesn’t seem to notice, because when she looks down at him, his eyes were 
closed. 


“Fuck.” Jessica groans to herself, realizing that she would most likely have to carry him 
home. 


More time passes and he mumbles something, his head slowly sliding down her chest to 
land in her lap, laying down entirely. 


“Asshole...” She grumbles, shaking her head. Rather than forcing him up again, she turns 
her head to the sky, letting out a quiet breath. 
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Before her eyes close, she picks up the brown bag from the store and slides the pack of 
condoms into her back pocket, her hand naturally falling to rest in his hair. 


Author’s note: 


The tightrope walker decided to get the safety net, eh? Smart? We shall see... Either way, 
drunk Kilgrave is kinda cute! 


So glad that more and more readers are joining us on our little adventure here. I’m 
flattered! Keep up the reviews and I’! keep on writing! :) 
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49. Pull the Trigger 


Chapter Forty-Nine: Pull the Trigger 

Day Eighty-One: 

“Get up.” Jessica shakes Kilgrave awake today instead of the other way around. 
“Bloody...” He whines immediately and starts squinting at her as he sits up on the sofa. 
“Tt’s past one.” She smirks, handing him a cup of coffee this time. 


“In the afternoon?!” The volume of his own voice makes him wince. He was clearly 
appalled by how he didn’t wake up on schedule. 


“Yep.” 

Sighing, he mutters a quiet, “Thank you,” for the coffee, his head pounding. 

Most likely, he had no recollection of what happened last night in its entirety. Though she 
could have told him about how difficult it was to drag his ass home and get him off the roof, 


she doesn’t bother. It would be a waste of time to try and explain his ridiculous, drunken 
behavior. 


“While you were sleeping, we got a new client.” 
“Really?” Rubbing his eyes, he starts to drink from the cup in his hand. 


“She’s dropping by in an hour or so. Thinks her husband is cheating on her. She’s probably 
right.” Jessica sits, glancing at him. “We’re having another class today, so you have to get 


up.” 


The idea of ‘class’ made his headache worse. Mumbling a response, he sets down the 
coffee and lays back again. 


She rolls her eyes and goes to the live conference that she was going to watch on the BBC 
website. Waking up Kilgrave, she had missed the beginning, but it didn’t matter all that much. 
This was just something that caught her eye and could be used to fill time as they wait for 
their new client. 


Elijah Glitch had talked for a short moment about his technology and when it was going to 
be available for public use. Now, he was taking questions from various reporters, who were 
all looking for more on the story. 


As she watches, she turns up the volume. 


“How do you plan to use this technology for deaf-aid?” A reporter asks, louder than all the 
other questions, holding a microphone to Elijah’s mouth. 


After watching his interpreter, who appeared to be out of the shot, he smiles and looks at 
the woman who asked the question. “We can take specific parts of the body and clone a 
healthy, functioning version. That means that with time, we’ll be able to take a sample of an 
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operational eardrum and replicate it exactly to give deaf people around the world a chance to 
hear. Again, we’re not in a mass production stage quite yet, but we’re getting closer. In the 
future, there will no longer be a need for organ donors or waiting lists. The perfect world I’m 
trying to create would —” 


Kilgrave grumbles and rolls over on the couch. “Is that the rich boy again?! Why are you 
listening to him?” His voice is whiny and he doesn’t bother sitting up to look at her. 


“T’m trying to listen anyway.” She states, wishing he wouldn’t interrupt again. 


Elijah continues to answer, “— optic nerve replacement will be available for the blind as 
well.” 


A different reporter jumps in just as soon as he finishes talking. “Mr. Glitch! Do you think 
you will use this technology to get your own hearing back?” 


Waiting to see the entire question, he laughs a little. “Oh no. I dont plan on getting my 
hearing back.” There’s a sea of people asking why, but he was already in the middle of 
answering. “I understand people who think deafness is a handicap. And I want to help the 
deaf who believe that. But I, myself, take the mute world as an everyday reminder that there 
are people out there who are less fortunate than me. I plan to help the rest of humanity before 
I help myself. Starting with the people of London.” 


“Bloody fucking hell.” Kilgrave gripes, and stands up abruptly. “You’re going to keep 
watching that rubbish?!” His teeth grind as he presses his fingers to his temple. 


“Maybe I should make you take notes on what he says. You should try and be more like 
him.” She snaps back, irritated by his shitty attitude. 


“T bet you’d like that.” Showing the same irritation, he heads for the bathroom. 
“T would!” Growling back, she turns up the volume as loud as it goes on her laptop. 


She listens to the rest of the interview while he was in the shower. When it’s over, she does 
some prep for their new customer. 


Upon re-entering the room with her again, Kilgrave clears his throat. With a pair of pants 
on and nothing more, he opens his fist to show her what he was holding. “This fell out of your 
jeans...” 


Instantly getting up, she snatches the condoms from his hand and snarls, “Why the fuck 
are you going through my shit?!” 


“You left them on the bathroom floor.” He responds casually, watching her reaction to try 
and decipher what she was thinking. “Are we going to talk about this?” 


“There’s nothing to goddamn talk about.” 


The more defensive she became, the more relaxed he appeared. Tilting his head, he says, 
“Tf it involves me, then I beg to differ.” 


Glaring at him, she shoves the foil packets back into her pocket. 


Before she says anything, he sighs, “Can we just cut past the part where you pretend that 
nothing is happening?” 
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Her eyes darken at the question. Growling, she slams her fist down on the table, both of 
them hearing the wood creak. “The next time I have sex with you, it’ll be on my terms. 
Because if you try and seduce me again, I will rip your dick off.” 


Despite the rather threatening ending, he scans her up and down with a lascivious look in 
his eyes. “So there will be a next time of —” 


“Tf there’s a next time, I won’t be caught off guard again.” Keeping her fists clenched, she 
looks down at the crack she put in the desk. “Go get dressed before our client gets here.” 


After a new contract was filed for a case they were sure to actually get paid for, Jessica had 
moved on past the condom incident. 


The idea still bounced around in Kilgrave’s mind, however, and every free moment he had 
was spent on thinking about her intentions with his body. 


“Have you been listening at all?” She snaps at him, annoyed that he hadn’t written 
anything down and had just been staring blankly at the paper. 


“Uh...” He stalls, not wanting to directly answer that. 
“Surveillance.” She repeats with a harsh tone, causing him to pick up his pen. “I was —” 


“Wait. Didn’t we already talk about this?” He asks, showing his lack of interest in his body 
language and not his voice. 


“Surveillance is different than observation. In the private eye world, it means you have to 
be able to watch other people and make observations, undetected.” After she watches him 
write that down, she stands up. “Let’s go get some pictures.” 


“T’ve done this with you before, remember?” He tries not to frown, thinking about the time 
he and Ruby tagged along with her on a case. 


This makes her scoff. “Yeah, but I did all the work.” 


Heading out, the two of them followed their subject around during his lunch break, causing 
them to arrive across the street from a motel. 


“Jessica —” 
“Taking pictures doesn’t require talking.” She scolds. 


Getting the incriminating images of the man and his mistress was easy enough and now 
Jessica was letting Kilgrave take a turn with the camera. The hope was that once he got good 
enough at this, he would be able to go out on cases on his own and it wouldn’t require 
anything of her. 


That was the hope anyway. He still had a lot to learn, and that was evident. But at least he 
was trying. It was obvious he was trying, and it made it that much harder to hate him. 


Kilgrave lets out a breath but stays where he is and doesn’t turn to give her a sideways 
glance like he wanted to. 
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Today seemed like a good day to keep busy. Something about yesterday made her feel 
restless with the need to stay involved. Whether it was being on a case or just saving people, 
sitting still wasn’t an option. 


As he works the camera, she puts her headphones in and listens to the police scanner. 
Kilgrave was likely to vocalize his boredom sooner rather than later, and they would need 
something to run out on immediately. No gaps in time. 


There were a couple of small crimes that come over the radio first that she ignored until 
something more intriguing gets her attention. 


“653M, there’s been a gun violence threat pertaining to Woodside High School.” 
“T’ll go check it out after I respond to this domestic. Over.” 
“1 0-4, ” 


Jessica peers at Kilgrave, sliding her phone in her pocket. Raising her eyebrows, she asks, 
“Are you done?” 


“T don’t know. How many pictures am I supposed to take?” His voice was heavy to portray 
his complaints. 


Even though he couldn’t see her, she shrugs. “Come on. We have a threat to respond to.” 


Clearly relieved that there was a mission to go on, he stands up, dusting off his knees. 
“What threat?” He asks, holding in a smile. 


Taking the camera from him, she puts it around her neck. “School shooting. The cops are 
probably gonna take their time with this one.” 


“What are the chances that this is a legitimate threat?” 


“Well, if we were in America, the chances would probably be higher. I don’t know where a 
teen is gonna get a gun in this country, but that doesn’t mean we shouldn’t investigate.” 


Getting down from the roof they were on and into a cab, he asks next, “What’s the plan?” 


Once again, she shrugs. “Finding out if this is real will probably be the hard part. I’m not 
sure how to go about doing that.” 


Arriving, Jessica stops Kilgrave from walking up to the front entrance. 


“Tt’s better that we don’t draw attention to ourselves.” Making their way to the side, they 
find an alternative entrance. 


Luckily, they managed to come right during passing time. The hallways were full of 
students who don’t seem to care that there were two adult strangers at one of the doors. The 
outside was locked during the day, but students who passed between different parts of the 
building all let each other in, so Kilgrave didn’t have to order anyone to open it for them and 
Jessica didn’t have to break anything down. 


There were close to 1,500 teens at Woodside, so being able to pick out one, potential 
shooter from the crowd was going to be impossible. 


Trying to think, Jessica glances around. 
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“Should we wait it out?” Kilgrave asks, wishing he could follow her thought process. 


The school had two stories and was fairly large. It might be too big for what Jessica was 
planning. 


Instead of answering, she asks, “If you got over the P.A. system, could you control 
everyone in the building?” 


Judging by how he could control an entire hospital over the P.A. before, he nods. “Most 
likely.” 


“T think you need to make an announcement then.” Dragging him along, she starts a hunt 
to find the main office. All he would have to do would be to call for anyone with a gun to 
peacefully turn themselves into the police and it would be over before it even started. 


It was the best plan they were going to get. And it probably would have worked too. 
Unfortunately, before they can find the office, panic erupts. 


There were five, sharp, consistent gunshots that sounded as though they occurred on the 
second floor. 


The sound of bullets makes Kilgrave flinch once and he unintentionally squeezes Jessica’s 
hand. From above them, there are instant screams, and when the shots can be registered by 
the rest of the school, there are more screams from uninvolved areas of the building. 


Students sprint to the nearest classroom they can find and vacate the halls in a flash. 


Only seconds later, a voice comes over the speaker that plays in every room and hall. 
“Staff and students, we are in an emergency lockdown. This is not a drill. I repeat, this is not 
a drill.” 


If people hadn’t gotten into a room already, teachers were pulling them inside. Including 
Jessica and Kilgrave. 


“Fuck.” Jessica growls, watching as the classroom door slams shut and the blinds in the 
windows are closed simultaneously. 


Since they weren’t holding weapons, no one in the room seemed afraid of them, but as no 
one recognized them, the room full of people looks at them in confusion and concern. 


The first person that says something to them is the man who appeared to be the teacher. 
“Who are you two?” He whispers, protectively standing in front of the kids. 


Completely ignoring everyone else, Kilgrave looks at Jessica. “What do we do?” 


Ripping her camera off, she lays it on the table next to her as she says, “We need to split 
up! I’ll go upstairs. You need to find the office.” 


“Are you sure I shouldn’t come with you?!” He asks her as she was already leaving the 
class. 


“No! Just get there and get into the speaker!” Just like that, she disappears into the hallway 
and up the stairwell. 


“Bugger...” Kilgrave mutters, exiting after her. 
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The second floor was eerily quiet. There was no sign of anyone at all, as that was the 
intention of a lockdown. After scanning the first area, she turns the corner to find a light trail 
of blood leading into a room. 


If the shooter managed to get into a classroom before the door was closed and locked, 
there was a good chance that this is where they went. 


Without a second thought, she cranks the handle and breaks the lock. From inside, there’s 
no audible reaction even as the room was full of students. Everyone was sitting up against the 
wall, including the teacher. A guy who had been shot in the leg was covering his mouth with 
his hand, silently sobbing. There were a few other students who were also in tears as the 
teacher tries to tend to the injured one. 


When the door is opened, there are several different reactions. All had to do with survival 
instinct. Seeing the woman that came in didn’t have a gun, there were more looks of 
confusion, but no one says anything. 


With the information that the shooter wasn’t in the room, Jessica leaves in a hurry, closing 
the door behind her. Since she had broken the lock that was protecting them, she rips the 
outside knob off so no one else could get in. 


Finding multiple other trails of blood mopped over the floor, she follows them into a 
different hall. But which room? 


Before she picks one to start with, a girl shouting breaks through the silence on her left 
side. In one, swift motion, she kicks the door open. 


One student had been shot in the shoulder, and standing in the middle of the room was a 
girl, no older than sixteen, who looked like any other ordinary student in the school. The only 
difference was that she was holding a gun, and her clothes were stained with other people’s 
blood. Her hands were shaking and she frantically points the gun all around the room, a 
different person every second. Her index finger was twitching against the trigger. 


“T swear to god if you move, I’ll do it!” She was in the middle of yelling as Jessica bursts 
in. The moment she’s in the room, the gun is pointed at her. 


This being an unusually large classroom, there was too much distance between the two of 
them for Jessica to be confident that she could disarm the girl before she can pull the trigger. 
She had already shot people in here and by the delusional look in her eyes, she was 
unpredictable. 


Jessica freezes. 
“Who the hell are you?!” The girl shouts, her voice trembling just as much as her hands. 


Negotiation and talking down hostile people was not Jessica’s strong suit. While she could 
roll the dice and take five long strides towards the shooter, the girl was too on edge to test 
that. All she could really do besides that was hope that Kilgrave would hurry the fuck up. 


The last time they went out on a rescue mission together, a building collapsed on Jessica 
and she emerged with nothing more than a vulnerable old wound. Worrying that she would 
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get shot by a mentally unstable teen was a waste of energy. Sure, Kilgrave was always 
concerned about her safety, but not to a crippling extent today. 


In that case, he saunters to the front office where, of course, the door was locked. Even 
though the blinds were closed, he knew for a fact that there were people in there. 


Banging on the solid wood, he calls just loud enough, “Open the door!” 


Moments later, it clicks unlocked and swings slightly agape. An office of startled, scared 
employees stare back at him, to which he rolls his eyes. 


“All of you, get out.” He says in a mellow tone, moving inside as they vacate. 


Finding the P.A., he smiles to himself. As he sits behind the desk, he clears his throat. 


Back upstairs, Jessica grinds her teeth. “You need to put the gun down.” 
“Get on the ground!” The shooter nearly screams, starting to hyperventilate. 


“Attention ladies and gentlemen, this is your captain speaking!” Kilgrave’s wry, 
lighthearted voice comes over the speaker system. “If you are holding a weapon of any kind, 
gently put it down on the floor. Please proceed to the front lawn and wait for the police to 
come and escort you off the premises.” 


The girl submissively sets down the gun and takes herself out of the classroom. 
The tone of his voice makes Jessica shake her head. 


“If you are injured in any way, go ahead and heal yourselves now. When you’re ready 
everyone, exit the building calmly and quietly. Do not engage the shooter outside and wait for 
the police to give further instructions.” 


When Jessica is alone in the classroom, she laughs in a saturnine way. “Son of a bitch.” 


“Thank you all so very much for your cooperation.” Kilgrave concludes with his dry 
humor, shutting off the P.A. 


Just as they were told, the entire school exits in an orderly fashion. The adrenaline of it all 
still pumps through Jessica’s veins as she makes her way back down the steps and into the 
office where Kilgrave was. 


He had his feet kicked up on the desk and was leaning back in the chair with a smug look 
on his face. “Well? How’d I do?” 


Just as she needed to stay busy before, she felt the need to stay active now. With her heart 
thumping in her ears, her fists clench. 


Her horribly energetic imagination envisions herself grabbing him and slamming him onto 
the desk in front of her. All she could think about was fucking him in the principal’s office, 
like a teenager’s wet dream. This was about unrolling the rubber she was carrying in her 
jeans. Why not just get it over with now? 


Goddamn libi... safety net. 
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It would be so easy to tear him apart right here... 
“Took you long enough.” Jessica manages to grumble, trying to get out of her head. 


The notion that he took his time didn’t bother him and he shrugs. Still, something was 
weird about the way she was looking at him. It doesn’t stop him from grinning, however. 


“Let’s get out of here.” Her voice reflects her inner struggle and she fiddles with the foil 
her pocket. On the way out, she grabs her camera from the classroom she left it in. 


Hours had passed and night had fallen. 


Since Kilgrave had slept through the entire morning, he was still wide awake. Because she 
was tired and he was bored, she allowed him to use her computer while she got in bed. 


However, when she was alone in the bedroom, her thoughts from the office still bounced 
around in her head. 


No, don’t think about him. 


She thinks to herself, kicking off her pants under the covers. Taking her underwear off 
next, she glances at the closed door. Like or not, she needed to get this out of her system. 


No, not Sterling. I’ll just start crying. 

Nope. Not Luke either. More crying... 

Just... some random hot guy. Yeah, that’ll work. 

Closing her eyes, she bites down on the blanket and moves her hand between her legs. 


The sensation lessens her need to think about someone attractive and the closer she brings 
herself to climax, the more she wants it. 


Groaning as quietly as she can, she rocks her hips and pulls at the cloth with her teeth. Her 
eyes flicker open, starting to roll back, just before she comes to an abrupt halt. 


Leaning against the open door frame, Kilgrave stood with his hands in his pockets. He was 
watching in silence with a solemn but curious gaze. When she stops, he tilts his head as if he 
didn’t see the problem with him being there. 


How long had he been watching her?! 


Her heart races in her chest as she stares at him in ferocity to hide her chagrin and slight 
malaise. “Get out.” She growls in a hushed tone. 


He doesn’t seem intimidated by this and keeps the same expression as he replies, “You 
didn’t finish.” 


“What?!” Now it was just fury. 


“You. Didn’t. Finish.” He repeats calmly but in a staccato way to show his lack of care for 
invading her privacy. “I can help you.” 
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For a single millisecond, her mind plays with the idea of letting him come in and ‘help’ 
her. But just as she said this morning, she refused to be caught off guard again. 


“Get. The fuck. Out!” She yells this time, looking around for something to throw at him. 


Before she can get the notebook off the nightstand, or the nightstand itself, he leaves as 
silently as he came. She catches a glimpse of him smirking and raising his eyebrow just 
before the door is closed. 


Taking her hands out from under the covers, she buries her red face in the pillow next to 
her. Being cut off before release makes her groan for a completely different reason. 


In this position, maybe she would be better off having fucked him at the school. 


Author’s note: 

Hey fam! 

Kilgrave over the P.A. was my favorite :D 
And hmm, Jessica’s getting a bit moody lately! 


Fair warming, we are going to skip a few days coming up to really get into the meat of the 
story! Hope you’re still enjoying! 
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50. Upgraded 


Day Ninety-Three: 
Still unused, the condoms stayed in the top drawer of the nightstand under some papers. 


Kilgrave took every opportunity he could think of to bring up something sexual around 
Jessica. He didn’t have to catch her masturbating to know how badly she wanted it. But 
Jessica was stubborn and rejected every advancement he made towards her. It wasn’t as easy 
as she wished it would be though. 


It was almost routine now for him to try and pull some shit and for her to shoot him down. 
A scenario like this occurred at least once a day, if not more. 


As for income, cases were running pretty smoothly now, which led to a steady cash flow. 
They got the hole in the bedroom wall fixed, they could afford more than fast food 
occasionally, and they took another trip to the supermarket. They didn’t receive any case as 
unusual as the Murphy’s and just got more typical stuff. Getting more clients was good for 
credibility and business. 


At night, they continued to go out and rescue people together. Nothing too dangerous, but 
they were making a difference and Kilgrave was actually getting the hang of it. He 
consistently proved to be useful with his powers and it made Jessica’s work go faster and 
much more smoothly. 


It was pretty early in the morning and they didn’t have any appointments scheduled, so it 
was a mystery as to who was gently knocking on the front door. 


Jessica raises her eyebrow at Kilgrave, who shrugs in response. “It’s open!” She yells, 
watching the door. 


“Jackie, you can wait here.” Elijah’s voice is heard before he’s seen. “You too, Nick.” He 
says to the tall shadow of a man who appeared to be one of his bodyguards. When he enters 
the apartment, he closes the door behind him, holding a large paper shopping bag in one hand. 


Kilgrave’s face immediately reflects his disgust and he folds his arms over his chest. 
“What are you doing here?” 


“Eli... this is a surprise.” Jessica says, overlapping her words with Kilgrave’s. 


He looks between the two of them and laughs apologetically. “I’m sorry, I can’t understand 
you when you talk at the same time.” Assuming that Jewel would be the one more likely to 
talk, he looks at her first, coming in closer. 


She gives Kilgrave a harsh glare that tells him, “Be-quiet,” and then brings her focus back 
to their guest. “Hi, Eli. Can we help you with something?” 
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Extending his hand, he gives her the bag he was carrying. “You won the raffle.” His smile 
is almost bright enough to lighten the whole room. 


“Seriously?” Jessica stands up and takes the bag from him, setting it down on the desk. 
Inside, she pulls out a box the size of a laptop bag and stares at it. Sure enough, it was a 
package containing a virtual reality set. The back was a short description of how it worked 
and all the pieces inside. 


Kilgrave peers at it over her shoulder, although he tried not to seem too interested in front 
of Elijah. He makes sure Eli is looking at him before he asks with an impolite tone. “Do you 
always personally deliver things to prize winners?” 


Just by the way he cocked his head to the side, Eli could tell he was getting attitude, but he 
doesn’t seem to care in the least and just responds with a smirk as if he was laughing at an 
inside joke. “No, I don’t actually.” He doesn’t choose to elaborate any more on why this was 
a special circumstance. 


Noticing that he wasn’t turning around to leave, Jessica takes his focus again. “Uh, please, 
sit. Do you want some coffee or something?” 


“Oh, thank you. I don’t drink coffee though. Do you happen to have tea?” He asks, 
graciously laying his overcoat on the back of the chair before he sits down. 


Kilgrave insisted last time they went shopping on getting tea, so she nods. “We do.” 
Without even looking, she punches Kilgrave in the side of his arm. “Go get him some tea.” 
She growls through her teeth. 


“Ow!” Her partner whines overdramatically, rubbing the spot she hit although she didn’t 
use anything close to full force. ‘Why do I have to do it? You’re the one who offered!’ She 
only as to give him a harsh glare for him to yield. “Fine!” Loudly sighing, he exits to the 
kitchen. 


Jessica sits back down across from him. Being a welcoming host wasn’t something she 
normally did, so it didn’t come naturally to her. However, she was making an effort and that 
was Clear. It only irritated Kilgrave further. 


“So...” She drags out, trying to figure out what they were supposed to talk about. 


Seeing Elijah sitting in their apartment didn’t look as odd as it should have. A man with so 
much money seemed unbothered by the lower class living and appeared as though he could 
blend in with any of his surroundings. He was wearing a similar outfit to the one he had on at 
the convention a few weeks ago. The only things indicating his wealth were the large, various 
rings around his fingers on his right hand, and what presented itself as a solid gold pendant 
around his neck that represented the wing of an angel. His jewelry had gone unnoticed until 
now, simply because he didn’t wear his rings to business-related events and the pendant was 
usually tucked in his shirt. Nevertheless, the necklace never came off. 


When he realizes she was unsure what to say, he combs his hair back with his hand and 
confirms, “I see you two are in the private investigation business.” 


“Oh, yeah.” Jessica starts, J & H —” 
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“— Investigative Services, I know.” Eli finishes, his eyes twinkling. “Being a P.I. is not an 
easy job. I have to commend you for doing it so well. I’ve been hearing wonderful things 
about your agency.” 


Their client base wasn’t that large, so she blinks at him. “You’ve heard things about us?” 


“Well, not heard.” He laughs in an infectious way. ‘But people are starting to talk about 
your service and it hasn’t gone unnoticed by me.’ Constantly doing something with his hands, 
he twists one of the rings on his fingers. “I plan on recommending you to anyone who’s 
looking for the best.” 


Knowing how many people looked up to him and how much his word counted, she raises 
her eyebrows. “Really? That’s very kind of you...” 


“Tt’s my pleasure.” Temporarily looking away, he glances at what was sitting on the desk. 
“Ts this your equipment?” He asks curiously. 


“Uh, yeah.” Jessica mutters, although a slow laptop and a used camera could barely be 
considered as ‘equipment’. 


Kilgrave returns from the kitchen with a small teacup in hand and sets the saucer down in 
front of Eli without a word. 


“Thank you.” Eli smiles at him and picks up the cup. Kilgrave hadn’t put any milk or sugar 
in it purposely, but drinking just the hot tea water didn’t bother him in the slightest. 


Kilgrave frowns. 


Going on, Jessica decides to add, so she wouldn’t seem so pitiful about it in front of him, 
“Tt’s not the best, but it gets the job done.” 


For the first time, they see Eli frown himself, shaking his head slightly. “The truth is... I 
got you a bit of a late house-warming gift.” Before either of them say anything else, he starts 
to smile again and stands up. Turning around, he calls to the door. “Hey, Nick. You can bring 
it in now.” 


The front door opens on cue and a broad bloke comes in, pushing a dolly cart with several 
large boxes and a few smaller ones on top. Nick wheels the cart to a stop, setting it down 
beside Elijah, and then stands off to the side with his hands clasped behind his back. 


Elijah signs “Thank you,’ to Nick before picking up the first medium sized box, handing it 
to Jessica. The blank look on her face causes him to encourage her, “Go ahead. Open it.” 


Hesitantly accepting the gift, she tears through the cardboard box to reveal a new, 
professional camera, wrapped in bubble wrap. Taking it out, however, it was obvious to her 
how drastically different it was to the current one she had. 


When her eyes widen, Eli casually sips his tea and starts to explain. “It’s of my own 
design. There are a few marks that I made previously that are available to the public right 
now, but this hasn’t been put out on the market yet. It’s a 20-70 millimeter lens with seventy- 
two gigabytes of internal storage, fifty megapixels for resolution and a forty-eight hour 
battery life that can be recharged in about an hour.” 
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“Holy shit...” Jessica mumbles under her breath, feeling it in her hands. The only way she 
would ever have gotten a camera this good was if she stole it. The last model she saw that 
was even close to this was well over £6,000. 


“Oh,” Eli goes on, “and there’s a chip at the bottom there that connects the camera to your 
new computer system. That way, it will automatically upload to the computer without a cord.” 


“Computer system?” 


Anticipating the question, he grins, pointing at the large boxes at the bottom of the dolly. 
“Tt’s a dual monitor, 3D-capable program I developed. It comes with a master unit and 
obviously a set of keyboards.” He squints at the stack, unsure what one of the boxes 
contained. When he suddenly remembers, he visibly brightens. “Right. And that one on the 
left there is your printer.” 


He seemed to be one-hundred percent oblivious to the shock on their faces, despite having 
to look at them to see if they were talking. They didn’t open their mouths before he was 
moving on to the next item. 


“T haven’t forgotten about you, Hemlock.” Taking another sip of hot, sugarless tea, he 
picks up the smallest box on top. His expression was as if he was amused by something 
unknown, extending the gift to him. 


Kilgrave narrows his eyes and looks to Jessica, who didn’t have a response to his gaze. 
With even more hesitation than her, he takes what’s been offered to him. 


Inside the cardboard was a much finer box made of leather. And inside that box, was a 
watch. No ordinary watch, undoubtedly. 


“T crafted it after the Ulysses brand, but the style is a bit different.” Eli says, peering at 
him. “It’s twenty-four karat gold for the strap and outer rim. The inside base is actually made 
of a thin layer of zircon, which is a specific type of gemstone. That’s where the orange-ish 
glow is coming from. Beneath the zircon, you can still see the gears, and the hands and the 
numbers are sterling silver. Under the gears is a GPS chip, meaning that the watch will 
automatically change it’s time no matter what time zone you’re in. Also, the battery recharges 
itself every time the minute-hand moves, so you’ll essentially never need to replace it.” 


Still trying to understand what was happening, Jessica looks at it next to Kilgrave. It didn’t 
seem like he was going to say anything, so she tries to channel her disbelief in a calm way, 
“This is... thank you for —” 


“This last one is for the both of you.” Having had put his teacup down, he turned around to 
get one of the other boxes on top, not being able to see that Jessica was talking. Pulling out 
the contents himself, he sets down the red glass bottle. When he turns the bottle around so 
they could see, Jessica’s eyebrows raise. 


“This was actually a gift given to me on the day I opened my first research building. 
Unfortunately, I don’t drink alcohol.” Elijah laughs to himself a little. ‘This particular 
Dalmore scotch is twenty-five years old, I believe?’ He guesses with a shrug. “I thought it 
would be a shame to let such a drink go to waste, so maybe you could put it to good use.” 


Leaving the bottle on the desk, he motions to the computer boxes, “I can have my team 
come and set all this up for you if you’d like.” 


370 


Jessica was still staring at the expensive whiskey on her desk. She answers absent- 
mindedly. “Oh... okay.” 


“Great.” Eli gets his phone from his pocket and in an instant, he’s saying into it. ‘Send 
them up.’ For evident reasons, he doesn’t hold the phone up to his ear and just hangs up 
immediately. “Sadly, I can’t stay much longer. I actually have a board meeting to get to.” 
Picking up his jacket off the chair, he quietly puts it on before concluding, “It was wonderful 
seeing the two of you again.” 


Neither of them respond as he had already turned to face the door. Just as he opens it, with 
Nick behind him, three members of his tech crew march into the apartment. Without a 
moment to waste, they start unpacking the boxes of equipment. 


With one last wave, Eli disappears with his bodyguard. “Thanks for the tea!” 


It took the tech guys a couple of hours to set up everything properly and test all the 
complicated features that the system had. 


Just as Elijah said, it had dual monitors which took up most of the desk space. There was 
no computer processor and it simply had one cord that connected everything to the outlet. It 
had projection and holographic capabilities, which is what he meant by 3D-capable. It worked 
similarly to the stations at his convention, where you could manipulate images in the air. The 
master unit that he mentioned was a small, hand-held tablet. It could control both of the 
computer screens, separately, without even having to be in the same room. It could also 
wirelessly control the printer, proving that it was most definitely the master unit. 


The workers offered to teach Jessica the basic programming, but she preferred that they 
didn’t stick around. She probably should have at least paid attention to some of what was 
happening, yet she figured she would get it on her own eventually. 


When the apartment is left to just her and Kilgrave once again, she stares at everything in 
front of her. The total value of what Elijah had left them had to be somewhere over £25,000. 


Kilgrave, who had been lounging in the bedroom while the tech crew was over, emerges 
wearing the watch he was given. Despite being in jeans and a T-shirt, it looked... right on 
him. Something he most definitely would have worn in his previous lifestyle. 


“Tt looks good on you.” Jessica admits with a shrug, starting to explore the new computer. 
To this, he scowls. “I hate it.” 


“Tf you hate it, then why are you wearing it?” Rolling her eyes, she states, “You don’t hate 
it, you hate the fact that he gave it to you.” 


He rolls his eyes right back at her, although she wasn’t paying attention enough to notice. 
“What’s his deal anyway?” 


“His deal>” 


“Yeah, his deal. You don’t find anything strange about what just happened?!” She shrugs 
and he gives her a frustrated glare. ‘You conveniently won some bullshit raffle and then he 
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drops off a thousand ‘late house-warming gifts’ to someone he met exactly once for about two 
minutes.’ What he was implying didn’t appear to connect with her. “If that’s not trying to 
impress you, I don’t know what is.” 


“Trying to impress me? He gave you a watch, you know.” She smirks to herself, although 
he was clearly unamused. “He’s generous with his money, so what? You can’t go around 
stealing things anymore, so when someone hands out free stuff, just shut up and don’t ask 
questions.” 


“T don’t like him.” He snarls, crossing his arms over his chest. 


“You mentioned that.” Choosing to ignore his shitty attitude, she continues looking at the 
computer. 


Kilgrave grumbles something to himself before he decides to move on. “We got a new 
client by the way.” 


“When were you planning on telling me that?” She raises her eyebrows, only glancing at 
him. “Details.” 


Already extremely irritable, he tries not to snap back and just gives her the short version. 
“Samuel O’Meara called because his girlfriend, Elena is missing. I told him to come in 
tomorrow because we have two other clients today.” 


He was admittedly getting pretty good at this. 
Still, Jessica furrows her eyebrows. “What’s Elena’s last name?” 
“Uh,” He scrolls through the notes on his phone to find it. “Danver.” 


Samuel O’Meara and Elena Danver. Two seemingly random names. So how the hell did 
they sound familiar to Jessica? 


She racks her brain to try and think of where on earth she had seen those names before, but 
it didn’t come to her. Either way, she couldn’t focus on them right now, because Kilgrave was 
right. They had other appointments today that needed her attention. 


Days were long and nights were even longer. 


Being a hero involved a lot more running than Kilgrave had expected. So when they get 
back to the apartment, he was just as physically tired as her, if not more. 


“T think that’s enough for tonight.” Jessica sighs, sliding her phone back into her pocket. 
When she sits down at her desk, he flops down in the chair next to her. “You can go to sleep 
now.” She only planned on wrapping up a few things for tomorrow. 


But he stays in the chair. “Do I have to keep sleeping on the sofa?” 


“Yes.” 


He groans in complaint, throwing a mini tantrum in his seat. 
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She had gotten used to neglecting his childish behavior and goes on with what she was 
doing. Pulling up the images that she had taken with her new camera earlier in the day, she 
stares at them on the computer screen. “Jesus.” She mumbles to herself at how the pictures 
almost seemed clearer than reality. 


Seeing what she was looking at, he groans again even louder. “Drooling over Glitch tech, 
eh?” Getting no dignified response, he mutters aloud, although he was only thinking to 
himself. “He doesn’t deserve you...” 


While she could’ve continued to ignore him like she normally would, she doesn’t this 
time. He was starting to piss her off. “And what? You deserve me?!” 


Eli could just truly be stunningly generous with money, or maybe he was trying to impress 
her. It didn’t matter. Jessica would never go out with him. Dating wasn’t her thing. Now... 
would she fuck him? If the opportunity presented itself, probably! He was rather attractive 
after all. Even then, it still wouldn’t matter. Kilgrave being jealous was getting out of hand. It 
was time she put him in his place. 


But for some reason, today, he doesn’t back down. In fact, he has the nerve enough to raise 
his voice and answer with, “Yes! I do!” 


Her eyes widen and she turns to face him completely. “What did you just say?!” 


While trying to seduce her used to be a fun little game that they played together, internally, 
his emotions were on the fritz. And everything that he was about to say was what he had been 
thinking the whole time. “How long have we been doing this, Jessica? Two weeks?! I’ve done 
everything you asked of me and more! I’ve been good. And you barely even look at me!” 


“You still don’t fucking get it, do you?!” She stands, resisting the urge to throw something, 
as she would most likely damage their new equipment. “You aren’t going to get rewarded for 
being good! You’re going to get punished for fucking up! That’s life, asshole. Deal with it. 
I’m not some goddamn prize you can win for doing the right thing!” 


And yet, he still wasn’t yielding. Standing up to face her, his muscles tense just as hers 
had. “All I’ve ever done since we got here is work, for you. What’s the bloody point if it 
doesn’t change anything?!” 


“Can you do anything right without thinking of yourself first?!” 


“For everything I’ve done, I deserve something in return.” Shaking his head, he looks 
away from her. “Or... I won’t do this anymore.” 


She scoffs, scanning him up and down with disdain. “So what? You’re quitting?!” 
He shakes his head once more and sighs, “I don’t know.” 


When he tries to push past her, she grabs him by the shirt and shoves him back in front of 
her. “That’s not a fucking option!” 


“T won’t do this anymore...” He mutters again, beginning to brace himself for what would 
come next. 


Maybe he thought she was going to hit him. She sure as fuck wanted to. 
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But a small part of his statement made sense. She knew that going into this with him. She 
had to keep him interested. Because while she threatened that if he didn’t cooperate, she’d kill 
him, she knew she wouldn’t. That’s why they were here in the first place. He obviously had to 
be bluffing about ‘quitting’. But his willingness to participate would drop, drastically, and she 
knew that. Therefore, she really had no choice but to compromise with him. 


Growling slightly, she lets go of his shirt and steps back. Before she speaks, she takes a 
deep breath to try and center herself. “You can sleep in bed with me... four days a week. Just 
sleep.” 


His eyes light up as he looks back at her, understanding what was happening. She was 
giving in. Figuring he might as well take advantage of the moment, he adds somewhat 
timidly, “Sex, once a week...” 


“This isn’t a fucking negotiation!” She snaps at him. Seeing him tilt his head, she decides 
to breathe again and backtrack a little. “You can kiss me once a week.” 


“Once a day.” He counters, realizing that this was a negotiation. “Sex once every other 
week.” 


Her annoyance shows as she rolls her eyes. “You can sleep in bed with me every day. You 
can kiss me once a week. And I’ll have sex with you whenever I damn well please.” 


To this, he finally smiles. “Deal.” 


When he extends his hand for her to shake it, she scowls and turns away from him. 
Without another word, she goes off to the bedroom and he trots after her. 


Inside, he closes the door behind them, watching her to do as she does. Having her back 
tured to him, she pulls her tank top off and pushes off her jeans, dropping them both to the 
floor. Kilgrave’s heart rate increases as he watches her strip down to her underwear and get 
under the covers. 


She doesn’t bother to look at him as he follows her lead, removing his shirt and his jeans. 
Once he gets into bed after her, she lets out another breath and switches off the lights. 


Uneasy as ever, she lays on her side with her back to him, clutching the pillow under her. It 
didn’t take long for him to curl up against her backside, the shape of her body almost 
perfectly fitting in his. 


“Kilgrave...” She starts, instantly tensing from his touch. 


“Yes?” He has no problem answering, his arms wrapping around. His head rests on the 
pillow behind her and his breath on her skin makes the hairs on the back of her neck stand up. 


Despite how badly she wanted to get him away from her, the human contact that she 
hadn’t felt in too long makes her practically melt. She resists the urge to whine and press 
against him, her eyes already beginning to close. 


Feeling the way her body relaxes in his arms, he smiles silently and whispers against her 
skin, “Goodnight, Jessica.” 
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Author’s note: 
I know. I know. I’m a whole-ass week late! 


Last time I missed a week was at the end of December/beginning of January and that was 
because I was on holiday break! I’m sorry guys, I’ve just been really busy and overwhelmed 
with a lot of crap and I didn’t wanna give you a half-baked chapter! 


Anyway... 


Holy shit, HAPPY 50TH CHAPTER EVERYONE! Can you believe how long we’ve been 
on this journey together?! Jesus, fuck! 


As a 50th chapter mini-celebration, I’m going to highlight my favorite moments of the 
story so far! If you don’t care, well... you don’t have to read this :’D 


1) The entirety of Chapter 5: Playing Hero — This is probably the most emotionally raw 
chapter in all of PK. 
2) Chapter 11: Let’s Have Dinner — The first step Jessica made in “trying to make a shit 
situation tolerable”. The banter was golden. 
3) Chapter 18: The Adventures of the Devil and His Mistress — I know you all hated Ruby, 
but I loved the entire scene with Tony! 
4) Chapter 22: Who Knew? — It was a general consensus that Jessica begging to keep her 
memories was truly heartbreaking (especially with what happened between 10 and Donna :/). 
5) Chapter 34: The Clumsy, The Suspicious and The... Seductive? — Come on. That ending 
scene on the table was hilarious. 
6) Chapter 38: Turning the Tables — Pivotal moment, when Jessica lost control and became 
everything that she hated! 
7) Chapter 46: Sign on the Dotted Line — Because... Kilgrave went down on Jessica... 
obviously. 


There are definitely more I wanted to include but I didn’t want my list to be too long! 
Please review this chapter and in your review, I encourage you to tell me YOUR favorite 
moments of the story so far! I’d love to hear what you think! 


Chapter 51 should be out on time! I love you, fam! 
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51. The Perfect Shade 


Day Ninety-Four: 


In the morning, Jessica was in a better mood than usual. So much so that she was willing 
to try something new. 


“Can you run an errand for me?” She asks, printing out a design on their new printer. 
When he raises his eyebrow, she hands him the paper. “Go to the nearest print shop and get 
our business cards made. Two hundred should be enough for now.” 


The design she made was quick and simple, but it also perfectly reflected their business. It 
included their title, names, both of their numbers, their website, and their address. It was 
mostly black and silver where the background appeared to be the texture of cut and polished 
granite. The only color on it was the deep indigo ribbon that patterned itself over the front and 
back in a professional but vivacious fashion. 


Taking the paper, he keeps his eyebrow raised. “You trust me to go out on my own?” 
Glancing at him, she asks, “Do you have your money on you?” 
Feeling it in his pocket, he nods. “Yeah.” 


“Then go.” She shrugs as if this was a normal affair, waving her hand at him in a 
dismissive way. “Bring back the receipt.” 


An almost excited smile appears on his face. This was her first step in giving him more 
responsibility, showing that she was starting to trust him again. “Of course.” He beams, 
practically skipping out of the apartment. 


When he’s gone, she rolls her eyes but smiles a little to herself. 


After a couple hours passed, she wasn’t necessarily worried, but she found herself peering 
up at the door more often. Luckily, he returns before noon. 


Although the first thing out of his mouth is a complaint, his mood was still brightened. 
“They took their bloody time, but I got the two hundred. I wasn’t sure if you wanted standard 
or not, but I had them glossed. I hope you don’t mind. It didn’t cost that much extra.” He sets 
down the box containing the cards and puts the receipt on top. 


Obviously, it occurred to her that he could force people to make the cards for free and then 
have them print a fake receipt. But sure enough, she did trust him. With this anyway. And 
trying to maneuver around having to pay seemed like too much work. Besides, she figured 
that by giving him more leeway now, he would feel more compelled to do the right thing. 


She would have admitted that she was impressed except for the fact that she was distracted 
by what he was holding in his other hand. 
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Seeing her staring, he addresses it. “Oh. A vendor was selling these on the street corner 
and I got them for you.” His eyes flash as he puts down the entire vase of iris flowers on the 
desk in front of her. 


The iris’ were the perfect shade of purple. 

Her eyebrows furrow. “A vendor was selling full vases of flowers?” 

He nods at her enthusiastically. 

Whether he was lying or telling the truth, she scowls. “I don’t like flowers.” 


Having expected this response, he shrugs. “I think they’ll brighten the place up a bit.” 
Talking the vase, he fills it with water in the kitchen sink and leaves them by the fridge. 


Sleep in the same bed as the man and he starts with the romantic gestures. It was like he 
was trying to make this situation more uncomfortable than it had to be. 


“Whatever.” She mumbles to herself. She didn’t have time to think about Kilgrave’s 
behavior. There was a client she needed to prepare for. 


Samuel O’ Meara’s appointment was approaching. 


“Look him up before he gets here. His girlfriend too.” Jessica says to Kilgrave, although 
she wasn’t doing anything else that was preventing her from doing it herself. “And take 
notes!” 


“Why do I have to do it?” Glaring in her direction, he sits behind the desk. 
“T’m busy.” She calls from the kitchen. 


“What could you possibly be busy with?!” When she emerges and sits back down beside 
him, he scoffs. She had opened the whiskey that they received yesterday and was drinking 
straight from the bottle. ‘Day drinking?!’ Glancing at the time, he scolds, “Jessica, it is 
exactly 1:54 in the afternoon.” 


Shrugging, she takes another gulp, humming a little since this wasn’t the cheap shit she 
normally got. “At least it’s after noon.” She looks back at him almost expectantly, then to the 
computer, and back at him. 


Grumbling, he looks around before asking. “Where’s your laptop?” 
“Why do you need it? Just use this.” Referring to the Glitch tech, she nods at it. 


Knowing Jessica wouldn’t give up the location of her laptop, he logs on. But he didn’t 
want to use it. It annoyed him that he had no other options. Still, he does his job. He figured 
he might as well not complain as he got to bargain with her yesterday on the new terms of 
their relationship. 


As he scrolls through their online personalities, he reads some things and summarizes out 
loud to Jessica, so he wouldn’t have to take notes, although there was no way he could be sure 
she was actually listening to anything. 
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But he stops when something catches his attention. Trying to see why he stopped, she 
looks at him, “What is it?” Just then, there’s a knock at the door. “It’s open!” She yells as she 
always does, wishing Kilgrave would just spit it out before the client comes in. 


All he does is point at a post that Elena made about two weeks ago. Wondering why he 
was being so goddamn dramatic, she grumbles, but slides closer to read it anyway. It read: 


‘GAHHH! I missed the last one because of work but I get to go to Glitch’s convention 
today! I hope I get to meet him. That would a dream come true!’ 


As soon as Jessica reads it, Samuel comes in the room and she suddenly remembers what 
she tried so hard to think of yesterday. She knew she recognized that name. 


Samuel was quoted as saying: ‘All millionaires aren’t the same!’ 


Samuel and Elena were the couple in line in front of Jessica and Kilgrave at the 
convention. She had seen their names written above hers when she enters the raffle for the 
virtual reality set. 


They don’t have any time to process the connection before Samuel sat down across from 
the two P.I.’s to tell his story. 


The pair were in their early twenties and had been dating for just over a year. He described 
their relationship as “flourishing and intimate”, as they had been living together in a small flat 
for some time. Four days ago, Elena didn’t come home from her internship at a science and 
medical research facility. After already going to the police, Samuel was too anxious to stop 
there, which is why he was here to hire them. 


When he’s done explaining everything and Jessica’s done asking the basic questions, 
Kilgrave opens his mouth for the first time since Samuel had stepped in the room, seemingly 
out of the blue, “What do you know about Elijah Glitch?” 


“Huh? Glitch...?” 


Jessica turns her head to look at him sideways, a similar look that Samuel had given him. 
Even though she didn’t care for the fact that he suddenly decided to take over like that, she 
doesn’t stop him either. 


Kilgrave knew what he was doing. Everything that he knew about Elijah Kane Glitch had 
to be re-analysed with the notion that he was involved in this somehow. Right now, he was 
the only thing that was connecting this missing person’s case to Liam’s, and he seemed to be 
able to recognize that before Jessica. 


“What do you think of him?” Kilgrave asks, crossing his arms instead of telling him why 
he was asking. 


“Uh...” Samuel looks between them and then shrugs. “He’s cool, I guess. But what does 
this have to —” 


“And what does Elena think of him?” He interrupts without regret. 


“T mean... she’s a real admirer of his. Like a proper fan. If she wasn’t in love with me, I’d 
say she was in love with him.” He laughs a nervous, but sad laugh, staring down at his hands 
in his lap. 


378 


“What does she like most about him?” He goes on to question. 


“Uh, just what he does, I guess.” Still not knowing what this was about, he knots his 
eyebrows. “She wants to go into medical science and she really looks up to his work in that 
arena. I was never one to understand medical terms and stuff, so I wouldn’t be able to tell you 
much more than that...” 


That was all he really wanted to hear on the matter. “Okay.” Is the only thing he concludes 
with, handing the reins back to Jessica. To show that he was done, he slides back slightly. 


Asking about Glitch hadn’t really occurred to her, and it was surprising that he was able to 
beat her to the punch on that. They exchange peculiar glances before she moves on. 


Getting a contract ready for him, Jessica leaves the description and signs her name before 
giving it to him. Once the deal is official, she gets one of their newly printed cards and hands 
it to him. 


“If Elena comes back, call us immediately.” Jessica says strictly, concluding the meeting. 


There’s even more bewilderment on Samuel’s face as he takes the card. “If? If... wait... 
what? You’re not going to look for her?!” 


“Oh, no. I plan on looking for her and doing everything in my power to find her. But if I 
don’t, and she comes back before I get to her, call me.” 


“But... You think that... I don’t —” 


“Listen. I have reason to believe that no matter what happens, sometime within the next 
week, you'll see her again. If I’m wrong, then... sorry.” 


“Are you saying that —” 
Losing patience, Jessica sighs. “Hemlock, would you please see Samuel to the door?” 


Instead of actually getting up, Kilgrave just looks in his direction. “Leave.” He was too 
impatient to mind that Jessica was giving him a dirty look for the way he dismissed their 
client. “So...” He stretches out, curious as to what she would say. “... You see it too, then?” 


“Samuel and Elena were the couple in line in front of us at the Glitch convention...” Her 
voice is hushed, but she growls to herself for not catching it earlier. 


“So, you must realize that that event is the only thing linking this missing person case with 
Liam ‘running away’... Otherwise, you wouldn’t be thinking that there’s a chance she’ll 
come back.” His eyebrow raises and he bites his tongue to stop from smiling. 


Jessica shakes her head, attempting to think. It was like trying to put together a jigsaw 
puzzle when half of the pieces are missing. “Elena’s in her twenties.” She says after a beat of 
silence. “How can her disappearance be the same as the runaway kids?” The question wasn’t 
really directed at Kilgrave, it was more her just thinking aloud. 


Either way, he shrugs at her. “I don’t know. But I can bet that your instincts are telling you 
that something’s not right about all of this.” Pulling a glass out of the desk drawer, he pours 
himself a glass of the whiskey. If he didn’t have any now, she would drink it all before he 
could even taste it. 
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“T guess...” She scowls as he takes the bottle but lets him keep his glass. 


Randomly, Kilgrave starts to grin as he takes a sip. “You know... I’d hate to say I told you 
so, but... —” 


“What? About Glitch?” Instantly, she snarls at him. “We don’t have all the facts. This 
might not have to do with him at all.” 


“Don’t be so naive, Jessie. He’s the only thing connected to both cases. You’re smarter 
than that.” His expression of triumph doesn’t change. 


Her livid reaction is mostly because of how he used the unwanted nickname. “It could be a 
coincidence! Two fucking people happen to admire the guy and you jump to conclusions! 
Investigating doesn’t work if you don’t stay objective. Leave your bullshit opinions at the 
door.” Looking at his smug posture, she decides, “Write that down.” 


His attitude immediately changes to annoyance, but he does it without question. He was 
done gloating for now. Because whatever she said at this point, they were going to have to 
end up investigating Elijah anyway. 


When he finishes, she thinks silently before saying to him, “I need you to run another 
errand for me.” He cocks his head to the side and she tells him. “Go to the police station and 
get every missing person case that has been filed in the last six months. Even the solved or 
dismissed ones.” 


“Why didn’t you just tell me to do that while I was out before?” He complains instantly, as 
if it was his default setting. 


“Because I didn’t think of it till just now!” She snaps, but it’s not harsh enough to actually 
keep him from being an asshole. 


“How do you expect me to walk into a police station and get classified information?” He 
raises his eyebrow and starts to smirk again, just wanting her to say it. 


“Do what you have to do.” She rolls her eyes, implying that of course, he would have to 
use his powers. 


“Your wish is my command.” He smiles, turning to leave. 
Before he’s all the way out the door, he stops. 


This morning, Kilgrave had put on the watch he was given yesterday, in an absent-minded 
way. As if it was routine. He hadn’t even noticed it really until this exact moment. 


His voice is quiet and much more serious as he says, “I’m leaving the watch here...” 


He doesn’t need to explain for her to be able to follow his train of thought and reluctantly 
nods in agreement. “... Right.” 


Slipping it off, he silently puts it on the desk. When it’s off, the tension in the air seems to 
disperse. 


As he heads for the door again, she calls to him like a mother sending her son out into the 
world. “Make smart decisions!” 
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“T always do!” He grins back and winks at her as he closes the door. 
The light smile that she had vanishes the instant she’s alone. 


While she hated the idea that what they were given yesterday had malicious intent, she 
needed to be prepared for anything. For now, and just for now, Elijah had to be thought of as 
guilty until proven innocent. 


“Shit.” She mutters, looking at the computer which Kilgrave had already used today. 


Whether she was being cautious or paranoid, she didn’t really care. Kilgrave got in her 
head once again, and maybe this time it was a good thing. Better safe than sorry. Without a 
moment to waste, she unplugs the one cord that connected all the monitors and it quickly 
shuts down. Instead of destroying what had to be worth thousands of dollars, she moves 
everything that was foreign to their apartment to a corner of the floor. 


Well... everything except the whiskey. That, she would finish on her own while she waited 
for Kilgrave to return. 


The entire office was silent. 


There were very few people who were trusted with this project and everyone who was had 
already mastered the art of sign language. 


Elijah’s first official and best friend, Sage, enters the office and takes his attention for the 
others people in the space. Sage was the same build as Elijah for the most part. He was 
wearing a jean jacket over a T-shirt with khakis and Timberlands on. His hair was a light 
brown and significantly longer than Elijah’s, which he kept up in a messy, yet stylish bun. He 
had a slight mustache and beard which he kept well trimmed. His eyes were an olive green 
color, but still had the same crystal-like glow. 


The only way to get a sign for someone’s name is to have a deaf person assign it to them. 
Otherwise, the name has to be spelled out. Elijah’s name was to put the middle finger and the 
thumb of the right-hand on opposite sides of the neck and then slide the hand down to the top 
of the breast-line where the thumb and middle finger would meet. Essentially, it was like the 
symbol for the necklace he wore. Simultaneously, as the right-hand moves down, the left- 
hand knocks over the heart three times. 


“/Elijah./” Sage signs his name. “/Do you want me to brief you?/” 


He pauses and looks around at the other three in the room. “/Leave us./” He signs and 
within moments, they’re alone. “/Sage./” Elijah smiles, pressing his fist to his palm and 
circles it around his heart for Sage’s name. “/What do you have for me?/” 


Sage doesn’t smile back. “/Bad news./” 


Eli’s face changes to one of concern, so he signs frantically. “/They didn’t pass the 
background check?/” 


“/No, but.../’ Sage starts then stops, seeing the immediate sadness come over him like a 
cloud. “/Eli,/” he shortens his name by knocking only once over his heart, “/they’re adults. Do 
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we even want to -/” 


Interrupting, he signs strictly, “/I want them./” Shaking his head, he sighs and corrects 
himself with the past tense, throwing the word ‘want’ over his shoulder. “/Wanted./” 


Unsure if this was a positive or negative point, Sage frowns a bit. “/Well... it’s not 
necessarily that they didn’t pass the check.../” 


“/What do you mean?/” 


Trying to think of how to put this, Sage signs hesitantly. “/Our databases don’t have any 
record of anyone named ‘Jessica Jewel’ or ‘Zebediah Hemlock’ that fit the description./” 


“/In our Europe records?/” Receiving a nod, he tries to make sense of this. “/Jackie said 
that Jewel has an American accent. Did you check overseas?/” 


“/Yes. But we contacted more than just our bases in the America’s. Nothing came up in 
Asia, Africa or Australia, that could be them. Riley is trying to get in touch with our guys in 
Antarctica, but I doubt she’!l find anything./” 


Now, he was somewhat intrigued. “/Fake names?/” 
“/Must be. The only place those names appear is on their website./” 


Elijah stands up and walks to the other side of his desk to stand directly in front of his 
friend. “/I want the whole team on this. I don’t care what you have to do, just find out who 
they are and what they’re doing in the city./” Looking deep into his eyes, he temporarily puts 
his hand on Sage’s shoulders to show his seriousness before signing to him, “/Sage. I trust 
you with my life. You’re in charge of this, so I have faith that you’ll be able to get this done in 
a timely manner. Please don’t let me down... please./” 


There’s no hesitation before Sage responds, “/I won’t, Eli. I promise./” 


Author’s note: 


If you haven’t figured it out yet, “/this/” is what I’ll be using to indicate sign language 
from now on. 


Hmm... something weird is happening in the city of London... 


Oh, and btw eloquentpetrichor, I’ve added it to my to-do list ;) you see, I take reviewers 
requests very seriously! 


Thank you to everyone who shared their favorite moments of the story with me! Please 
keep it up and I’1] keep writing! 
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52. Only the Highlights 


Day Ninety— Five: 


“We should probably be getting up now...” Kilgrave whispers against Jessica’s neck, 
although he was having a hard time letting go of this moment. It was tempting to kiss her 
awake, but he resists and simply keeps his arms around her. 


They both had a long night yesterday. While disappearing and reappearing people were 
intriguing, they had other things to do besides obsess over it all day. There were other, less 
complex cases. Then, of course, there was saving people that took up a great deal of time. Car 
accidents, abuse victims, potential threats, robbery victims, etc. 


But when they retired for the night, Jessica insisted on staying up to study the missing 
person files. And obviously, if she stayed up working, he wouldn’t go to bed without her. 


They were back to using the shitty laptop again, out of caution, and it made the work go a 
bit slower. Together, while Kilgrave read aloud and Jessica typed, they were able to record 
most of the information on every case that was filed, which was a copious amount over six 
months of time. Now, having collected the data, they just needed to make the connections. 


“Jessica...” Kilgrave purrs, sliding his hand over her bare stomach, wondering if his touch 
would wake her. 


Although her eyes were still closed, she growls at him. “If you hand goes any lower, I’m 
going to rip it off your arm.” 


“That’s my girl.” He smiles, stopping his hand just above the band of her underwear. 
Getting out of bed, he says to her, “I’ll make coffee.” 


Their morning routine was pretty regular now. While she showers and gets ready, he 
makes coffee for her, tea for himself, and whatever was available for breakfast. Then, it was 
his turn to shower. 


As usual, they meet at the desk, and she asks, “Agenda?” 


Kilgrave, being the one to take most of the calls and make appointments, it was his job to 
know everything that they had to do today. A few people were scheduled to come in but most 
of the day was free. Obviously, there were often people who would walk in without notice, 
but it wasn’t uncommon and it didn’t really bother them all that much. 


“Good.” Having a few hours before the next scheduled meeting, she boots up her laptop. 
“What are you thinking?” He asks, sliding closer to be able to see. 
“We need to find some kind of pattern in these files.” 


He nods silently and peers over her shoulder at the chart they created yesterday. The 
columns were divided in this order: 


383 


Date missing, Date reported, Name, Sex, Age, Date resolved (if applicable), Reported 
reasoning/solution (if applicable). 


There had to be some way to sort through the connected cases and the irrelevant ones. 


Jessica scrolls and skims over them before she types into the search bar: ‘ran away’. Every 
case with that as the reported reasoning is highlighted to stand out from the others. But from 
this, she scowls. It was all scattered and looked completely random. There were no clusters or 
grouping of any kind that she could see. 


“Goddamnit.” She mutters to herself and gets ready to close it out and switch approaches. 


“No! Wait, wait, wait!” Kilgrave stops her abruptly as if he had noticed something that she 
hadn’t. 


“What?!” The annoyed expression doesn’t leave her face. 


“Look at the date on this...” Without permission, he takes the laptop and scrolls to the top. 
Putting the list on one half of the screen, he brings up a calendar on the other half, going six 
months back to where their list started. 


“Yeah? So?” She squints at where the cursor was hovering over one of the highlighted 
cases. 


“Okay, now look at the next one.” There was a significant and inconsistent gap between 
each highlight, so he has to scroll. 


Still not seeing it, she raises her eyebrow. “Get to the point.” 
“The days are exactly a week apart.” He was right. 


But Jessica had already seen that. “I. Know.” Grumbling, she snatches the laptop back and 
moves to the next highlight, which was clearly more than a week apart from the last one. 
“See. It’s not consistent.” 


“Yes. It is.” Kilgrave hisses, jerking the machine back towards him. They were essentially 
wrestling over it. He makes his point as quickly as possible before she shuts him down again. 
“This one is exactly two weeks from the last. See?” Moving to the calendar, he changes the 
colors of each day that a highlighted kid went missing on. 


The more days he colors, the more obvious it was. There were a few weeks that were 
skipped, as Jessica had seen, but every highlight coincidently landed on a Thursday, including 
Liam’s report. A seemingly random day of the week. 


“Shit, you’re right,” she admits reluctantly, regaining control of the computer. 


Grinning proudly, he leans back and teases, “Yes, well. I’ve always had a knack for private 
investigating.” 


“Shut up.” 


Building off this idea, she uses it as momentum, looking at the weeks were no kid had ‘run 
away’. Despite there being no runaways, there was always someone who went missing on a 
Thursday... like clockwork. Every one of the others that filled the gaps were adults or young 
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adults. The reasoning listed was almost always ‘unknown’. One thing that never varied was 
that everyone who disappeared on a Thursday was returned home within four to seven days. 


Today was a Tuesday. Yesterday, Samuel said that Elena went missing four days ago... 
which was a Thursday. 


“Tf this is actually consistent,” Jessica starts, “then someone else is going to go missing in 
two days, and Elena is going to be back before then...” Taking all of the people who were lost 
on Thursday, she creates a separate list to be able to view them together. Continuing to think 
out loud, she mutters, “So the question is, what do all these people have in common? And 
who’s next?” 


It didn’t take Jessica long to get the phone numbers and addresses of almost every person 
on the list. Anyone can find anything on the Internet. They just have to know where to look. 
Luckily, Jessica did. 


There were twenty-six names on the list from the six months of data they collected and 
twenty of those names were kids. “We need to make a few house calls,” she says to Kilgrave, 
grabbing the list she made and her bag. 


“We?” He cocks his head. 
“Yeah, I need you.” Seeing the look on his face, she rolls her eyes, “I need your powers.” 
Still, he grins and shrugs, following her out the door. “I’1l take it.” 


Figuring she might as well start at the top of the list, she picks a kid named Natalia, who 
went missing six months ago. Her house was ten minutes away in a quieter part of the city. 


To ensure that he didn’t lag behind, Jessica takes Kilgrave’s hand once again. Walking up 
to the door together, she instructs him, “We have a lot to get to today. Let’s make this as quick 
as possible. Just get the parents out of the way and we’ll go straight for the kid.” Immediately 
when she says that and he starts to laugh, she shakes her head. “Yeah, okay. That sounded less 
pedophile-y in my head.” 


Coming up to the front, she bangs on the door. 
Before she can say anything, Kilgrave calls, “Open the door!” 
Jessica grins to herself when the door swings open, silently appreciating his effectiveness. 


There’s no confrontation at all as Kilgrave says to the man at the door and the woman who 
was peering around the comer, “Sit down, shut up, and wait for us to leave.” 


Getting the adults out of the way, they weren’t expecting to have to deal with more than 
one kid. 


Upon finding the cluster of bedrooms, there had to be at least four children, screaming and 
running between rooms. The age looked like it ranged from six to thirteen-years-old. There 
were two boys and two girls it appeared. One girl was sitting in the middle of the hallway, 
crying, with silly string in her hair. The other girl was trying to jump on the back of one of the 
boys, who was deep in the middle of a Nerf war with the other boy. 
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Jessica’s eyes widen in horror at what she was witnessing. “Jesus...” 
“Christ.” Kilgrave finishes, having more of a grimace of disgust. 


The girl on the floor, sobbing, slides her way over to the two of them. She didn’t seem to 
care that they were strangers, but only that they were adults. When she reaches them, she tugs 
at Jessica’s jeans, sniveling, “B-Billy put goo in my hair!” 


Jumping out of one of the rooms, one of the boys shoots the back of the girls head with a 
foam bullet. “Aha! You’re so dead!” He laughs manically, to which she starts crying even 
harder. 


... They had been in the house a total of fifteen seconds... 


Having seen too much already, Kilgrave is quick to step in. “Everybody, stop!” When the 
girl quits crying and the others all freeze in the hallway, he says, “Tell me. Which one of you 
is Natalia?” 


They all instantly point at the same time at the only closed door in the whole house. 


Jessica furrows her eyebrows as she shuffles away from the clingy child and opens the 
closed door. 


While her siblings were all being maniacs together, Natalia was silently sitting on her bed, 
doing what appeared to be a worksheet from school. 


Already knowing what to do, Kilgrave says to her, “Be honest and answer all of our 
questions.” 


The girl doesn’t even look up or stop writing and just nods as if it was a choice, “Okay.” 
Her voice is quiet but heavy for a twelve-year-old. 


Both Jessica and Kilgrave sit across from her and Jessica does the same thing she did with 
Liam. Just staring at her. But the girl never even glances up to see who they were and 
continues to vigorously write things down on her paper. 


The sound of the pencilled scrawling against the paper was incredibly annoying. Not much 
time passes before Jessica says to her partner, “Make her stop.” 


“Stop writing...” Kilgrave sighs, once again glad that the verbal silence was over. 


When she puts her pencil down, she slowly sits up straight and looks in their direction, but 
it’s like she’s looking through them. 


Jessica starts with, “What’s your name?” 

“Natalia Maya Strawder.” She says sharply, over-enunciating every syllable. 
“Do you know who we are?” 

Her eyes shift between the two of them. “No.” 

“Do you want to know who we are?” 

“No.” 


“Why?” Her questions and the responses she was getting were rapid fire. 
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“Because I don’t care.” 

“Why don’t you care?” 

The girl has to pause to think about this. “Because your presence is irrelevant to me.” 
Jessica smirks slightly, sitting back. “What were you working on before we got here?” 
“Math homework.” 

“Are you good at math?” 

“Yes.” 

“How good?” 

“T’m the best in my class.” 

“Are you good in other subjects?” 

“Yes.” 

“Like what?” 

“Science, social studies, English, and art.” 

“So... basically all the subjects that you take at school?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you always been this smart compared to others your age?” 
“Yes.” 

“Are your siblings smart like you?” 

“No.” 

“Do you ever play with your siblings?” 

Pausing again, she blinks a little fast. “Not anymore.” 
“Anymore? When did you stop playing with them?” 


This answer is immediate. “One hundred and seventy-six days ago.” Essentially, six 
months ago. 


“Why did you stop playing with them?” 

“T don’t find it fun anymore.” 

“What do you find fun now?” 

Her eyebrows twitch as she thinks. “Nothing.” 


“Huh.” Jessica stops for a moment. Thinking back on yesterday, she slowly asks, “Do you 
know who Elijah Glitch is?” 


“Yes.” 
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“What do you think about him?” 

“He’s brilliant, wealthy, and handsome. I like him very much.” 

“Have you ever been to one of his conventions or events of some sort?” 

“Yes.” 

“When was the last time you went to something that he hosted?” 

“One hundred and ninety-seven days ago.” Essentially, six months and a few weeks ago. 


Finding this all very interesting and useful information, Jessica moves on to the tougher 
questions that Liam had failed to answer. “What do you remember about the time you ran 
away?” 


She hesitates. “I ran away.” 

“What day of the week was it when you left?” 

This, she answers with confidence. “Thursday.” 
“And what day of the week did you return?” 
“Wednesday.” 

“Can you elaborate on what you did when you left?” 
“No.” 

“Why?” 

“... 1 don’t know.” 

“Can you tell me anything about the days you were gone?” 
“No.” 

“Do you remember what happened?” 

More hesitation. “I don’t have that memory.” 


Getting nowhere once again, Jessica grumbles, “Then how the fuck do you know you ran 
away if you —” 


“Jewel...” Kilgrave interrupts, regarding her calmly. He clears his throat, turning to her. 
“Can I try something?” 


Throwing her hands up in the air, she sighs, “Yeah, why not. Go for it.” 


Pondering something silently, he commands her slowly. “Remember the days immediately 
after you ran away.” 


Natalia winces audibly as her body tries to do as it’s told, and she hunches over. But this 
only happens for a few seconds before she returns to her ‘normal’ glazed over look. Her voice 
comes out in the same monotone way, “I don’t have that memory.” 


“Shit.” 


388 


After talking to twelve other kids on the list, it was clear that each case was almost 
identical. The only explanation for the lack of memory would have to be that they were 
unconscious for the period of time that they were gone. Because if they were brainwashed or 
drugged, they would have been able to recall the memory if Kilgrave commanded it. 


As they head to the fourteenth house, Kilgrave starts to whine, “Jessica ~” 


“No. We’re not done.” She scolds, answering his silent question. “If we want to be 
accurate, then we need to collect all the data we can get.” Even though most of their stories 
were the same, Jessica had detailed notes on the behavior and responses of every individual 
kid so far. 


“Yes, but I’m bored.” He states bluntly, interlocking his fingers with hers. 
“Too bad.” When he softly squeezes her hand, she rolls her eyes. 


Still, he pouts at her. They had taken a break from talking to people on the list only to eat 
and meet one of their scheduled clients back at the apartment. This was getting exhausting. 
“Can we at least make it more interesting?” 


“And how would we do that?” 


He starts to smile at an idea he has. “Using my powers is great and all, but I feel like I 
would learn more if we did it the old way.” 


“The old way?” She glances at him as they get closer. 


“Yes! Like how would Jessica Jones, the kickass private investigator get into these houses, 
alone, without the aid of my powers?” 


“You realize that this approach is going to make this take longer than necessary, right? 
That’s one of the only reasons you’re here.” Turning to face him completely, they stop in 
front of the door. “And I’m not gonna be kicking down random people’s doors either. That’s 
not how it works.” 


“T know but I’m curious!” He pleads, still hopeful as she starts to knock. 
Giving in, she sighs, “Fine. Follow my lead.” 


He grins as the door opens and watches her closely. Jessica’s posture and body language 
instantly change as the woman before them gazes out at them. 


“Can I help you?” 


“Hi.” When Jessica speaks, Kilgrave does his best not to look shocked. Her tone of voice 
was significantly higher and she sounded... friendly. “Are you Mrs. Eaton? I’m here to talk to 
you about your son, Timothy.” 


The woman blinks, confused, “Yes... uh, I’m sorry, who are you?” 


Jessica laughs a sweet, innocent, apologetic laugh that Kilgrave’s never heard before. “Oh, 
I apologize.” My name is Ms. Walker. I’m Timothy’s English teacher. And this is my a—” 


Before she can get the words ‘assistant teacher’ out, he says, “Husband. Mr. Walker.” 
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“Ah...” Flustered, and frankly still confused, the woman shakes Jessica’s hand first, then 
Kilgrave’s. “Eh, come in...” Mrs. Eaton opens the door wider, inviting them inside. “Tim... 
he didn’t tell me he got a new English teacher.” 


Jessica darts Kilgrave a roiled glare as they come inside. But her voice stays the same light 
tone. “Yeah, that’s kind of what I’m here to talk to you about.” 


Distracted, the mother nods slightly and shows them to the couch before yelling around the 
comer, “Hey! Daniel! One of Tim’s teachers... and... her husband is here!” 


“Huh. I’ll be right out!” The man grunts back, seemingly from the bathroom. 


The three of them sit down, Jessica and Kilgrave on the couch and the mother across from 
him. “I, uh... so what happened to Mrs. Clark? You’re her replacement?” 


“You haven’t heard?” Jessica starts, biting her tongue briefly as she feels Kilgrave’s thumb 
rubbing against her knuckles. Clearing her throat, she goes on, easily lying as she states flat 
out, “Mrs. Clark got fired a while ago. Turns out she was only pretending to be pregnant so 
she could go on maternity leave later, and also so she could smuggle things out of the school 
store up her shirt...” 


She’s clearly taken aback by this, gaping at them. “Wow, really? Blimey... that’s... that’s 
terrible.” Her shock transitions to more confusion. “So... she was pretending to be pregnant? 
Isn’t she like... in her sixties?” 


Jessica nods, shrugging as she says, “That’s how they eventually figured out she was lying. 
And, some kids saw a bag of chips fall out of her stomach.” 


Mrs. Eaton has a momentary blank look on her face, just before her husband plops down in 
the seat next to her. The first thing out of his mouth is, “Is Tim in trouble or something?” 


The fifteen-year-old, Tim, comes in shortly after his father, standing in the middle of the 
room. “You called for me.” His voice is like all the others, speaking to his dad. 


“Right. Your teacher here says you’re in trouble or something.” He responds, now looking 
at Jessica. 


Timothy takes one look at the two of them and states, “This woman is not my teacher. Nor 
is he.” 


“See, this is what I came here to talk about.” The P.I. sighs, an incredible actress. Leaning 
forward, she says in a whispery tone, even though everyone in the room could still hear her. 
“T hate to say this, but I’ve discovered that Timothy is a compulsive liar.” 


The father frowns and tilts his head back and forth as if he wasn’t having a hard time 
believing that, while his wife gasps, “Tim?! My Tim?” 


“T know. I’m sure this is surprising, coming from the teacher that took Mrs. Clark’s job, at 
your house with... her husband.” She adds warily, refusing to turn to see whatever Kilgrave 
was doing. “But it’s true, yes. I’ve caught him lying about assignments and his whereabouts 
on several occasions.” 


“Timothy! Is that true?” Mrs. Eaton looks at her child with concern. 
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“No.” The boy states. 
This only causes Jessica to frown and shrug as if it was proving her point. 


Figuring this was a good breaking point, Kilgrave starts to stand up. “Why don’t we give 
Tim and his teacher a moment alone to talk.” 


Taking the suggestive command, the father leaves the way he came while the mother nods 
and hastily makes her way to the kitchen. 


When it’s just the kid, Kilgrave and Jessica, she glares at him, wishing she could punch 
him right about now. “Seriously?! What the fuck is wrong with you? My husband?! How the 
hell does that even make sense?” 


“Shh!” He bites his lip temporarily, stifling a laugh. ‘It’s more entertaining this way 
wouldn’t you agree? Live a little, Jessica! Besides, if anything goes wrong, I can fix it in two 
seconds.’ Grinning, he gives her the “You-should-have-seen-this-coming” look, before he 
turns to the kid and commands, “Do everything she tells you to.” With that, he pivots on his 
heel and follows the mother into the kitchen. 


Leaving Jessica to do all the questioning, Kilgrave tilts his head at the woman. With a need 
to stay busy, she anxiously starts to make tea, shaking a little. 


When she sees Mr. Walker looking, she tries to smile and offers him a seat, which he 
gratefully takes. Speaking somewhat absently, she mutters, “Tim... he’s been acting strange 
lately, b-but I never thought...” She cuts herself off, shuffling around. 


“How long has he been acting strange?” Kilgrave asks, anticipating the answer. 


“Eh, maybe a few months now...” Sighing, she pushes some dishes away, just shifting 
them really. When the kettle starts to boil, she offers, “Tea?” 


“Sure.” 


The distraction seemed to help her relax as she pours for him, gathering some cream and 
sugar as well. 


It takes a moment, but eventually she questions, “So... eh, is it normal that you’ll go with 
your wife to... school related affairs?” 


“Oh, very normal.” Kilgrave holds back a grin. Playing couple with Jessica was one of his 
favorite pastimes. Their relationship would never be conventional, but it was nice to pretend 
every blue moon. Leaning in a bit, he acts as if he’s telling a secret, saying, “She gets very... 
anxious doing certain things without me, so I usually tag along to keep her calm.” 


Taking that as an acceptable answer, the woman nods as he sips his tea. “Ah, she’s lucky to 
have you then...” 


“T know.” He sighs blissfully, looking in Jessica’s direction. “I just want the best for her.” 


“Love is wonderful, innit?” Mrs. Eaton sighs in the same manner as if she was reminiscing 
in some long lost memory. 


“Tt can also be a pain in the ass.” Laughing a little, he keeps his eyes on Jessica. 
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True, most of the time, dealing with her was more than challenging, and her resentment of 
him didn’t really help with that. But despite it all, he wouldn’t trade his love of her for the 
world... There was a time when he thought he could have both and he wanted both, but he 
was beginning to realize that just Jessica was enough for him. 


Having finished the mini interrogation of number fourteen on the list, Jessica turns around 
to catch him eyeing her. To which, of course, she rolls her eyes. 


Standing up, she makes her way to the kitchen, extending her hand. “Okay, husband.” She 
calls to him, her tone reflecting her protest of the idea. “I’m done. Let’s go.” 


“Of course, darling.” He purrs, standing up to take her hand. 
“Wait... so...” Mrs. Eaton blinks, still unclear on the situation. “Are you —” 


“We’ve cleared it all up.” Jessica cuts in, forcing a smile. “It was really just a 
misunderstanding, but Timothy and I have come to an agreement.” 


“Oh...” Her son stares at her vacantly, so she makes her way over to him. 
“Same as the others?” Kilgrave whispers to Jessica as the mother is distracted. 
“Yep.” She sighs back, watching the Eaton’s interaction. 

“Hm.” 


Already being intimately close, he locks eyes with her for a moment. The circumstances 
seemed appropriate enough. Even though the rule had only been made a couple of days ago, 
he was dying to use his one kiss allowance. Besides, if they were playing couple, he might as 
well take advantage of the perks. 


When she sees what he’s doing, she’s quick to lean back, growling, “What do you think 
you’re doing?” 


“Kissing you.” He smiles back, pulling her closer by her hand. 
“Why?!” She snaps, keeping her distance from his mouth. 


“Because we’re matried.” Stepping toward her, he grins, leaning down. “You said I could 
kiss you once a week, remember? I’m cashing that in now.” 


The moment he brings his lips to hers, she smiles at him, innocently breathing against his 
skin. “If you kiss me right now, I’ll bite your tongue off and choke you with it.” 


His grin widens, tempted to do it anyway. He was smart enough to know that her threats 
were almost always a result of her fear that she wanted it too. He could practically taste her 
already... 


Seeing that the mother had started to turn to their direction, Jessica rapidly steps back, 
clearly annoyed by the fact that she almost gave in. “It was nice to meet you, Mrs. Eaton.” 
Dragging Kilgrave to the door, she waves behind her. 


“Eh... yes. You too Mrs. Walker... and —” 


They were already gone before she finishes talking. 
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“We are never doing that again.” Jessica snarls once they’re outside. 


“T don’t know. I think it went pretty well.” He smiles back. 


Author’s note: 


I know right. Weird cuz I’m posting on a Thursday! Well, I had to post today cuz of my 
OCD. In my records, if I posted today, I would have 4 chapters technically posted in May and 
not 3 so I had to do it! The next one will probably still be out on a Friday or Saturday haha. 


By the way, this is growth I think... ‘he was beginning to realize that just Jessica was 
enough for him.’ 


What’s up with these kids? Kinda creepy... I’d love to hear theories :) 
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53. Living a Little 


Day Ninety-Six: 


Despite how hard they worked yesterday, they weren’t able to get to everyone on the 
highlighted list. Most of the people they had left were adults, so the start of their day was 
more house calls. 


One of the last people they had to get to was was a man named Brian Shaffer. 


Coming up to his house, Jessica looks at the street name again, as she recognized it from 
somewhere. Earlham Street. Unable to place it, she pounds on the front door like she had with 
everyone else. 


This time, the door swings open instantly, almost as if they were expected. In front of them 
stood a wide-eyed, white-haired woman who seemed incredibly anxious as she asks them, 
“Are you the E.T.I.’s?!” Her voice trembles when she speaks. 


Jessica instinctively squints. “The what?” 


“The E.T.I.’s!” The woman repeats louder, looking behind and around them in a paranoid 
way. “The Extra-Terrestrial Investigators!” 


“You hired alien investigators?” She asks, trying to understand what was happening. 


“Yes! I called yesterday!” Glancing at her watch, she adds, “You’re early.” Before they say 
anything more, she opens the door wider and motions for them to come in. 


As they step inside, Jessica utters, “Yeah... that’s definitely us...” She shrugs at her 
partner, deciding to just roll with it. 


After Kilgrave pretended to be her husband, they stopped with the ‘old way’ and just went 
back to the quick way. But this woman just openly invited two strangers into her home with 
absolutely no evidence that they were who she thought they were. There was actually more 
evidence against them being the ‘E.T.I.’s’ that she was waiting for. 


The white-haired woman shuffles into the dining room with them behind her. “Do... do 
you want to see some of his stuff? Like his room... or —” 


“Why don’t you start by telling us what exactly it is that you want investigated?” Jessica 
stops her, choosing to sit down at the table. 


“Oh.” She looks at her, then the man who sat next to her. “I gave a description over the 
phone to —” 


“We need to hear it again.” Kilgrave doesn’t miss a beat, giving a friendly smile. 


Nodding, the hostess sits across from them, seeming eager to talk and tell her story again, 
and grateful that someone would listen to her. “It’s my husband. Brian. He disappeared a few 
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weeks ago for a number of days and when he came back, he was different. He couldn’t 
explain to me where he had been or why he left and... and he barely talks anymore! He 
doesn’t smile or laugh or enjoy anything!” Leaning forward, Mrs. Shaffer whispers, making 
her eyes even wider, “I’m convinced... I know he was abducted by aliens and replaced! 
With... with a body-snatcher or... or a shape-shifting Chitauri!” 


Jessica stares back at her, hoping that her thoughts weren’t reflected in her expression. 
“Right... and where’s your husband now?” 


“He’s at work.” Leaning back again, she nods with confidence. “He doesn’t get back until 
six so we have time.” 


“What does he do for a living?” Kilgrave asks before his partner could. 
“He’s a pediatrician. And I —” 


Jessica cuts in again. “You said you think he’s an alien now. What makes you think that, as 
opposed to him cheating on you? Or having a midlife crisis? Or a gambling problem?” 


The questions appeared to offend Mrs. Shaffer by the way she practically scoffs. “No! This 
is different! It’s not just not talking to me... it’s other... weird stuff!” 


“Like what?” Jessica presses. 


Desperate for evidence in her favor, she nearly jumps at something she remembers. “Oh! 
Oh! Like... like sometimes, I’ll find him just staring off into nothing! But he’ll be... like 
twitching! A lot! Then I’ll say something to him and it’lI just stop! Just like that!” 


This was information that they hadn’t gotten from anyone else before. They were so used 
to questioning the actual person that they never talked to the people that lived with them to 
get another perspective. But looking at this woman, Jessica was confident that there was more 
to be learned, she just needed to get it out. 


“Twitching?” Jessica laughs condescendingly. ‘Ma’am, why are you wasting our time?’ 
Back in acting mode, she stands up and slams her palm down on the table. “We missed an 
appointment to see a man who has real scars from being probed for this?!” Disapprovingly, 
she shakes her head and grabs Kilgrave by the hand. “Let’s get out of here.” 


Kilgrave holds in a smirk and stands up after her, getting ready to leave. 


“Wait! No!” Mrs. Shaffer leaps out of her seat to stop them from going. ‘I have more 
proof! Look!’ She scrambles to retrieve her phone from her pocket, unlocking it with haste. 
“Look, look.” Turning her phone around, she shows them a picture. “There’s a piece of wood 
that’s sticking up on our dresser that he accidentally cut himself on last week. I took this just 
after it happened!” 


The image she was showing was of a man’s arm with a jagged cut on it. But under the 
small red river of blood, the edges of the cut weren’t the color of his flesh. The outside was 
more of a clouded dark grey with a veiny pattern spreading outwards until if faded back out 
into tan. 


The woman waves the phone in their faces, trying to shake a reaction. “See that! That there 
isn’t normal for a human! I’m telling you!” 
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Even though it would have been easier to deem this woman partially insane, she was right 
after all. That was no normal cut. 


Nodding slightly, Jessica sits back down. “Go on.” 


In the afternoon, Jessica gets a notification on her phone. To make sure she continued to be 
aware of what was going on with Elijah Glitch, she had subscribed to his newsletter. 


From this point on, Elijah was the prime suspect in the investigation. Everyone they talked 
to yesterday said that they knew and liked Elijah. However, he was an extremely famous and 
popular figure and the chances of anyone not liking him were slim. Still, having given the 
same questions to everyone, Jessica found that almost the entire group had reported that they 
went to one of Glitch’s conventions only a few weeks before they went missing. Of course, as 
with everything, there were a few exceptions, but that didn’t stop her from connecting the 
dots. 


The email she received was a reminder about another event that was scheduled for later 
today. 


The short description read: ‘D.A.T.A. will be hosting a presentation and demonstration on 
new advancements in technology, with participating patients of the program.’ 


The presentation was to take place at the Grosvenor casino in the auditorium. They were 
scheduled to starts at 6pm sharp. This was another showing that was open to the public, but 
because of the venue, tickets were £60 each this time. The doors opened at 5:30 and 
tickets/seats were first come, first serve. 


Jessica grumbles to herself, reading it. In the few details that were given, it didn’t state 
whether or not Glitch would actually be there. Either way, as he and his entire company were 
technically under suspicion of kidnapping a fair amount of people, it didn’t seem practical to 
skip going. 


But £60 is pretty damn steep and if she went, Kilgrave would want to come, taking £120 
out of money that they should be using to help cover rent. Plus, if they were going to go, they 
would have to leave early, seeing as seats were going to fill up quickly. 


Hearing her grumble, Kilgrave peers up at her. “What is it?” 
“Did we make enough money this month to splurge at all?” She asks wearily. 
He shrugs in response. “I’d say so.” 


Even though she felt incredibly tired today, she wills herself to stand up. “Goddammit. 
Okay. Call any other client who was scheduled and tell them that we’re closed for the day.” 


Already getting his phone out, he follows her to the door, “Where are we going?” 


“Glitch’s company is hosting another open presentation. If these events are at all related to 
the way people are being taken, we need to be there.” 


Making a few quick calls, Kilgrave promptly follows her into a cab. 
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Upon arriving at the casino, Jessica slings her bag over her shoulder and marches up to the 
door. 


But his eyes widen and he grabs her arm, yanking her backwards. “What are you doing?” 
“Going inside!” She snaps, jerking her arm from his grasp. “What are you doing?” 

“The event is here?” He asks, tilting his head. 

“Yeah! What’s the problem?!” 


Seeing her genuinely annoyed expression, he realizes that she honestly can’t see the issue 
with them going in right now. Therefore, he starts to laugh. “Jessica. You are absolutely 
gorgeous. But if you walk in there, dressed like that, you’re going to stick out like a fly on a 
wedding cake.” 


Processing that, she furrows her eyebrows and looks at the people going inside. The only 
things she saw were dresses and suits. After a moment, she responds with, “So?” But saying 
that out loud, she already knows the answer. 


“As a private investigator, searching for information, do you really want to stand out in a 
crowd?” 


Now, she as just annoyed that he was right more than anything. “Well, you’re not exactly 
up to par anymore either.” 


He frowns. True, T-shirts and jeans weren’t the three-piece suits he was used to. “Fair 
enough. I have an idea.” 


“Tickets to get in are expensive enough. We can’t afford this.” Jessica insists, although she 
was already following him into the pricey clothing store across the street. 


Instead of responding, he starts to lead the way. 


It took him less than five minutes to find an entire suit and tie that he was confident would 
fit. Over years of adulthood, he got pretty good at simply eyeing things and being able to tell. 


“Why can’t you wear the suit you already have?” It was Jessica’s tur to do the 
complaining, miserably trailing behind him. 


“Tt hasn’t been dry cleaned, and we don’t have time for that.” He states bluntly. 


Moving on, it was time to get her a dress. Already knowing how this would go, she huffs, 
“Just hurry up so we can get out of here.” 


Smirking, he shakes his head at her. His eyes stay on the racks as he sifts through the 
clothes to find something that would suit her. “Patience, darling.” 


This was a rare moment that their past together actually came in handy. He had far more 
knowledge about what the proper attire would be, so for once, she let him take the lead. When 
she was under his control before, he had picked every single dress and outfit that she would 
ever wear. He had over a years worth of experience. If there was one person in the whole 
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world that was going to know what looked the best on her and her exact size, it was going to 
be Kilgrave. 


He took a bit more time with this. It all came down to three different dresses and a 
standard pair of black heels. Each dress was unique to the others and holding it up to her, he 
was undecided about which was best. 


“You’re going to have to try these on.” They were already near the fitting rooms so he 
hands everything to her. 


“What? No! I’ll just wear... this one.” Grimacing, she nods at the dress in her arms that 
was on top. 


“Jessica.” He scolds, raising his eyebrow. “I need to see them on you. Do you want to look 
good or not?” 


“For fuck’s sake.” Tightly clutching the clothes, she growls, making her way to one of the 
empty changing stalls. 


When she’s behind the wooden door and out of sight, he smiles to himself and sits on an 
ottoman across from her room, waiting for her to come back out. 


The first dress she displayed for him was long and red, designed to have one side be 
shorter than the other. Seeing it now, he decides it’s too bold for the occasion. 


“Nope.” He waves his hand, sending her back into the stall. “Next.” 
Her muscles tense and she rolls her eyes, but she does as he says anyway. 


The second was short and black. Skin tight around her breasts and waist, then flared out 
below her hips. While it made the temperature of his body rise, but it still wasn’t right for this 
outing. 


He has to control his breathing as he decides, “No, take it off.” 
Again, her eyes roll but she goes back for the last dress. 


This one was a dark blue/indigo color that came just past her knee. It wrapped around her 
body like a flawlessly fitted silk blanket. Sure, it looked good on the hanger, but it was 
immaculate on her. 


Kilgrave’s mouth hangs open slightly as he looks at her, his expression forcing her to look 
away. 


Slowly, he mutters, “Turn around for me...” 
She scoffs. “I’m not going to spin for you!” 


Instead of telling her again, he simply stands up and walks around her. He can feel blood 
rushing down his body as he gets a 360 view of her, trying not to let his eyes indicate what 
he’s thinking. Stopping in front of her, he says as relaxed as possible, “It’s perfect.” 


“Great.” She responds with a dull tone, turning back around. Ready to take it off (even 
though she would have to put it back on shortly), she starts to unzip it herself and goes back 
into the fitting room. 
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Before he can stop himself, he acts impulsively and moves as his body desires. 
Just as she was about to close the door, he forces it open and steps inside with her. 


As he locks the door behind him, she turns to glare at him. “What the fuck are you 
doing?!” 


“Using my allowance.” He breathes, immediately cupping her cheeks to lean down and 
kiss her hard. 


Even as his timing was horrendous and he caught her off guard, her eyes shut when his 
tongue enters her mouth. Her hands that were unzipping her dress reach out and grab him by 
the shirt, leaving her dress to fall to the floor as she kisses him back. 


When he doesn’t stop, she doesn’t either, but she snarls between kisses, “You choose 
now?!” 


Breathlessly, he laughs and pushes her back into the wall. “You’re so bloody hot.” His 
voice is particularly husky as he pulls his lips from hers, kissing down the side of her neck. 


With the pressure on her hips and his tongue on her throat, she does her best not to gasp. 
Not only were they still very much in public and there was a woman changing on the other 
side of the thin wall that she was up against, but this wasn’t the agreement. “I said one kiss!” 
She whispers harshly, still not stopping him. 


To this, he says nothing and just smiles, his hand stroking her bare stomach. 


It’s now that she can feel the muscles between her legs start to contract. Without thought, 
she pulls his body closer to her, allowing her hips to grind against his. As his eyes light up, he 
kisses her again, groaning into her mouth. His hand works its way between them and slips 
down the front of her panties. But she snatches his wrist and pulls it back out, growling. 


For a second, he fears he’s gone too far, but loses that thought when he observes her 
tearing open his belt. It had been a solid two weeks now since they were last sexual together, 
and the desperation was becoming unbearable. The animalistic drive that Kilgrave was 
witnessing was extraordinarily beautiful and he bites down on his lower lip when she stops 
kissing him. Holding in every noise he wanted to make, he watches as she eagerly unbuttons 
his jeans. 


Just before she shoves his pants off, she stops herself from going on autopilot, her mind 
suddenly racing. 


But he was prepared for this, already having an idea of what was running through her 
head. So that they wouldn’t slow down for a beat, he hurriedly pulls a pack of condoms from 
his back pocket and tears it open with his teeth. 


“When did you —” She starts, but he was already explaining. 
“T got them when you sent me out the other day.” Her expression causes him to grin. 


“You’re such an asshole!” She nearly yells before catching herself, in constant need of a 
reminder as to where they were. 
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“Live a little, Jessica.” He repeats what he said only yesterday. His anxiousness shows as 
he pushes his pants down, releasing his hard cock. 


“We're in public!” A hot chill shoots down her spine as she glances at the closed door. 
“T’m aware.” With uneven breathing, he rolls the condom down his length. 


Everything had moved too quickly, as it always seemed to with the two of them. Nothing 
ever went as planned. But Jessica was serious about her choosing the time and place that they 
would next have sex. If the were going to do this, it would be because she initiated it. Nothing 
else. All in or they stop right now. She refused to be dragged along on Kilgrave’s ridiculous 
sexual cravings. 


Having to make a quick decision, she convinces herself that just this once, she deserved 
this. To break free from restricting herself and indulge in something. 


“Goddamn...” So that she wouldn’t change her mind, she keeps herself on the wall and 
moves as fast as possible, pushing her underwear down just enough to get him inside of her. 


They both have to stop in that position to try and silently absorb their cries of pleasure. 
Kilgrave lays his head on her shoulder and whimpers, while Jessica bites down on her tongue, 
clinging to the back of his shirt. 


“Jesus.” He lets out a whiny breath, his hand slipping under her thigh. “You’re tighter than 
I remember.” There’s a hint of playfulness in his tone as he shifts to position himself properly. 


“Shut up.” She whispers back, letting her leg stay up at his side. When he moves under 
her, she gasps quietly. “I can’t believe we’re...” 


“Thrilling, isn’t it?” Knowing that we could be caught any second. “His lips press against 
her collarbone just before he starts the rhythmic movement of thrusting into her. His hand 
grips her leg, the other on her waist. 


“Just shut up. Shut up and fuck me.” She whisper-yells, attempting not to let a moan 
escape her lips. 


As he does as she says, she reaches behind her and grabs the hooks on the wall above her 
head. With the up and down motion of her body, she squeezes the metal rods that start to warp 
because of her hold. 


Panting, she glances down at him, watching the way his tongue caresses the tops of her 
breasts. “Holy shit...” 


His lips reach the edge of her bra, where he fiercely sucks at her skin, determined to leave 
a trail of purple hickies across her chest. With every forceful movement of his hips, he softly 
groans, eventually letting out, “God, I love you.” He wasn’t expecting a response. It was more 
a declaration for her to hear that he wasn’t ashamed of in the least. 


Despite the position they were in, she still manages to roll her eyes. Letting one of her 
hands down, she grabs a handful of his hair and forces his head back, only to kiss him again. 
With his mouth back on hers, the pace of his thrusts quicken, bringing them both close to the 
edge of release. 
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As the yearning to orgasm becomes stronger, Jessica whines with her breath on his lips, 
“Harder.” 


He does his best to accommodate for her, making his thrusts more firm and rigid. In doing 
so, he can feel his stomach tightening. 


But she needed more. “Harder, Kilgrave.” 


Her needs were less of his concern as he was beginning to unravel. “I’m gonna come...” 
He warns with a whisper, laying his head back on her shoulder. 


Allowing him to finish without her was utterly unacceptable. Pushing her leg down, she 
grabs his shirt and spins him around, unintentionally slamming his back into the wall. She 
doesn’t seem to care as she was concentrated on getting herself to the breaking point, no 
matter the cost. Taking control, she bucks against him, going up on her toes. She refused to be 
gentle, and when she achieves the amount of friction she wanted, her eyes screw shut. 


“Fuck.” She whimpers, biting his collar. 


The instant his back his back was against the wall, he was ejaculating into the thin, wet 
rubber. The noises he makes are similar to those of a wounded puppy as he was trying 
frantically hard not to be loud. 


Her hand wrings the life out of his shirt as she hits her climax, seconds after him. Her 
mouth opens but makes no sound except for a weak croak of satisfaction. Only when it’s over 
and the post-sex exhaustion starts to settle in, do they both realize that even though they made 
a tremendous effort to stay quiet, they hadn’t really achieved that goal. 


It was all the more evident when they hear someone banging on the door. 


Author’s note: 


Now, this was a proper sex scene! No non-con, just a couple of business partners having 
casual, consensual sex in a public store! What more can you ask for?! :) For my sake (and 
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54. Sore Winner 


Chapter Fifty-Four: Sore Winner 
(Still) Day Ninety-Six: 
“Oh, come on, Jessie. It really wasn’t that bad.” 


Thirty minutes had passed now since security busted them for having sex in the store. It 
took Kilgrave ‘convincing’ the guards that it wasn’t an issue for them to leave without being 
arrested and put on the sex offenders list. Jessica still insisted that they pay for the clothes, 
however, leaving a dent in their wallets. 


Having changed into their new clothes, they were headed back to the casino. But thirty 
minutes wasn’t nearly enough time for Jessica to become untraumatized by it. 


She hadn’t said anything or really even looked at him yet, causing him to chuckle light- 
heartedly. “Surely that wasn’t the first time you’ve had sex in public.” 


Now, she snaps at him, coming up to the door. “It was the first time I’ve been caught!” Her 
face stays red as she groans because of how uncomfortable she was in heels. 


“You’re being overdramatic.” Entering, he hooks his arm around hers. “It wasn’t a bad 
experience in my opinion. I’ve certainly had worse.” Pride was practically glistening off him 
as he had her by his side. 


Being in such fine clothes with her, they truly were a stunning couple. 
“T hate you.” She grumbles, allowing his arm to stay. 
“No, you don’t.” He beams confidently. 


When they’re inside, they make their way to the back where they auditorium was and to 
the booth by the door. After buying two tickets, Jessica walks them back to the end of the line 
that was already forming. By the time the doors opened at 5:30, there had to be close to a 
thousand people filing in. They got a fairly good seat close to the front. 


Right at six, the lights go down. There’s a woman who does about a fifteen-minute 
introduction and description of the company and what they’d be showing. When she exits, a 
young man replaces her, dressed in more casual attire. 


“Good afternoon ladies and gentlemen.” The crowd cheers as if they already know who 
this is. He smiles and waves as he waits to go on. “My name is Sage Salazar and I’ ll be taking 
you through the rest of the demonstration tonight.” 


The technology that they started with was a small hand-held device designed to help the 
deaf navigate through life. It was about the same size as a smartphone, but slightly bigger. 
The tech was wirelessly connected to the projector on stage, so everything that came up on 
the device was shown to the audience. 
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Sage explained it this way, “This is what we call a mobile intelligent deaf assistant, or 
MIDA for short. Mida is able to distinguish between over one hundred thousand different 
sounds, and communicate that back to the owner. She can even be calibrated to detect from a 
hundred meters away.” 


Holding Mida in his hand, Sage hits the on switch and almost instantly, the projector 
behind him displays, ‘Hello. Iam Mida. How can I assist you?’ 


“To start,” Sage goes on, ‘I’m going to give her a few settings. For the deaf-mute, there is 
a keyboard option, but for tonight’s demonstration, I will be giving audio commands.’ To the 
device, he says, “Mida,” A small loading circle appears at the bottom of the screen to show 
that she’s waiting for an order, “detect sounds from the maximum distance.” 


In response, the device reads, ‘Registered. Now detecting sounds from 100 meters.’ 
“To have her begin displaying sounds, simply say or type, ‘Mida, start listening’.” 
The loading circle returns before a response is given. ‘Okay. I’m listening.’ 

“Now, you’ ll see that she will write out everything I say from this point forward.” 


The moment Sage starts to speak, the screen reflects his words without missing a beat. 
’>[Unknown male voice]: “Now, you’ll see that she will write out everything I say from this 
point forward.”’ 


The entire room watches in awe before applause bursts out. 


Below what the presenter had said, Mida shows, ’(Indistinct murmurs), (Applause from ~ 
2,000 people)’ 


After seeing this, the audience can’t help but applaud again, shocked by the accuracy. 
Sage laughs, thanking everyone for the enthusiasm. 
?(Laughter from unknown male)’ 


“That was just a little taste of what she can do. Next, I’d like to show you how to code 
your voice.” Mida continues writing out what he says as he goes on. ‘Do you see how she 
reads my voice as ‘unknown male’? Well, by having her code your voice, she will always be 
able to tell when you’re speaking and she’|l display your name instead of ‘unknown’. To do 
this, say, ‘Mida’,’ She stops showing what he was saying and the loading circle appears, 
““code my voice.”” 

‘Okay. Please speak the letters of your name.’ 

“S-A-G-E? 

Thank you, Sage. Please repeat the following sentence out loud, “The quick brown fox 
jumps over the lazy dog.”’ 


Laughing again, Sage turns to the audience and explains. “When the device is set to 
English, she will ask you to say this sentence because it has every letter of the alphabet in it 
and it’s the quickest way for her to trace your speech patterns.” The room laughs with him 
before he says, “The quick brown fox jumps over the lazy dog.” 
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‘Okay, Sage. Your voice is registered. ’ 


“Mida, start listening.” The presenter switches her function back, then goes on. “And now, 
you’ll see that whenever I talk, my name is showed.” 


’[Sage]: “And now, you’ll see that whenever I talk, my name is showed.”, (Applause from 
= 2,000 people)’ 


Next, a few people join him on stage. He had two women have a normal conversation 
together while Mida lists them as ’[Unknown female voice 1]’ and ’[Unknown female voice 
2]’. The device is able to flawlessly keep up with everything said and correctly identify who 
was speaking. He even had one of the women tell Mida to stop displaying their voice. In 
doing this, only the other woman’s words appeared on screen. This feature was so that the 
owner wouldn’t have to see everything they were saying if they didn’t want to. 


Later, a table of miscellaneous items is brought out to test Mida’s knowledge. As was 
hoped, she correctly identified every last sound that was given. ’(Paper ripping), (Glass 
breaking), (Water splashing), (Electronic fan), (Violin music)’ and so on. 


Mr. Salazar goes on to show how she was even able to write in other languages as they 
were spoken, translate back to English and vise versa. 


There were a handful of other features and settings that he went through and once he was 
done with Mida, he presents a couple more pieces of technology to go with it. 


Once he’s done, he explains, “I am proud to say that all of these devices will be available 
to the public at the end of next week. Currently, Elijah, the board, and I are working with 
several different insurance agencies so that healthcare providers can pay for a significant 
amount of the costs and it will be more affordable for the deaf and hard of hearing.” He holds 
for the clapping that follows. “Before I go, I’d like to remind everyone that at each exit, there 
is a sign-up sheet where you can write your name to get more information on our program, 
and in addition, your name will be entered in a raffle to win a new holographic capable 
television. And with that, I’d like to thank you again for coming today. Remember, if you 
chase perfection, you’1l —” 


The moment he motions to the audience, almost everyone shouts at the same time, 
“capture excellence!” The unison chant is followed by a magnificent standing ovation. 


The yelling only seems to startle Jessica and Kilgrave as they stay in their seats and watch 
Sage smile as he exits the stage. 


After he leaves, the screen projector on stage lights up, reading, ‘D.A.T.A. Chasing 
perfection, capturing excellence. In engineering and in life. Since 2004.’ 


As the room starts to clear, the two stay in their seats and Kilgrave frowns. The 
presentation appeared to have given them no useful information. “That was pointless.” 


Jessica would have agreed with him, except for one of the last things that was said. 
“Look...” She mutters, nodding at the mob of people headed for the door. 


“What about it?” 


The line to exit moves insanely slow as nearly everyone was stopping to write their names 
down for the raffle. 
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“Do you think there’s a signup sheet at every event they have?” Jessica asks in more of a 
rhetorical way, keeping her gaze on the door. 


Kilgrave tilts his head to the side, following her train of thought. “You think that’s how 
people are chosen that go missing?” 


“Tt would make sense.” She shrugs, folding her arms over her chest. ‘Almost everyone said 
that they had been to one of these demonstrations of some kind a few weeks before they went 
missing. So they show up, write their names down, and less than a month later, they 
disappear.’ Pausing, she turns to look at him. “Have you figured out what they all have in 
common yet? Besides Glitch?” 


Instead of trying to guess, he asks promptly, “What?” 


She rolls her eyes at his lack of effort but tells him anyway. “They’re smart.” Seeing him 
think about it, she goes on. “Did you notice that all the kids were either straight A students or 
top of their class in some way or another? There were no average students and certainly no 
idiots or kids that ever failed a class. As for the adults, they were all intelligent people with 
white or even gold collar jobs. Nothing with manual labor. Nothing that didn’t require some 
type of higher education.” 


All of what she said was true, but that still didn’t explain why or how they were victims. 
“Okay, only smart people are at risk of going missing. Why?” 


“T haven’t gotten that far yet.” Sighing, she waits until almost the entire place was vacant 
before she stands. With Kilgrave behind her, she makes her way to the side of each door 
where all the signup sheets were. Because of how many people attended, it took a few 
minutes, but she took pictures of every single page. If her theory was right, then one person 
on this list would go missing within the month. 


Once she’s finished, she leaves the auditorium and heads back for the front door of the 
casino. “Let’s go home.” 


“Wait.” Kilgrave snatches her hand and pulls her to a halt, his eyes scanning her up and 
down in an obvious way. “We didn’t just get these clothes to go to a meaningless presentation 
and then leave.” 


She scowls at him. “That’s exactly what we did.” 


“We're already here, we might as well have some fun.” A smile comes across his face as 
he proposes the idea. “I canceled all our other appointments today, so it’s not like we need to 
be rushing back to anything.” 


It looked as though she was considering it, but still shakes her head. “Do you know how 
much we spent today? We’re going to go broke when you lose all our money gambling.” 


“When I lose all our money?” He laughs, keeping her hand. ‘You mean when you lose.’ 
Seeing a familiar look in her eyes, his grin widens. “We can make minimum bets and you 
don’t even have to play if you don’t want to.” By her expression, he could tell he was getting 
to her, and therefore he jumps on the opportunity before it could slip away. “You won’t regret 
this.” He gleams, pulling her towards the tables. 
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Despite her groan, she doesn’t overpower him. It was true they had nothing else to do and 
watching Kilgrave fail could be entertaining. 


Coming up to a game of craps, they watch until he exchanges some cash for chips. 
Initially, he makes a few clever bets and doubles his money before he gets a chance to be the 
shooter. 


The rules of craps were fairly complicated, but it all really boiled down to the pair of dice 
that the single shooter got to roll. Certain numbers make certain people win. 


With the die in his hand, Kilgrave turns to Jessica, “If I roll a nine, we win.” He lowers his 
voice to ask salaciously, “Blow for good luck?” He holds his hand in front of her, waiting for 
her blessing. 


Giving him a look of disgust, she shoves his hand away from her, forcing him to let go of 
the die and roll accidentally. In spite of the forceful hand, he managed to land a six and a 
three. The supporting group who bet on that point rejoices. 


In response to his victory, he turns back to her, running his tongue over his lips. 
“Congratulate me with a kiss?” 


“Why do you think I’m going to do any of these ridiculous things you’re asking?” 


“You didn’t seem to mind earlier.” Getting another idea, he slides his winnings towards 
him as he says, “How about we make a few friendly wagers between ourselves?” 


Only because he was acting like such a smug asshole did it make her want to crush him 
with something painful and humiliating. “Alright.” 


“Really?” More than delighted that she was going to play along, he wraps his arm around 
her waist. “Wanna try your luck again at blackjack?” 


She looks down at his hand on her hip and raises her eyebrow. “Whatever. Don’t cry when 
you lose.” 


He laughs, leading her to a table with a few empty seats. As he splits a fair amount of 
chips for each of them, he inquires, “Your conditions are?” 


It didn’t take her long to think of what she wanted him to do if he lost. Not only was it 
something that would be amusing to witness, but to would also make him miserable. “If you 
lose —” 


“Oh no, I’m not going to fall for my own trick.” He cuts in, catching her wording. “I 
haven’t forgotten and neither have you.” 


It wasn’t likely that he would’ve fallen for that, but it was worth a shot anyway. “Fine. If I 
win you have to duct tape your mouth shut for an entire day.” 


His eyes widen. “What?” 


“J mean, you can take it off to eat and drink, but the point is, you can’t talk at all for 
twenty-four hours. And you have to do it sometime this week.” 


The thought makes him shift, clearly showing how uncomfortable it made him. 
Nevertheless, he doesn’t protest. “Okay. And if I win, you have to fuck me in the bathroom 
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before we leave.” 
Her face instantly twists into a grimace. “Are you insane?!” 


This only makes him smile. “I have extra.” Reaching behind him, he pulls another pack of 
condoms from his pocket and flashes it at her. “I’d love to go round two with you.” 


“[’m not going to agree to that! Sure, this game is about strategy, but most of it is just 
dumb fucking luck. I’d rather not take those chances.” 


“And you think I want to not be able to talk for an entire day? Jessica, I haven’t gone a 
single day of my life since I got these powers without giving a command. Besides, when I 
win, I have a feeling you’re going to like the terms of this agreement.” 


Her desire to have a silent day with him was the only thing that would make her give in. 
“You realize that there’s no going back if you agree to this, right?” 


“Do you realize that?” Biting back his smile, he reaches across the table. “Deal?” 
Hesitating for a mere second, she reaches back and shakes his hand. “Deal.” 


When it’s official, they both turn to the table and wait for the round to start. The other 
strangers that were playing were oblivious to the intensity of the couple. 


At the end of their first game and all the cards are revealed, the two of them both lost to 
someone with a close twenty. 


So they went again. 


This time in the reveal, Kilgrave quickly sighs as he had gone one over. Jessica, however, 
begins to smile as she takes the entire table with a perfect twenty-one. 


Drawing in her chips, she looks at Kilgrave’s distraught and mortified expression. Getting 
up from the table, she stands in front of him, envisioning him with duct tape over his mouth 
in delight. “When would you like to take your punishment? You could just do it tomorrow 
and get it over with.” 


“Are you really going to make me do that?” It’s clear that he already knows the answer as 
he had begun to pout at her. 


“Of course!” She laughs at her own cruelty. 


He begged Jessica to go again with him at blackjack, but she was smart enough to quit 
while she was ahead. 


Still, they stayed longer as Kilgrave was eager to play roulette and take his mind off his 
loss for a bit. She didn’t mind just staying to watch as the waiters were constantly walking 
around with free drinks. 


Kilgrave makes a number of good bets with fifty-fifty chances by placing his chips on 
either red or black and nothing more specific than that. After a winning streak, he moves his 
bets to one number and leaves them there, no matter how damning the odds were. But he 
knew what he was doing. 
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The more he lost on this number, the more confident he was in his plan. 


Eventually, Jessica grunts. “Did you plan on continuously losing? If so, you’re doing a 
great job.” 


“What? You don’t think I can win with this number?” He smirks when she’s not looking at 
him. “How certain are you about that?” 


“Tt hasn’t been working so far, I don’t see why it will anytime soon.” Finish yet another 
glass of alcohol, she observes him lose the round again. 


“So if by some bizarre miracle, I won, what would you be willing to do to show you were 
wrong?” 


“Tf you won at this?” She told herself she wouldn’t be making any more bets with him, but 
pulling his leg was too good to pass up. With a decent amount of alcohol in her blood, she 
shrugs. “For such a crazy victory, I’d be willing to do something pretty crazy.” 


“How about, if I win in the next three rounds, you have to suck my dick within the week. 
To completion... and you have to swallow.” He adds, smiling again. This way, there was no 
real negative effect if he lost and he was able to get her to agree to another gamble after she 
said she was done. 


Instead of giving him a dirty look like she regularly would, she smirks back. “Yeah, sure. 
Kilgrave, if you win, I’ll suck your dick.” The way she spoke revealed how she knew the 
odds were in her favor. 


“Great.” 

This time, his heart races as he plays again. 
First loss. 

Second loss. 


On his last and final opportunity to fulfill one of his dreams, he pushes every single chip 
he had onto the board, going all in for the same number. Sixteen red. He figured he might as 
well go out with a bang. 


When the wheel starts to spin, he watches the ball with tense muscles. The numbers begin 
to slow and the ball clicks against the metal before it settles in the winning slot. 


“Sixteen red.” The dealer calls, splitting the chips appropriately to those who won. 


Kilgrave’s moment of shock rapidly morphs into an obnoxiously self-satisfied simper. 
“When would you like take your punishment? You could just do it tonight and get it over 
with.” 


“/I heard the presentation went well./” Elijah signs when he sees Sage stop into his work 
space. 


“/It did./” Sage responds, taking a seat across from him. 
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“/I wish I could’ve been there./’” When he signs, he lets out a heavy breath through his 
nose. “/We were supposed to find a way to speed up the process months ago, but I’m just as 
exhausted as I normally am. Our resources are going to waste because we aren’t anywhere 
near capacity like we should be.../” 


“/I understand./” He moves his chair closer and briefly lays his hand on Elijah’s knee to try 
and comfort him. “/We’ll figure something out eventually. But you can’t push yourself right 
now, and you can’t try and rush it. You know what happens when -/” 


“/I know./” Eli cuts in, signing with sharp movements. “/The doctors are supposed to be 
boosting my stamina but they’re not./” He looks into his friends eyes and frowns. “/I’m sorry. 
I’m just frustrated./” 


Sage nods, aware of how hard this was for him. “/It’s okay. We’re still making good 
progress./” 


“/I suppose so./” Elijah looks down at the tablet that Sage had come in with as it was now 
laying in his lap. “/Is that the update?/” 


“/Yes. Riley said she told you some of it already?/” 
“/Yes, but she said you wanted to explain the rest. What is it?/” 


Opening the main folder on the complicated piece of technology, he withdraws its 
contents. “/So you already know that facial recognition picked up Jewel as Jessica Campbell 
Jones from America?/” 


“/Right./” Eli sifts through the content with him and points out the ones he’s already seen. 
“/I’ve read through her background and the articles as well./” Re-looking over some of her 
history, he asks, “/But I’m having a hard time understanding. What else did you find on this 
man, Kill-grave?/” 


“/Well... there’s no real record of him, but it’s clear that she didn’t make him up./” 
Unzipping a compressed file, Sage hands it over. “/These are witness accounts of Kill-grave 
and a description of his alleged powers, along with the details of Hope Shlottman’s case./” 


Eli hums momentarily, recalling the mention of Hope. “/So Jones really was kidnapped a 
few months ago. How did she end up in London? And who is Hemlock?/” 


“/Exactly. You already know that we didn’t get any facial matches for him. But get this,/” 
Sage appeared to be excited about the information he was about to share, “/witness accounts 
of Kill-grave describe him as British, six feet tall, brown eyes, brown hair, and a five o’clock 
shadow./” 


Learning this, Elijah furrows his eyebrows. “/Hemlock?/” 


“/It sure sounds like him. I sent Alice and Leo to the states yesterday to check it out. Alice 
is going to see if she can get a professional sketch of his appearance and Leo is working on 
acquiring the CCTV footage from the dock that Jones and Kill-grave were last seen together 
on./” 


“/When do they get back?/” He questions, getting deeper into the mystery and more 
enticed by it. 
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“/Shouldn’t be more than a few days./” 


Attempting to work out the missing pieces in his head, he signs his thoughts, “/If that is 
him, Hemlock is an alias for an alias?/” 


“/I’'d say so./” Sage shrugs. “/Though, I’m not entirely sure why anyone would want to call 
themselves Kill-grave in the first place./” 


Eli nods in agreement. “/And if all of this is true, including the account of their powers, 
Kill-grave is a murderer. And he kidnapped Jones. Why would they be so at ease working 
together if that’s the case?/” 


“/Good question. My guess is he’s still controlling her and she only appears content./” 


A moment passes as Elijah thinks to himself. Eventually, a slight smile comes across his 
face. “/Thank you. This is good work./” Copying the folder, he sends it all to his main hard 
drive. “/One more thing. I need you to get a surveillance team to monitor them for a few days 
until we figure this out./” 


“/Of course./” Sage responds instantly, showing his fidelity. Still, he asks, “/There aren’t 
very many people in Project Eden that aren’t on assignment right now. Who would you 
suggest?/” 


Eli runs his hands through his hair as he thinks. “/Give Riley the rest of your 
responsibilities as manager. I want you heading this./” 


“/Me?/” He clarifies, unsure if he was the right choice for the job. 


“/I trust you more than anyone else, Sage. And if Jones and Hemlock are dangerous, I 
need someone immediate here that can handle themselves around them. That’s you./” Able to 
sense his friends doubt, he tags on the end, “/Just tell Riley to set up a conference call with 
me tomorrow and I’ll give her the details of the situation./” 


Sage smiles at the responsibility. “/Okay. I’ll notify her in the morning./” 


Author’s note: 


Throwback to chapter 15! Having Jessica and Kilgrave bet against each other is fun, so 
thanks for the request! 


Let me know what you think! More to come soon :) 
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55. Alpha and Omega 


Day Ninety-Seven: 
“Oh, shit.” Kilgrave curses only a few minutes after they had gotten out of bed. 


Neither of them were having a good morning to begin with, and what he was about to tell 
her would only make it worse. There was some type of medical generator running in one of 
the rooms on the floor below them. The machine was needed to keep one of the ill residents 
alive while they slept, as they had just returned from a long stay at the hospital. But the sound 
carried through the thin floors and it made it incredibly hard to sleep. They had no idea how 
long that generator would be running, but the thought of more repeated nights such as the last 
was horrifying. 


“What is it?” Jessica asks, stopping before she reaches the bathroom. 


He sighs, knowing what her reaction was going to be. Setting his phone down, he answers 
wearily, “Elena’s back.” 


“What?! When?!” She yells, dropping her clothes. 


Jessica had felt that they were forgetting something last night before they went to bed, but 
it didn’t occur to her until Kilgrave spoke. It made sense. Today was Thursday, so Elena 
would’ve had to come back by now to fit the pattern. They should’ve been better prepared for 
this. 


Her shouting makes him cringe. “Yesterday morning, apparently.” 
“Why didn’t you say that yesterday?!” She snaps, throwing her clothes on in a hurry. 


“Samuel just called an hour ago and left a message!” He responds defensively, starting to 
get dressed as well. 


Having to skip her shower, she grumbles, “I told that dipshit to call immediately.” 


By the time he got his trousers on, she was practically halfway out the door. “Why are we 
in such a rush if she’s gonna be just like the others?” 


“Because this time, we need to be looking for evidence of how she got there.” Jessica 
continues to curse all the way to Samuel’s place. 


When they arrive, she doesn’t bother knocking and Kilgrave can’t even get a command in 
before she’s breaking the lock on the door. 


Samuel, as anxious and disheveled as ever, was slumped down on the sofa, with tears in 
his eyes, violently shaking. That didn’t make Jessica have any sympathy for him though. 


“Why didn’t you call yesterday?!” She growls, taking an aggressive pose in front him. 
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His eyes widen at the fact that she had barged in, too startled to give a proper reaction, 
before Kilgrave steps in. 


The fact that she might try and get physical with their ex-client because of her mood, 
occurred to him rather quickly. “Jessica...” He says as calmly as possible. “Relax.” 


She turns to look at her partner, sneering at him. 


Still, having her silent for a moment gives him the opportunity to question Samuel. “Tell 
us, when did find that Elena was back?” 


He snivels as he responds, “Y-yesterday. I woke up at eight... like, like I usually do. And 
she was in bed next to me...” 


“What time did you go to sleep?” 
“Late... I don’t know... close to midnight.” 


“You didn’t feel her get in bed with you?” Jessica asks this time, having taken a deep 
breath. 


“No...” Samuel mutters, nervously. 
This time, she barks like she wanted to in the first place. “Why didn’t you call us?!” 


Her voice makes him practically vibrate in his seat. “I-I don’t know! She... she’s not 
herself and I just... I freaked out!” 


Rolling her eyes, she questions, “Where is she?” 
“The... the kitchen.” 


Taking Kilgrave’s hand, she drags him behind her to the kitchen when Elena was. She was 
mindlessly grabbing a box of food off the shelf, and the blank look on her face didn’t phase 
either one of the P.I.’s anymore, as they had seen so much of it in the past few days. 


The woman in question stays oblivious to their presence as Jessica says to him, “Tell her to 
stop moving.” 

“Don’t move.” He speaks without question. 

When Elena freezes, Jessica picks up the first sharp object she can find, which is a small 


kitchen knife. Kilgrave watches carefully but doesn’t object as his partner takes Elena’s hand 
and lightly presses the edge of the knife to her skin. 


Elena shows no sign of pain whatsoever. Not that that was what Jessica was watching for 
anyway. 
Instead, she looks down at the small cut. Sure enough, the flesh that was torn open 


instantly developed a dark grey pattern. The way it faded back out was identical to the way 
Brian’s skin looked in the picture his wife showed. 


Having seen this and knowing that Elena had been to one of Glitch’s conventions, there 
was really no point in questioning her like they had the others. They would get the same 
answers anyway. 
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Dropping the knife, Jessica turns back around and makes for the exits “Let’s go.” 


Kilgrave gets ready to follow her, but stops himself just before they’re completely gone. 
“You can move again!” He shouts to Elena, just as he closes the door. 


It was clear that Jessica was in her thinking phase. The part where she comes up with a 
plan and doesn’t bother telling him. That look in her eyes was very familiar now. 


“What is it?” He sighs out, still trailing behind as they leave the building. 
“Elena would’ve had to come back between midnight and eight a.m.” 
“Right. And?” 


She abruptly stops on the sidewalk directly in front of the entrance way. “So. No one 
remembers what they did when they were gone. Well, they don’t have to for us to find out.” 


Finally cutting the cryptic bullshit, she clues him in by nodding up at the corner of the 
building adjacent to where they were. There was an old, but functioning CCTV camera 
perched above them. 


Kilgrave grins a bit. This wasn’t the first time he had used other people’s equipment to 
watch someone... Therefore, he takes the lead on this. 


“Perfect.” Reaching to his side, he takes her hand and pulls her along as they go to hunt 
down the owner. 


Jessica’s eyelids begin to droop and she can’t help but yawn. “Jesus.” She mutters, her 
eyes needing a break from the screen. 


They had combed through hours of pixelated footage now. Even as it was sped up, it was 
still taking too goddamn long. They were nearing eight a.m. on the recording and no one who 
looked remotely like Elena was seen entering the building. 


When they pass it, Jessica growls through her teeth. “Fuck. We must have missed 
something.” Turning to look at Kilgrave, she finds that he had nodded off, his head hanging 
as he leaned back in his chair. While she couldn’t blame him, she still snaps, ‘Kilgrave!’ Both 
him and the security officer, who was instructed to stay seated, jolt awake. His expression just 
makes her roll her eyes. “We need to go through it again.” 


“What?! No, no. This isn’t necessary.” He grumbles in a tired voice. 


“Yes. It is. If she was unconscious or something, then someone must have brought her in! 
We need to see how she got here.” 


“Well, if someone was bringing an unconscious body into a building in the middle of the 
night, I doubt they’d be taking the front entrance.” He protests, wishing they could do 
something else. 


Interestingly enough, that made sense. “You’re right. We need to see if anyone has a 
camera near the back entrance.” She’s out of her seat in a heartbeat, leaving the monitor room 
to go back outside. 
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“No ~” Kilgrave whines, dragging himself to his feet to chase after her. “That’s not what I 
meant!” 


aK KEKE ar] epke eee 


Elijah was an incredibly busy man, and Sage couldn’t have one on one meeting with him 
all the time. Therefore, he continues to type the report that he began working on today. 


*I’m worried that Jones is more trouble than we previously thought. Though our team is 
still working on the identification of Hemlock, the fact that they are living as P.I.’s currently, 
could prove to be a problem for us. 


’Before I began my surveillance of them this morning, I checked the tech databases to see 
their history. The tech was used for less than a day before they went offline. The only uses of 
it, were for uploading a few unrelated pictures, and they had searched both Elena Danvers 
and Samuel O’Meara. 


’My thought is that Samuel hired them to find her. 


‘Eli, I am concerned about the confidentiality of our work. If they have gone offline, they 
have a reason to question you.’ 


Sage closes the note as he and a woman named Isabela park across the street from the 
apartment building that Jones and Hemlock were living in. 


“When will the room next to them be clear?” Sage asks his worker, gazing out the window. 


“Riley just sent them a generous offer. They should be gone before the end of the week.” 
She responds quickly. 


“Good.” For a moment, he glances down at his watch, then sighs. “For now, just —” He 
stops when he sees the two subjects leaving the building in a hurry. The instant they start to 
hail a cab, Sage is out of the car. “/Follow them./” He signs to her as he was out of earshot 
now. 


Isabela nods obediently and takes off behind the cab they got in. 


Sage, having been specifically trained for this sort of thing, is in their apartment in a 
moment’s notice. It’s not like their place was Fort Knox either. 


The first thing he does is get a good look around. With gloves on, of course, he searches 
through every cabinet, draw and obvious hiding spots for important evidence or information 
that they might have. But within the first five minutes of being there, it’s clear that the two 
subjects don’t really keep any personal items or memorabilia lying around. They were clean. 
Almost ridiculously clean. Meaning that they weren’t lying about just arriving in London not 
too long ago. 


Seeing that the equipment they were given was in the corner of the floor, he shakes his 
head and takes note of it. 


This first visit was simply to get a feel for their lifestyle. All the real, more heavy-duty 
surveillance would begin later. Heading this entire mission, Sage had told the second in 
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command that he would get her a list of needed items for the next time he came to their 
apartment. Standing in the middle of their place, he starts typing again. 


> Two wireless audio and visual sensors: one above the main desk, one in the bedroom. 
— One empty memory drive. 
— One wireless copy link: compatible with Microsoft. 


— Mobile fingerprint sweeper (three, or however many are needed to cover the entire 
apartment in an hour). 


— One high-frequency cellular field: to be set up on the telephone pole across the street. 
— One motion detector: for the front door. 

— One body signature sensor: for the front door. 

— One infrared heat scanner: for the front door. 

— One anomaly sensor: for the main area.’ 

That was the majority of what he could think of right now, so he exits out again. 


As there wasn’t much else to see, he gets ready to talk to Isabela and get news on their 
whereabouts. The device that they communicated on was always open and worked like a 
walkie-talkie, but it was far more sophisticated, and the device didn’t have an external 
speaker on it. Every sound that went through went straight into earpieces that everyone on the 
team had. With his fingerprint as the activation button for him to be heard on the other end, he 
puts his thumb on the small screen and says into it, “Monitor 3, subject update.” 


“Alpha, the subjects have recently left the apartment complex that Elena is resident in.” 
Her voice sounded somewhat worried but also curious. 


Sage tries not to grind his teeth as he orders, “Monitor 3, repeat update.” 


There’s a slight delay before she’s heard again. “Alpha, the subjects have left Elena’s 
apartment complex.” 


Closing his eyes, he takes a deep breath before proceeding. “Monitor 3, how long were 
they inside?” 


“Only a minute, Alpha.” 
“Monitor 3, where are they now?” 


“Alpha, they’ve entered a convenient store adjacent to the complex. I believe they plan to 
try and gain access to security footage.” 


This, at least, wasn’t bad news. There was not a chance in hell they would find anything 
there. Taking a minute to think, Sage puts his thumb back against the screen. “Oversight, are 
you on?” 


There’s a gap of silence before Riley’s soft voice is heard. “Alpha, this is Oversight.” 


Just hearing her manages to calm him considerably. “Oversight, where is Omega?” 
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“Alpha, he’s still in with the board.” 


“Okay, Oversight. I’m sending my notes to Omega now. I’ll copy you and send my 
requirements to you separately. I’d like you to go over it with him immediately after he’s 
done with the meeting.” 


“Alpha, your message is received.” 


Sage takes one last look around before turning to his phone to tag the position of Isabela. 
“Monitor 3, I have your location. I’m coming to you now.” 


“Why does it smell like that in here?” Jessica furrows her eyebrows, swinging the 
apartment door shut behind them. 


“Like what?” Kilgrave huffs, flopping down on the sofa the instant he was inside. 


“Like a mint and a flower had sex.” She complains and sits down behind the desk, feeling 
incredibly tired, although it was still barely afternoon. 


He shrugs in a docile way, his eyes closing as he slowly becomes horizontal on the couch. 
After an unsuccessful viewing of footage for a handful of hours, he was beyond exhausted. 


Seeing him start to fall asleep makes her want to doze off too. “Stop it. We still have stuff 
to do.” 


“Like what?” He mutters again. 


“We need to figure out who disappeared today, so we can actually try and find them before 
they come back all fucked up.” Opening her laptop, her hands move slowly as her body was 
protesting against the lack of rest. 


Kilgrave opens his eyes now and sits up to look at her. His voice is sheepishly quiet as he 
requests, “Come to bed with me, Jessica.” 


She scoffs, blinking a few times to clear her blurry vision of the screen. “It’s the middle of 
the day.” 


“And? Do you hear that?” He cups his ear and looks around expectantly before giving up 
his meaning. “That dreadful machine isn’t running. It’s quiet. Let’s take advantage of it.” 


“No, Kilgrave.” Despite how her voice sounded strong, her body was giving an entirely 
different message. 


He smiles softly. “A midday nap never killed anyone.” Standing up, he walks over to the 
desk, closes her laptop and takes her hand. “Come on.” 


“No, seriously.” She mumbles, feebly pulling her hand back. 


“Shh...” He purrs, pulling her to her feet with ease. It was similar to the way she acted 
when she was sick, and it was clear that she wanted to sleep. She just didn’t want to say it, 
especially considering he suggested it. It really only takes a moment to get her into the 
bedroom by tugging her along. 
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Once the door is closed, she sighs. “Really, we need to be —” 


“T know. I know.” He cuts her off, already removing his T-shirt. Then, his trousers. She 
merely watches. “It’s okay.” He smiles again, taking the bottom of her shirt next. 


Subconsciously, she lifts her arms as he pulls her shirt off for her. “We should be 
working...” She mumbles, looking almost as if she was in pain, giving in. 


“T know.” He holds in a laugh, tugging open her jeans. Humming as he does so, he pushes 
off her pants, and with one gentle nudge, he pushes her back onto the bed. He follows her 
under the covers and brings his body to hers, curling against her. “Better?” He asks quietly, 
closing his eyes. 


But she was already half-asleep the second his arm was around her. 
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56. Let the Games Begin 


Day Ninety-Eight: 


“T can’t take this anymore.” Kilgrave growls as he gets out of bed. The noise of that 
machine had become unbearable. 


Jessica whines as she rolls over and reaches for him. “Where are you going?” 
“To fix this.” He answers, already out of her reach. 


After having just woken up, her senses were still hazy and she was too drowsy to really 
comprehend what he was doing. It was the middle of the night, after all. Instead of caring all 
that much, she lays back down. As her eyes close again, she lets out a quiet breath of air. 


But only a minute later, she jolts upright. The sound of the machine had suddenly shut off. 
What did he do?! 


Charging out of the apartment, she runs to the stairwell where she promptly slams into 
Kilgrave. 


“Jessica! Bloody hell...” He winces somewhat from the speed she had hit him. Both of 
them, in their underwear, stand in the hallway, staring at each other. “What are you doing?” 


Still groggy, she hisses at him. “What did you just do?” 


From her tone, he can almost read her thoughts. And with that, he scoffs. “What do you 
think I did?” Her silence makes him tense. “You think I killed him by turning that thing off?” 


In the past, it would have been pure instinct for him to act impulsively. Why was that so 
out of the question? “Did you?!” She doesn’t hesitate to ask. 


His eyes roll as he pushes past her. “I healed him, Jessica.” On the outside, it appeared as 
though he was angry. But it was clear to her that he was hurt by the notion. Walking away, he 
mutters to himself, just barely loud enough for her to hear, “After all this, you still think so 
little of me.” 


The idea of healing the sick man didn’t even occur to her. If it had, she would have told 
him to do that yesterday. 


And goddammit, now she felt guilty. 
To a certain extent anyway. 


She sighs as she follows him back to the bedroom. When she gets inside, she finds that his 
back is to the middle of the bed. If her assumption pained him so much that he didn’t even 
want to touch her, there was definitely a problem. 
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She rolls her eyes in the dark before she gets in beside him. It takes a solid moment for her 
to muster up the willpower to do, but eventually, she slides closer to him. With her chest to 
his back, she lazily lays her arm over him. Her forehead rests against the back of his neck and 
one of her legs weaves between his. 


Just from the way they were touching, she can feel the pace of his breathing change. It’s 
not long before he lays his hand over her arm and holds her there, accepting the unspoken 
apology with the feeling of her body. 


Although she rolls her eyes again, a smile ends up on her face before she falls back asleep. 


Both of them seemed to be in an especially bright mood in the moming compared to 
yesterday. 


As always, Kilgrave gives the agenda of the day, before asking, “So what’s the plan?” 
“The plan for what?” She peers at him over her cup, taking a sip of hot coffee. 


He frowns as if she should instantly know what he was referring to. “You know... the case 
of the vanishing people...” 


She smirks at him. “‘The case of the vanishing people’? Is that what we’re officially 
calling it now?” 


He smiles back and slides his chair closer to her. “It should be.” 


Answering his question, she ends up shrugging. “Later today, we’re going to have to go 
down to the police station and check for new missing person reports. And we’ll keep doing 
that until something comes up. There’s no way we’ll be able to find out who was taken until 
something gets reported.” She pauses for another sip of coffee. “Until then... I think it’s about 
time we made our move.” 


“Our move?” He tilts his head at her. 


“Why did I unplug all that?” She asks him as a prompt, nodding at the technology that she 
had shoved in the commer on the floor. 


He doesn’t have to think long before he answers. “Because of the possibility that it’s 
monitored. And because Elijah is a suspect.” 


“Right. And what do you think the chances are that it is monitored?” 
He shrugs back. “Pretty high.” 


“Right.” She confirms again, standing up. Without his help, she takes both of the computer 
monitors and puts them back on the desk. Before she sits back down, she plugs it in. 
“Theoretically, if someone is doing something illegal, and they notice that someone else is 
onto them, what would they do?” 


He hums for a moment of thought. “They’d try and do something to move the focus away 
from them. Make themselves look less suspicious.” 
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Nodding, she opens up the web browser, as it had booted up fairly quickly. “We aren’t 
getting anywhere, just sitting around waiting for people to disappear. So. If we let Elijah 
know that we’re investigating him, and he has something to hide, he’s going to respond in 
some way.” 


Seeing her type his name in the search engine, he second guesses her explanation. “You 
want him to know we’re on to him?!” 


She hits enter before he can do anything about it. “A guilty person is more likely to try and 
prove their innocence. Assuming that he has some sort monitoring system in place in this 
technology, this is going to set off some red flags. If he has nothing to hide, he won’t do 
anything about it. If he is hiding something, he’s gonna panic. And he’s gonna slip up.” 


He frowns, watching her type next, ‘Elijah Glitch, children’. “Slip up how?” 


“He’ll show his hand in one way or another. He’|l show up here again, or send something, 
or make some sort of announcement, trying to reaffirm his lack of guilt.” 


“How certain are you that this will work?” 


“Oh, I don’t know.” Next, she enters, ‘Elijah Glitch, runaways’, before muttering, “I’m 
like... forty-three percent sure.” 


“Forty-three percent?!” He drags his hand down his face. “You’re level of confidence is 
extremely reassuring.” He beams sarcastically. 


“Hey, if you have any better ideas, I’d love to hear ’em!” Stopping, she turns to face him. 
His momentary silence is answer enough. “Exactly.” 


This goes on for several minutes. Just Jessica searching Glitch’s name in relation to details 
of the case. She clicks around on an excessive about of articles and such, then decides when 
she’s done. 


After she exits everything out, he looks at her. “Now what?” 


“Now?” Leaning back in her chair, she kicks up her feet on the desk. “We wait.” 


“/Yes, Riley updated me./” Elijah signs to Sage, letting go of his latest subject. It was clear 
that he was exhausted and the information about Jones wasn’t really helping his mood. 


Instead of continuing with the matter that he came to discuss, Sage takes a moment to ask 
something else instead. “/Is mapping any easier for you yet?/” 


Mapping was obviously one of the most challenging parts of Elijah’s skill. If he rushed and 
missed something vital, the entire subject would be ruined and he would have to start from 
scratch. This was the part of the process that took most of his energy. Even with all the 
resources they had at hand, and the geniuses he had working for him, they were still unable to 
help boost his ability to work. 


Eli shrugs when he answers. “/Easier? Yes, only because I’ve done it so much now. But it 
still takes the same amount of time.../” 
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Sage tries to smile with encouragement and sits across from him. “/You’re doing a great 
job. You don’t have to stress over it./” 


This doesn’t seem to ease him at all. “/We need to break pattern. I have to up the 
numbers.. ./” 


Understanding what he was saying, Sage is quick to shake his head. “/No. You won’t be 
able to handle any more than you are now. Moving any faster will only cause more 
problems./” 


“/It doesn’t matter. I have to./” He signs stiffly. As the boss, it was his call and he knew 
that while his friend was only trying to help, he couldn’t stop him from proceeding this way. 
Production should have been moving faster a long time ago. This change was more than 
necessary. “/Especially with what Jones is up to./” 


They were back to where they had started. Sage was hoping to calm Eli before they 
continued talking about it, but he seemed to have made it worse. “/When we get our 
equipment in her apartment and find out all she knows, this will be much simpler./” 


Eli nods. “/What’s the news on Hemlock?/” 


“/Alice and Leo will be back at base tomorrow morning. I’ve scheduled a meeting with 
them to go over everything they found in America./” 


“/Good./” Turning around, he picks up his tablet and pulls up the records he was sent. 
Looking back at Sage, he sets his tablet on the desk in front of him. “/Is it possible for us to 
wirelessly turn on Jones’ computer?/” 


“/We do have a battery and an activation device installed in the monitors, so theoretically, 
yes. But I think we should wait until we have our other tech in place. We shouldn’t risk 
turning it on while they’re home./” 


This time, Elijah agrees. “/I’m going to speed up the order so you can get in there 
tomorrow./” Contacting Riley, he sends a message reading: 


‘Oversight, double time the surveillance tech. Have it in Alpha’s office by tomorrow 
morning. No later than 8am.’ 


Riley responds immediately, constantly watching for new instruction. ‘Omega, the order 
has been fast-tracked, per your command. Forwarding to the tech team now.’ 


Sage is about to sign back, but he stops when an alert comes on his phone. Instantly, he 
sends the notification to Elijah in just one swipe. He signs with one hand, “/Look at this./” 


The alert was of Jones’ computer. It was on again after several days of being unplugged. 


Watching the activity of what it was being used for, Eli starts to laugh out loud. Sage, 
however, was looking at the same thing, but he wasn’t laughing at all. Putting his phone 
down, Sage furrows his eyebrows. “/She’s researching you. That’s not -/” 


So that he could continue holding his tablet, Elijah speaks aloud. “Don’t you see what 
she’s doing?” 


“/No.../” Sage still signs, trying to understand why this was amusing. 
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“After a blackout period, she suddenly decides to use it again and look up things about 
me.” His voice is relaxed and shows how he was amused by this. “She wants us to know she’s 
investigating me.” 


Unable to follow, Sage questions, “/Why would she want that?/” 


“She wants us to respond.” Eli smirks, his attitude changing in a flash. Out of what seemed 
like the blue, he starts to enjoy himself. “She wants to play...” Continuing to look at what she 
was searching, he hums audibly. “Oh, I like her...” 


Catching on, he answers back with, “/To prove that we are monitoring them.../” 
He nods back. “And to prove that we have something to hide... She’s clever.” 
Taking that all in, Sage asks, “/How should we proceed?/” 


Setting down his handheld, he goes back to signing, “/I think we should give her what she 
wants./” 


Kilgrave pulls the whiskey bottle from Jessica’s lips. “Let’s go rescue someone else.” They 
had already done a good amount of heroics tonight, but he wasn’t ready to be done. 


She raises her eyebrows at him, not bothering to reach back and snatch it from him. “You 
wait till I’m drunk to request this?” 


“Oh please. Drunk-you is practically exactly the same as sober-you. The only difference is 
you have less of a shitty attitude when you’re drunk. Don’t pretend like you’re impaired at 
all.” He grins, getting the police scanner ready. 


“You're a big boy. If you’re so eager, go by yourself.” She shoos him away, leaning back 
in her chair. 


He starts to pout, setting her bottle back down. “Go without you?” 


“You don’t need me with you to save people, Kilgrave.” Picking up the near-empty glass, 
she finished it off in one gulp. 


“Yes, but I want you... with me.” 


Because of his voice and suggestive gaze, she can’t help but scowl. “Why do you always 
have to sound so perverted?” 


“Perverted? I’m simply speaking my mind, Jessica.” Grinning again, he slides his chair 
closer to hers. 


“Exactly. That’s the problem.” Shaking her head, she proceeds in saying, “Besides, now 
that we have our name, we have to start trying something. It’s no use to us if we don’t find her 
before she gets back again. So, you can go out and play while I stay here and try to work.” 


The name she was referring to was Crystal Harris, who was a teenage girl, reported 
missing by her parents yesterday evening. Everything about her fit the pattern. And by 
everything, it’s just that she’s rather intelligent and she disappeared on a Thursday. They 
found this out after paying a visit to the police station. Time was already running out, as 
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Crystal could be coming back any time within the next few days. They needed a real game 
plan this time. 


He rolls his eyes, replying with, “Really? You’re going to stay here and work, or you’re 
going to stay here and continue drinking?” Instead of dignifying that with a response, she 
glares at him. ‘Hmm, you’re so cute when you’re irritated.’ He smirks, peering at her with 
doey eyes. “Please come with me.” 


“Fuck off.” She growls a bit, though it’s clear she’s not really angry. “Go by yourself or 
don’t go at all.” 


Groaning, he rolls his head back. 


For now, Jessica looks around the room. She was too tired to go out again, but not tired 
enough to sleep yet. Looking at what was left on the ground, she says, “In the meantime...” 
Getting out of her seat, she picks up the virtual reality prize that she supposedly won and tears 
through the box. 


“You are going to play that?” He asks, clearly holding in a laugh. 


“Why not?” She shrugs, pulling the contents out of the box. “It’s not like it really matters 
if this is monitored anyway.” 


“You don’t seem like someone who would play video games, that’s all.” 


“Yes, well. I’m full of surprises.” She answers sarcastically, looking at the headset. Finding 
that there were two in the box, she hands him one. “You don’t seem like a gamer either.” 
There was also a pair of red gloves and blue gloves for two different players, and she gives 
him the blue. 


Taking the one she had offered, he raises his eyebrows. “You want me to play too?” 


“T don’t really care. But I’m sure I can kick your ass at something on here.” Smirking, she 
hits the power button and puts her set on, along with the pair of hand controls. 


Looking inside, she can see that there are several free games already loaded onto the 
device. Before she starts any of them, she takes a few large steps away from the desk. There 
was an array of different types, but the one that caught her eye first was a fighting game. 
“Tron Clad’. Shitty name, but whatever.” 


There’s a long setup process, and it takes a moment for her to learn the controls. Just 
before she actually starts playing, a notification appears on her screen. ‘Player 2 is joining 
your game’. 


She smirks, “You know we aren’t making any bets on this, right?” 


Kilgrave, standing across the room, adjusts his settings as he replies. “Shaming you is 
prize enough, darling.” 


This opportunity was far too delicious to pass up. “Suit yourself.” As she starts the first 
match, she looks through the set at his avatar and leers at how similar he and his character 
looked. 
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The rules of the game were incredibly elementary. Get the opponent’s health bar to zero. 
There were no powers or special attacks and neither of them had a real advantage. 


But as Jessica was far more physically used to combat than he was, it was clear by the first 
round how this was going to go. This wasn’t a game where you could just press buttons and 
hope for the best. 


It was the middle of the second round now and she can sense him starting to give up. As a 
rule, Kilgrave was known to quit at anything that he couldn’t win at. 


“Aw, are you ready to quit now? I was just getting started.” She smirks, her fists still 
clenched. “It’s very therapeutic, getting to beat the shit out of you, Kilgrave.” 


At this point, he wasn’t sure if quitting or losing repeatedly was worse. “To be fair, you 
have the upper hand.” He whines somewhat, merely watching as he takes another loss. 


“To be fair, I need this.” She answers, a bit on a serious level. She wasn’t kidding about 
this being therapeutic. There was only one time she got to really kick his ass before and that 
was in the glass box she locked him in. Except back then, the tone between them was 
drastically different, and he was still trying to mess with her head. 


“Oh, it’s not enough for you to fuck with me in real life? You have to do it in video games 
too?” Now, he was just whimpering, too mentally exhausted to lift his hands. 


Trying not to laugh, she mutters, “Don’t be such a goddamn pussy.” 


Everything started the same in the third round, but she has to stop when her fist actually 
hits something in front of her. 


“Son of a bitch!” Kilgrave writhes, falling to the ground against the desk. 


Both of them pull off their headsets to look at each other. He was holding the side of his 
arm, groaning in pain. Jessica’s eyes widen as she falls to her knees in front of him. “Why 
were you so close to me?!” 


“Why were you so close to me?!” He hisses back, screwing his eyes shut. 
It appeared as though the two of them had unintentionally gravitated towards each other. 


Quickly, she pushes up his sleeve to assess the damage. The good news was, nothing 
appeared to be broken. The bad news was, she hadn’t held back much. “Your arm’s not 
broken, you’ll be fine.” She sighs, furrowing her eyebrows as a dark crimson bruise had 
already begun to form. 


That doesn’t seem to ease his pain at all, as he rolls over onto his back, continuing to 
whine. He was as dramatic as ever. “Bloody fucking hell...” 


She tries not to roll her eyes as she sits next to him. “You’re fine...” 


But he shakes his head. “No, it hurts, Jessica.” He was like a child, crying for his mother. 
After a period of her silence, he growls at her. “I’m not going to forgive you for this.” 


“Seriously?” She scowls, looking down at his head on the floor. 


He opens his eyes to glare up at her. “Make it up to me. Kiss it better...” 
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“Absolutely not.” But his gaze was unyielding, and unfortunately, it was clear that he was 
serious. “You’ve gotta be fucking kidding me...” She mumbles to herself. 


Seeing that she was going to give in, he sits up straight and watches her with eager eyes. 
Sure, he was still very much in pain, as his arm was throbbing, but he wanted to enjoy this. 


Her hands stay balled in fists as she leans down and kisses the spot on his arm that she hit. 
The touch of her lips makes his eyelids flutter back shut. When she starts to pull away, he 
whines again, desperate for more. “Keep going.” 


Feeling herself get goosebumps, she’s quick to shake her head. “No. Like I said, you’re 
fine.” 


Before she has to hear any of his other complaints, she stands up and looks at the 
notification on her phone. When she sees what it is, she starts to smile. “That was faster than I 
expected.” 


“What?” Sitting up, he turns to see her looking down at her phone. 


What she was pleased by was the random message that came from the newsletter she was 
subscribed to. “Glitch is having a press conference tomorrow morning. This wasn’t scheduled 
earlier...” 


Kilgrave tilts his head, standing to look over at her screen. “You think this is a reaction to 
us?” 


“Don’t sound so surprised.” She answers, setting an alarm on her phone for when this was 
taking place. 


He shrugs, trying not to frown. It seemed almost too easy to him. But he doesn’t voice it. 


“Just be ready to go in the morning.” 
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57. Supposedly Perfect 


Day Ninety-Nine: 


“T called this conference today because I wanted to express my care and concern for the 
youth of this great nation.” Elijah starts after one of his employees gave a short introduction. 
Today, he signed as he talked again, knowing that this would be broadcast all throughout the 
country. 


The talk was held in a large open room with reporters in the front and anyone from the 
public in the back. It was on the ground floor of a research building that Glitch owned. Jessica 
and Kilgrave were in the midst of a sea of people, trying to listen in the space that echoed a 
ridiculous amount. 


“T grew up in a small town, south of London, with my mother and my older brother, Elliot. 
My mother was a teenager when she got addicted to drugs and had two children before she 
turned twenty-five. The only time she was actually dedicated to quitting was when she was 
pregnant. But after she gave birth to one kid, the stress seemed to force her back to what she 
relied on.” He pauses to look around the room, his eyes heavy with a look that the two P.I.’s 
hadn’t seen from him before. A look of pain. “I was actually supposed to have a younger 
sister. My mother promised me I could name her and I picked the name Eden, because of my 
love for the Bible, and the story of the only place in the world that was supposedly perfect. 
Eden died before she was even given a chance at life, because my mother couldn’t commit to 
another drug free nine months. And I never officially met my father. The only reason I know 
what he looks like is because he came around just enough to get my mother pregnant again. 
But he couldn’t be bothered to stay when his family needed him most. 


“T was diagnosed with the connective tissue disorder, Ehlers-Danlos syndrome, when I was 
ten-years-old. The diagnosis didn’t go over well, as my mother overdosed only months later.” 
The history of Elijah Kane Glitch wasn’t new to most of the people in the room, but hearing 
him tell it was more heartbreaking every time. “I will never forget the death of my sister and 
my mother. As I gradually lost my hearing, I fell into a horribly depressive state. If it wasn’t 
for my brother, there was a good chance that I would have taken my own life. Elliot 
encouraged me every step of the way. He learned sign language with me, and taught me that 
deafness did not have to be a disadvantage in my life or my education.” 


He looks down and pulls the golden angel wing pendant out of his shirt that he was 
constantly wearing. “This necklace was my mother’s. Elliot took it off of her body as the 
ambulance was coming. When he gave it to me, he told me that this represented her soul. And 
no matter what bad decisions she made, this was the part of her that loved me 
unconditionally.” 


Taking a moment to gather himself, he proceeds with, “I want to help create a world where 
bad decisions, like the ones my mother made, are not an option for anyone. And certainly not 
our youth. I went into the field of engineering, for more than just pure interest. I have 
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dedicated my life to inventing devices and technology that could be used for to make a place 
where people are free to live without the fear of having to go through what my brother and I 
had to. 


“IT know most of you here may think that today seems random, but I felt like now was a 
good time to talk about this, as I had a break in my schedule. I want the children of London to 
not only be educated, but to also be able to feel safe in their communities and free from 
temptations such as drugs and alcohol. So, as of today, I am officially launching my youth 
education and protection program. This is going to be an organization that takes struggling 
children and gives them a personal mentor to work with. I have just created a team of young 
adults who are more than happy to apply themselves to this opportunity.” 


Elijah has to take a beat as the members of the audience abrupt into applause. As he 
normally does, he starts to smile and nods with appreciation. When he sees that the clapping 
has ceased, he continues, “If the child’s home has been deemed unsafe, the mentor can get 
permission to stay and spend nights at the home. If it is an extreme situation and permission 
has not been granted, we have an incredibly skilled legal team who will find some way to 
keep the child safe.” 


Again, the room applauses. This time, Eli takes this moment to scan the crowd. As he does 
so, he stops, his eyes locking on a specific person. Kilgrave, then Jessica. He looks her dead 
in the eye and his smile slowly morphs into the subtlest of smirks. The eye contact shoots a 
cold chill down Jessica’s spine. 


Starting to go on again, he goes back to bouncing his gaze like he normally would. “I love 
this country, and I love its people. In order to ensure that the future of this nation is bright, we 
have to protect our adolescents and ensure that they have a sheltered place to grow and 
develop.” Showing his teeth in a charming manner, he runs his hand through his hair, 
concluding, “At this time, I’d be happy to take questions from reporters and members of the 
general public.” 


The two stay for a few questions but not for the entire thing. Jessica takes Kilgrave by the 
hand and starts to pull him to the door. “We’ve heard enough...” She mutters when they clear 
the space. 


Kilgrave stops her when the reach the sidewalk, forcing her to look at him. “Did you see 
what I saw?” He asks in a low tone. 


“Yeah.” She grumbles back, trying to think her way around this. “He knows what we’re 
doing.” 


“Alpha, this is your thirty minute subject update.” Isabela’s voice comes through 
everyone’s earpiece on the team. “Both subjects are still inside the conference hall.” 


“Monitor 3, message received.” Sage responds into his device, watching as the tech crew 
finish setting up everything up. “You’re dismissed.” He says to the last of the workers, 
stepping aside as they exit. 


When he’s alone inside, he does another once over of all the equipment. Finding that 
everything was in place, he takes out his tablet and checks to see if it was connected to his 
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hard drive. All of the devices had their own separate space on his screen. Two different 
normal audios (currently on mute) and visuals in the bedroom and the main area, one body 
signature sensor which scanned anyone who came in, one infrared scanner which did the 
same thing, one motion detector that set off an on-screen alert, and an anomaly sensor which 
was similar to an infrared scanner. It was set up like night vision and used different colors to 
portray any unknown, strange or harmful pathogens in the air. 


The wireless copy link was attached to Jones’ laptop, which reflected everything on her 
screen to a base monitor, and the memory drive downloaded all that she had saved on her PC. 
The mobile fingerprint sweepers were finished and the high-frequency cellular field was to be 
put up sometime tomorrow. The field was going to make it possible to hear both sides of any 
phone conversation that was happening in the building. As for the next-door room, the 
neighbors were moving out today so that Leo could move in as soon as possible. 


All of the equipment was working properly and it was flawless timing when Isabela radios 
in again. “Alpha, the two subjects are leaving the conference. They appear to be headed back 
to their apartment. I’m on their tail.” 


“Monitor 3, message received. I’m on my way out.” Sage exits the apartment swiftly and 
quietly before he waits for Isabela to arrive. 


As the car pulls up, he gets in the passenger side and watches as the subjects enter the 
building. Almost instantly after they’re inside, the anomaly sensor starts to light up. 


“What the hell...?” Sage mutters aloud, knotting his eyebrows. There was a strange 
display of light purple specks, floating in the apartment. Within thirty seconds, the density of 
the cloud begins to thicken. Isabela looks over his shoulder to watch. 


When Jones and Hemlock enter the apartment, all of the gear appears to be working 
without any flaws, but the anomaly sensor was off the charts. It was almost impossible to 
even see anything else through that specific screen because of the thickness of the irregularity. 


It looked as though the highest concentration was around Hemlock. As if whatever this 
was, it was radiating off of him. 


“We need a retaliation plan.” Jessica says to her partner upon returning home. As she turns 
to close the door, she catches a glimpse of the couple next door moving all of their things out 
and into the elevator. 


“And what would you suggest?” Kilgrave asks as he sits down in his usual chair. 


But she was too distracted to answer his question by the strange mint-flowery scent in the 
air that she remembered from a couple days ago. “What is that goddamn smell?!” She barks, 
irritated by more than one thing. 


This only felt like random misguided anger to him as he didn’t sense anything out of the 
ordinary. Therefore, he sighs, “Please try to concentrate, darling.” 


She shoots daggers at him with her eyes, starting to pace with too much energy. 
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He shrugs, not seeing how that was helping. “Well, is it safe to assume now that Elijah is 
definitely, one hundred percent guilty, and I can properly say I told you so?” Although he 
smirks at first, he can see her start to bubble over. “Okay, I have an idea.” 


Trying not to snap at him, she stops moving and clenches her fists. “What?” 
“Let’s make a wall!” He exclaims, almost too enthusiastically. 
“A what?” 


“You know. Like on detective shows. We put up all of our evidence and facts on pieces of 
paper up on a wall and connect things with thread.” It’s clear now that he was being sarcastic, 
but also determined to get her on board with this idea. “Come on. Don’t tell me you haven’t 
done one before.” 


Although she certainly has, she continues to glare at him. “That’s really not going to be 
helpful.” 


“Tt has to help! Otherwise, why would people do it?” He grins as he takes a stack of sticky 
notes and writes on one. ‘Here. I’ll start it off for us.’ Taking the single note, he slaps it up on 
the wall behind him. The only thing it said was ‘Glitch’.” 


“Kilgrave.” She growls a warning this time, not in the mood for his idiocy. 


“Aww...” His fairly playful mood doesn’t change. “Relax, Jessica.” He purrs, tilting his 
head to look at her curiously. 


“Why would I have any reason to relax when we’re in some fucked up chess match with a 
millionaire?!” This time, she does snap at him. “Did you even listen to anything he said? 
Talking about youth bullshit while he’s involved in fucking child abduction.” She practically 
spits out. It would be so much less complicated if she knew what was going on and she could 
properly persecute him in her mind. But the fact that it all still didn’t add up was more than 
frustrating. 


“Look on the bright side. We proved that he is monitoring us. What can we do with that?” 
Saying it out loud, it was hard to actually see how that was the bright side of the situation. 


The statement made them both start to think the same thing and Jessica frowns before 
mumbling, “What else does he know about us?” 


The first thirty minutes of watching the two subjects was extremely revealing. Jones was 
on record calling Hemlock ‘Kilgrave’ for god’s sake, it couldn’t get much easier. But there 
were still a lot of questions to be answered. 


Setting all the equipment to record mode, Sage heads back to headquarters to have his 
meeting with Alice and Leo, as they had just returned from America. 


“T talked to a total of seven legitimate witnesses in New York who all claimed to be in 
some sort of victim support group.” Alice starts, checking the time. She had another 
conference call to make it to today that she couldn’t be late for. While the project was priority, 
she was in charge of other important aspects of DATA. Being away from her desk for a few 
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days, she had some catching up to do. “I took each testimony of Kilgrave separately, then 
combined the accounts of his appearance. This is the most accurate image I came up with.” 
She sends the digital file to Sage with one swipe. 


The colored image that was presented to him was almost the splitting image of the man 
living with Jones. There was no doubt about it. “Thank you, Alice.” Sage nods, placing the 
drawing in a file that he would present to Elijah later. “You can go now.” 


As Leo was alone with Sage now, he helps himself to a seat. Leo was a ginger in his mid- 
twenties. Though he was one of the youngest members working on Project Eden, he was also 
one of the most skilled. In technology and in surveillance. 


“T got the CCTV footage from the dock as clarified as I could with what I was given. It’s 
not much.” Leo says to his boss in his Scottish accent. After he sends over the file, he goes on 
with, “You didn’t ask me to do this, but I brought over an M-FP sweeper when I went. I had 
to go through a few layers of security with the police but our American guys helped me get 
clearance to be on the yacht that was stolen that night. I got a fair amount of prints and I 
thought we could compare with what you took from the apartment.” 


“Perfect.” Sage smiles approvingly. This is exactly why he was on the team. “You already 
have the data I took today in your inbox. Start the cross reference.” As Leo does that, Sage 
watches the tape that was given to him. 


What he was witnessing was extraordinary. Although the imaging was still fairly hazy and 
no one on screen could properly be identified, the power that was being displayed spoke for 
itself. 


After Sage finished reviewing the footage, Leo confirms, “Okay, we’ve got a positive 
match on Jones from both the apartment and the yacht, laid over with police records. And...” 
He holds for a moment as the machine gives its results. “We have an unknown set of prints 
that identify in both locations.” 


That was it. All of the evidence given concluded that Hemlock was indeed the man 
previously known as Kilgrave. 


Now that they had his identity, it was time to understand the nature of his supernatural 
abilities. 


It seemed pretty straightforward, except for one small detail. Although they had only just 
begun to observe them, Kilgrave was seen giving several lower played commands to Jones. 
And yet, she didn’t obey them. Either his powers didn’t work the way they had originally 
suspected, he didn’t have his powers anymore, or Jones was immune somehow. 


Thinking on this, Sage starts to frown. “I’ll need to send someone back to America to 
gather more information on his abilities.” 


“T’ll go.” Leo is quick to volunteer, not minding the trip. 


But the official in charge shakes his head. “I need you here. You have to move in next door 
to them tomorrow. If you want, you can head the research here in learning Kilgrave’s 
background. That would include all accounts of criminal activity, such as unsolved cases due 
to mysterious circumstances.” Seeing that he agrees to this, Sage goes on, “I’ll have to send 
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Alice again. We have to get an understanding of where he came from and what he’s capable 
of.” 


Eager to get to work, Leo asks, “Shall I contact our boys in blue?” 


“Yes, start there. Find out if they know anything of him, but don’t let on the details. Be 
moved in before noon tomorrow.” 


“Yes, sir.” 


With that, Sage is left alone in his office again. On a screen the size of an entire wall, he 
pulls up the images of the subjects’ apartment to continue watching from a distance. 


“You do know that yelling isn’t going to fix any of our problems, don’t you?” Kilgrave 
sighs, still in sight of the camera as he was behind the desk. 


“You do know that being an asshole isn’t going to make my mood better, don’t you?” Jones 
growls back, finally sitting down after a fair amount of useless pacing. 


As she started to open her laptop, Sage splits the screen again and pulls up the wireless 
copy link that they had in place so that he could clearly see what she was doing on her 
computer. She was searching ‘Eden Glitch’. The only articles that came up were of Elijah’s 
account of his sister and nothing more. But it looked like she was expecting this. 


“What are you doing?” Kilgrave asks her, moving so he could look over her shoulder. 


Jones begins her response, but Sage turns the volume down when he sees his door open. 
“/Elijah./” He begins signing and smiles as his friend appeared to be a better mood than he 
was yesterday. 


“/Sage./” He smiles back, closing the door behind him. “/Riley told me you finished your 
meeting./” 


“/Yes. I am confident in saying that Hemlock is Kill-grave. The sketch, footage and 
fingerprints all helped confirm that./” 


This came off as good news to him. “/That should make this less difficult./” 


“/I was just going to send you a message./” Sage offers Eli a seat across from him, which 
he takes. “/I wanted to ask for permission to send Alice back to the states. I think more 
research there on Kill-grave’s past and powers could be beneficial to us./” 


“/Yes, you have clearance for that. Give her a day’s notice and that should be enough./” 


Nodding, he takes note of that before motioning to his screen wall. “/We went in this 
morning. Everything is set except for the field which is going up later today./” 


“/When you set up the high-frequency cellular, get us an attachment to their wireless 
Internet as well./” As that note is taken, Eli watches the two subjects and takes the controls, 
adding MIDA to the program. From certain angles, he couldn’t see their mouths, so this way, 
the captions could tell him everything that was happening. 


“There has to be some kind of dirt on this fucker.” Jones proceeds to grumble to herself, 
getting more in depth into Elijah’s past, searching for any private or forgotten records. 
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“What good will that do?” Kilgrave asks back, returning from the kitchen with some sort 
of food. 


“If he finds out who we are or what we’re doing, we need to be prepared to counter.” 
“Like blackmail?” 
“Exactly like blackmail.” 


For only a second, the idea seemed to make him uncomfortable, but it didn’t as he 
inevitably shrugs in agreement. “Hm, I don’t think it’ll be an easy task, seeing as everyone 
loves him to death. Someone that famous should not have that much public approval.” 


“Everyone has their demons.” Jones says in a quiet voice before sighing heavily. 


This, of course, was a true statement. Yet Elijah can’t help but enjoy himself, observing 
them work. His confidence that they wouldn’t find anything on him was high enough for him 
to be entertained by the way they operated. 


The two continue to monitor them for awhile together, before Eli turns to Sage and signs, 
“/What have we discovered about the nature of their relationship?/” 


“/Inconclusive. From what I’ve seen so far, he’s not controlling her. But it hasn’t been 
long. We should have a better idea within the next few days./” 


“/Are they intimate?/” When Eli asks, he raises his eyebrow before smoothing back his 
hair. 


As they were best friends, Sage can already tell what he’s thinking, so he smiles back. 
“/They don’t appear to be./” 


Elijah holds in a laugh at Sage’s suggestive gaze. “/Good./” 


Author’s note: 
And the plot continues to thicken! 
Aww, poor Elijah. He had a rough childhood! Don’t you feel for him?... a little? 


I’m still loving the speculation! :) 
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58. Medical Professionals 


Day 100: 


The pain of being hit was bad enough. Now as Kilgrave laid down, he tried to mentally 
prepare for what was to come next. If they knocked him out, they’d stop doing as they were 
told. That wasn’t an option. If he didn’t get this operation immediately, he was going to die. 


His eyes were closed but he could still see the room around him. Just not the people in it. 
He could hear the workers shuffling in the space near him, whispering like a class of eighth 
graders with some juicy new gossip. 


“What’s taking so long?” Kilgrave breathed, his muscles clenching in pain. 
“Relax, Kevin. I’m going to take care of you.” One of the doctors responded. 


That wasn’t the voice of a medical professional. And she didn’t sound as though she was 
going to care for him. She sounded as though she was getting ready to do the opposite. 


His eyes opened to look at her, and even though her face was covered with a mask, it was 
clear who she was. It was evident by her eyes. 


“Jessica?” He meant to yell her name but it comes out as a pathetic whimper. 


It was only moments ago that she walked away from him and left him to die under that 
bus. She left him to die under that bus. She left him. To die. To fucking die. She left him to 
die. Alone. She left him to... — 


“Relax, Kevin. I’m going to take care of you.” She repeated and her ominous smile beared 
through the mask. 


“No... no, you can’t operate on me.” He began to pant, watching as his own blood 
continued to spill all over the operating table. 


“You can’t control me anymore, baby.” Before she did anything else, she leaned down and 
gave him a quick kiss on his lips. But today, she tasted like poison, not love. 


The feeling of her made him dry heave, suddenly feeling sicker than he had seconds ago. 
In need of an escape, he tried to sit up. “S-stop. You... you can’t —” 


“T said. Fucking. Relax.” She snapped this time, shoving his chest back down. “Now hold 
still.” 


With those words, he was frozen. No matter how badly he wanted to escape, he was 
trapped. Every time he opened his mouth, he choked on the air in his lungs. Like shock 
paralysis spreading throughout his body. 


“Atta boy.” Jessica growled, a scalpel already in her hand. “This shouldn’t take long.” 
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He screamed in his head, as he watched the sharp edge approach his chest. But no sound 
came out. This wasn’t what he ordered. Nothing was wrong with his chest! It was his 
kidneys! 


Before he could even blink, his heart was out of his rib cage, and literally in her hands. 


For a moment, he couldn’t feel it. Then it all flooded in at once. The agony. The way she 
gripped his organ as in continued to try and beat in her hand. 


Whatever his expression was seemed to make her grin. The devious look widened as she 
tightened her grip, squeezing the blood from his source of life. 


His eyelids fluttered as he felt the will to live draining from his body. The room tilts on its 
side and his blurry vision caused him to see doubles of everything in front of him. Everything 
except for Jessica. She was incredibly clear. 


“What’s wrong?” She asked rhetorically, loosening, then tightening, over and over again to 
prolong his torment. Just as he feels his heart ready to explode, she leaned down and 
whispered to him, “Smile, Kevin.” 


“Kilgrave! Jesus!” If he hadn’t opened his eyes when he did, Jessica’s last resort would 
have been slapping him. 


He was having some type of wild fit in his sleep. Not only was he physically in an 
imaginary struggle, but he was calling out gibberish in a cry for help. It was one of the worst 
states that Jessica’s ever seen him in. 


Awakening, he pushes himself backwards away from her. With a wide-eyed expression, he 
pants, feeling the trembling in his hands start to spread to the rest of his body. His gaze stays 
on her. 


When he doesn’t speak first and continues to stare, she questions quietly, “... Are you 
okay?” It almost looked like he was in shock, so she carefully reaches out to him. 
“Kilgrave... are you okay?” 


As soon as her hand touches his shoulder, he jolts away from her once again, snapping at 
the same time, “Don’t fucking touch me!” His voice is sharp and it felt as though his words 
echoed in the small bedroom. 


It wasn’t his intention to lash out, but the pain of that day made it hard to be gentle in this 
instant. That surgery was one of the most horrific experiences he’d had, and the fact that the 
love of his life abandoned him to die in the street didn’t help suppress the memories. 


Yet, the moment the words left his mouth, he regretted it. 
She stares back at him with a similar expression to the one he had before. Shock. 


Nervously looking down at his hands, he shakes his head and attempts to take it back. 
“No... I... it was just a dream. I... I didn’t mean to —” He slowly stumbles over his words, 
unable to get in his entire apology, before she starts to get up. 
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“Yeah, forget it.” It was clear that she was trying not to overreact by the tone of her voice. 
But his reaction to her was beyond unnerving, and that much was obvious. “I’ll sleep on the 
couch...” 


“No, please Jessica.” He’s quick to resort to begging. “I didn’t mean to say that. It was just 
a £ai9: 


“Seriously. Forget it.” She answers back, already at the bedroom door. Her tone is as stiff 
as ever and she keeps it as concise as possible. “It’s fine.” 


“Wait!” He sits up fully, reaching out to her, feeling his heart twist. If she left now, it 
would only make it worse. “Please, Jessica. I’m... I’m sorry. Come back, —” 


But she was already gone. The door wasn’t slammed behind her, though it closed with a 
thud. 


Once Kilgrave’s alone, he tightens his muscles and whines to himself, starting to feel like 
his heart really was torn out. Lying in bed awake, he thinks for nearly an hour about going to 
get her. To do anything in his power to get her back into bed. He needed to touch her and be 
near her to remind himself that their lives were different now. Despite his wishful thinking, he 
knew that the chances of her coming back were slim to none. 


The bed felt helplessly cold without her. 


Jones had her head laid down on the desk by her laptop and was fast asleep until Kilgrave 
came to give a wake-up call. 


While Sage was expecting the review on the night’s tape to be uneventful, he was wrong. 
The incident between them only made it harder to understand the nature of their relationship. 


Back in real time, both him and Elijah watch their morning interaction with peaked 
interest. 


“Can we talk about last night?” Kilgrave asks her, shifting on his feet. 


“T’d rather not.” She responds sleepily, wiping her mouth. It doesn’t go unnoticed that she 
doesn’t look him in the eye. 


“Okay, but I —” 


Both of them receive a message over their private communications at the same time. Leo’s 
voice comes through Sage’s earpiece and MIDA displays what he says on Eli’s phone. 


“Alpha, this is the last of my bags. It’s my understanding that a few boxes of equipment are 
coming later today?” 


“Monitor 1, that is confirmed. All packages should arrive between three and eight. Note: 
Don’t let the subjects see you using coms.” Sage responds back, glancing at his friend. 


“Alpha, your note is understood.” 


Leo being fully moved in gave them a bit more flexibility with how they would continue 
their observation. That was the good news. 
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The bad news was, Elijah had already begun to look slightly more fatigued than normal. 


Setting down his control tablet, Sage turns to face him completely. His eyes are heavy with 
concern as he signs, “/I have everything under control here. You know that. You need to 
spend all of your free time resting if you’re going to keep doing this./” 


Slowly, Eli shakes his head back. “/I have a marketing conference to go to soon anyway./” 


“/It doesn’t matter. You need to sleep./” This time, Sage was the one signing in a strict 
manner. 


“/I can’t./” He answers stubbornly. 


“/Please. Sleep./” It was painful to watch his state of well-being gradually decline in this 
way. 


Instead of staying on topic, he motions to the screen. “/Where is she going?/” 


Jones was getting ready to leave the apartment. Kilgrave must have asked the same thing 
because she grumbles on her way out, “I’m going to get some air.” 


Ignoring the temporary distraction, Sage signs, “/Isabela is on tail./” 

“/You should be with her./” Eli smiles softly, encouraging him to go. 

Sage does nothing but sign again after hesitation, “/Please./” 

“/’ll be fine./” Continuing to force a smile, Eli shoos him away. “/Go. Follow her./” 


Clenching his fists momentarily, Sage stands up, gathering his things. Although he still 
disapproved, he had a job to do. With an extremely serious expression, he leaves him with, 
“/?'m going to give Riley instruction to have a medic on stand-by with you for the rest of the 
day. If you show any signs of illness, I’m going to order her to take you out, immediately./” 


Understanding his concern, he nods. “/Yes. Now go./” 


Jessica’s walk to ‘get some air’ wasn’t exactly that. She went to Crystal Harris’ house to 
do some investigating. They were running out of time after all. Plus, she was going to see if 
she could set up some type of way to monitor how she got back if they didn’t find her in time. 


Unfortunately, what she did find was more than troubling and Kilgrave could see that her 
mood is considerably worse when she gets back. 


After some hesitation out of fear of her response, Kilgrave asks, “What’s wrong?” 
“She’s back.” Is all she says, her veins almost visibly pulsing. 
“~.. Who’s back?” 


“Crystal!” This time she nearly shouts as if he should have already know that. “She 
fucking came back yesterday!” 


He tries not to cringe and stays sitting. “Yesterday was Saturday... that doesn’t —” 


“Fit the pattern.” She finishes for him, growling. “I know.” 
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“Well...” Though she was making it hard to, he asks calmly, “Is she the same as the 
others...?” 


“No, she’s worse!” When she sits down on the couch, she slouches and her muscles tense. 
Before he can ask ‘Worse, how?’, she explains, “Not only is she like a mindless fucking 
zombie, but she’s...” Trying to find the words, she pauses, “... dysfunctional. Brian’s wife 
said he would twitch... she was like that! It was almost impossible to get her to stop. And her 
eyes were...” She shakes her head, unable to describe this at all. Taking out her phone, tosses 
it at him. 


After he barely catches it, he looks down at the picture that was on the screen. It was a 
close up image of Crystal’s eyes. They were black. Not dark brown, but most definitely black. 
And they had a strange glossed over look to them. Like someone had over polished them with 
grease. 


Seeing Kilgrave’s expression as he examines this makes her huff. “Yeah, exactly.” Instead 
of getting up to actually try and keep working, she lays down. “I’m getting really tired of this 
bullshit.” 


His lips twitch and he gives her a lopsided smile, forgetting why he was having a bad day 
for a moment. “No shame in calling it quits and handing it over to the Avengers, love.” 


The look Jessica shoots back at him is so poisonous that Kilgrave imagines every pest 
within the vicinity dropping dead on the spot. Depending on her definition on ‘pest’, he 
wouldn’t be surprised if that included him as well. 


His smile fades as he shrugs and responds with, “I don’t think we should entertain the idea 
that these people have somehow become aliens, but what other possibilities for this are 
there?” 


“T don’t know. Some unheard of drug?!” She grumbles, staying where she was. “And I 
don’t know how we would even be able to —” She cuts herself off when she thinks of 
something and abruptly sits up. “Give me my phone.” Once he tosses it back, she 
immediately sends a text to the one person she knew could help. 


{Hey! Are you busy right now? — J} — 1:53pm. 


{Jessica! I’m on break.} — 1:54pm, {Is something wrong?} — 1:54pm. Victor is quick to 
respond, being one of the most efficient guys ever. 


{Nothing immediate. But I need your help — J} — 1:54pm. 

“Who are you texting?” Kilgrave asks, completely out of the loop. 
“Victor.” Jessica answers back, anxiously waiting for his response. 
{Of course. What is it?} — 1:55pm. 


{There is something weird happening with a girl I know and I was wondering if you could 
run a couple of tests on her for me — J} — 1:55pm. 


{What are you looking for?} — 1:57pm. 
{A drug maybe. I’m not completely sure — J} — 1:58pm. 
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{I'll need a few days to gather some materials. } — 1:59pm. 
{That’s fine! Just text me this week when you’re ready — J} — 1:59pm. 
{Okay.} — 1:59pm. 


“He’s going to help us.” Jessica says aloud, sliding her phone back in her pocket. “This 
should give us some answers.” Thinking about Victor and his job in the hospital gave her an 
idea of something she should look into. 


So she started up her research again. It took an excruciatingly long time for more than one 
reason. 


She had to frequently stop to serve other clients and such, so by the time she actually digs 
something up, it was night time. 


Kilgrave had been loitering in the bedroom for most of the day, feeling sick about how 
their sleeping arrangement would be affected by what he said. “Jessica... —” He attempts to 
start, but she puts her hand up, signalling him to be quiet. 


She was in the middle of reading an article dated back in early 2013; 


’Yesterday, Mr. Elijah Glitch, founder of the Deaf-Aid and Technology Association (DATA), 
fainted in the middle of one of his speeches. 


The speech was on the development of one of their new devices and was held in the heart 
of London. 


Just before his closing remarks, an ambulance had to be called and cut the event short. In 
the video above, you can see that as he talked, he began to sway and look uneasy. Moments 
later, his eyes closed and he collapsed behind the podium. 


Medics were on the scene within minutes. When he was lifted onto a stretcher, he appeared 
to be conscious, but no officials have confirmed that he was. He was immediately taken to the 
nearest general hospital. 


So far, no official reports have been given as to what exactly happened, or why he passed 
out. However, his main advisor, Sage Salazar, talked to the press outside of his hospital room 
and confirmed that Mr. Glitch would be okay. 


He stated, “This was not the result of a disease or any type of illness that is of concern. It 
was simply exhaustion from lack of sleep. The doctors have confirmed that for us. For now, 
our team will be taking him out of the general hospital and into the care of our own medical 
professionals. When Elijah is rested enough to speak for himself, I assure you, he will.” 


Mr. Salazar had nothing else to say on the matter.’ 
At the bottom of the original article, an update was posted a week later. 


‘Mr. Glitch appears as healthy as ever, as he returns to the public eye. He gave a clear, 
concise statement to reporters on his condition, that re-stated Mr. Salazar’s previous 
testimony. With a few days of pure rest, he has confirmed that he will be going on with every 
pre-scheduled event in the future.’ 


Once she finished reading, she puts her hand down and turns to him. “What is it?” 
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“T have to talk to you...” He mumbles, hating that this nightmare caused such a divide 
between the frankly blossoming relationship they had. 


Knowing what this was about, her teeth grind. “I said it’s fine.” To her, it felt like the 
reminders were only making it worse, so she stands up and walks past him. 


“But it’s not if you keep doing that and avoiding the conversation.” He grabs her by the 
wrist and pulls her back. 


Her gaze turns down to his hand on her and then their eyes connect. “I thought you didn’t 
want to touch me.” Her tone is weighed down by deep-seated irritation that she had been 
previously ignoring. 


He doesn’t let go. “I didn’t mean that... you know that.” 


“T know that you woke up in some fucked up mood.” As her voice begins to raise, she 
jerks her arm away from his grasp. “You wanna know what pissed me off most about what 
you said?! The fact that I let us get to the point where you can say that to me.” 


This sets him on edge. They had the whole day to stew over this and their frustration was 
finally starting to bubble over. He had already tried to be gentle, he had already tried asking 
nicely. Now, he just couldn’t do it anymore. “Have you ever considered that what happened 
between us might have hurt me too?” He practically spits out. 


Both of her hands ball into fists. “You must be fucking dreaming if you even think for one 
second that you were a victim in any way, shape or form.” 


Very clearly offended, he continues, “I had to sit through emergency surgery, wide awake! 
Do you have any idea what that felt like?!” 


This was the first time she was getting any detail about what his nightmare was about, but 
it still didn’t matter. The fact that he thought his pain was worse than hers was beyond 
ridiculous. “Yeah, I heard all about it. Enjoying the kidneys you stole?” She snarls, baring her 
teeth. “I can’t believe I was actually worried about you!” 


“T’ve been doing everything you asked for! Can’t you at least acknowledge my pain?!” 


“No! You’ve just continued to manipulate me! Even though I’m not in your control 
anymore, you’re still using me to get everything you want!” 


“You left me to die, Jessica! How am I supposed to feel about that?” His anger slowly 
starts to sound more wounded. 


“Oh, boohoo! At least I’ve never raped anyone -...” The words catch in her throat when 
she realizes that’s not entirely true now. If Kilgrave noticed, he doesn’t comment on it, rather 
choosing to get offended over the statement directed towards him. 


“You know I never intended —” 


“And in the end you got what you wanted anyway, right? You made sure I couldn’t leave 
in good conscience after I was free and then played nice until you could find some other way 
to get me in bed.” 
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Kilgrave tries to hold strong against the statement but it’s clear he’s devastated. There’s a 
heavy silence in the air as he takes in what she said. Jessica had always been his end goal, so 
he couldn’t deny that it was true, but he was making a genuine effort to be a better person. 
Wasn’t that what she wanted? “You don’t think I’ve changed at all?” 


Jessica looks him in the eyes and chooses her words carefully, “You don’t want to be a 
good person unless you’re getting something out of it. That something is me. If I wasn’t here 


” 


“You think I’d go back to the way I was...” 
“The way you are.” She corrects, shaking her head. 


He takes a step back from her and his eyes lower to the ground when he asks, “Have you 
ever been in love, Jessica?” 


Her lips stay tightly sealed, but her thoughts turned to the one man she was certain she had 
loved. The man who was brutally murdered in an alleyway, all because she pissed off his 
rivals. 


When she doesn’t answer, he goes on, “I can’t tell you I’m sorry that I’m no good without 
you... because I’m not sorry. You’re right. I would rip this whole fucking world apart and put 
it back together again to be with you.” His eyes glistened over, making his vision cloudy. “All 
I ask, is that you don’t stand across from me, and tell me that you wouldn’t do the same thing 
I’m doing to be with the person you loved.” 


Instead of waiting for any type of response from her, he turns away. “I’ll sleep on the 
sofa.” When he lays down, he curls up with his back to her, refusing to let her see the 
heartbroken expression on his face. 


Author’s note: 


Aww, happy day 100 to Jessica and Kilgrave! Off to a bad start though :/ Hey, a bit of 
tension is needed every now and then. They can’t get too happy-go-fucky. 
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59. Helpless 


Day 101: 
“Sit down. Please.” Jessica adds at the end, nodding at the chair across from her. 
Kilgrave hesitantly sits, still with a semi-depressed look on his face. 


They were having an awkward morning of avoiding eye contact and walking around each 
other, and it was making it close to impossible to get anything done. 


“Look...” Jessica starts, once again forced to swallow her pride. Somewhat anyway. “I’m 
not going to downplay anything you said yesterday. And I’m not going to apologize for 
anything I said either. I can’t lie and say that I don’t still hate you for everything you’ve done 
to me...” 


When she pauses to take a breath, he tries to campaign for his new attitude. “I —” 


“No, let me finish.” She stops him immediately, shaking her head. ‘I will concede to the 
point that you’ve been... better, despite your motives.’ There’s more hesitation before she 
mutters, “And I know what I’d do for love...” The sentimentality of her own words makes 
her gag, so she moves on quickly. “The point is, we have a job to do. Elijah is a popular, rich, 
genius and it makes him virtually unstoppable, whatever the hell he’s doing. People are 
disappearing and changing left and right in this goddamn city and it seems like we’re the only 
ones who’ve noticed. 


“Like it or not, we’re stuck together. Our reasons for being here may be different but it 
doesn’t change the fact that we’re partners. And we can’t keep arguing and being all fucking 
weird around each other if this is going to work. So... can we just agree to put it behind us, 
for now?” 


He manages a timid smile and nods in agreement. She can tell he’s about to try and say 
something, so once again, she stops him. “Nope. I’m cashing in on our bet now.” Having him 
silent for the rest of the day would make this a lot easier on her right now. 


He would have loved to pretend that he didn’t know what she was talking about, but it was 
obvious by the way his expression changes that he knew. “No, —” 


“Tf you talk again, I’m going to punch you.” She smiles innocently before pulling open her 
desk drawer. “Here. This will make it easier. As we agreed.” Taking out a roll of duct tape, 
she tears off a respectable piece and slaps it over his mouth. 


Whimpering, he looks to her with wide, helpless eyes, but it only makes her laugh. 


“You didn’t think I was going to forget, did you?” Kicking her feet up, she laughs a bit. 
“Get comfortable. It’s probably going to be a long day for you.” 
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*****Thirty years ago***** 


“Eli! I told you to stop doing that before mum sees.” Elliot snatches his little brother’s 
hand and pulls him down the stairs. 


“Why?” Elijah whines, on the verge of crying. He was a sensitive seven-year-old and it felt 
like his brother was always telling him to stop practicing his new hobby. 


“Because if she sees...” Elliot sighs and sits down in their shared room in the basement, 
sitting his brother on the bed across from him. “I told you already... if she sees, you’ll be in 
trouble.” 


“Why?” He asks again, his eyes swelling. 


Being five years older, it was his job to explain the way the world worked to him, seeing 
as they had no parents that were capable of teaching. “Because...” He pauses to think, but the 
reality of it was, Elijah was probably still too young to understand the way society viewed 
things like this. Instead of providing a real answer, he simply says, “You might think it’s fun, 
but you have to keep it a secret. Okay?” 


“Okay...” He mumbles in response, wiping his cheeks with his sleeve. There’s a pause of 
him sniffling, then he asks, “Do you think I’m weird?” 


This time, Elliot laughs and ruffles his brother’s hair. “No, buddy. I don’t think you’re 
weird. You’re different, that’s all.” 


He gets ready to ask another question, but his eyes start to close before he can. 


“Hey, woah. You can’t pass out right now.” Elliot jumps up and sits next to him, shaking 
his shoulders. 


“Hmm?” Humming, Elijah rests his weight in his brother’s arms, feeling incredibly 
fatigued. 


“No, Eli. Seriously. Mum is gonna —” 


“Boys!” Their mother yells down the stairs and bangs on the wall to get their attention. 
She was high out of her mind most of the time, and when she wasn’t sleeping, she was 
usually forcing them to clean up the mess that she made. “Get up here!” 


“Coming!” Elliot calls back, starting to panic a little. If Elijah didn’t come up, their mother 
would come down. “Eli! Come on!” He wasn’t strong enough to pick up his limp body, and 
Elijah’s eyes stayed closed. 


“Boys!” She screams this time, causing Elliot to cringe. 


“We’re coming!” Hyperventilating and whimpering, he tries shaking his brother’s 
shoulders again. ‘Eli! Please! You gotta get up!’ But he continued to remain unconscious. 
When Elliot hears the sound of his mother’s heavy footsteps coming down the stairs, he 
becomes all the more frantic. “It’s okay! We’re coming!” 


But it was too late. She was already standing in front of them, looking like the same pile of 
shit she always did. The fact that one of her sons was knocked out didn’t seem to phase her, 
and she simply growls at them. “I told you to get the fuck upstairs.” 
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“T know...” Elliot mutters, protectively holding his brother. “Eli is... he’s sleeping. So... 
we can just leave him here and I’ll... —” 


“Sleeping?!” She snarls in response and grabs Elliot’s arm, yanking him off the bed. “Why 
didn’t you wake him up?!” 


“T tried... but —” When he sees her arm draw back, he steps between the two of them and 
puts his arms over his head, “Mummy! Don’t!” 


“Stay out of the way.” Snapping, she shoves Elliot to the side, so hard that he slams his 
head against the wall. She doesn’t notice. And if she does notice, she doesn’t care. ‘Elijah 
Kane!’ She yells, slapping him hard across the face. “Get up!” 


Waking up to the shock of pain, he bursts into tears, covering his red cheek with his hand. 


Although Elliot’s temple was now bleeding, he stands up off the floor, understanding that 
his job wasn’t done as long as his brother wasn’t safe. “Stop it...” He whines, trying to get 
between the two of them again. 


“Get. Up.” She hisses, grabbing Elijah by his hair. His wailing worsens as he’s dragged to 
his feet. 


“Stop it!” Elliot tries again, this time, grabbing his mother’s arm at an attempt to make her 
let go. 


Instead of being gentle, she grabs her other son by the hair as well and begins to pull both 
of them up the stairs. For a woman with skinny arms and such a lack of muscle, it was a 
wonder how she could drag them along in this manner. When they reach the top, she drops 
them to the ground and says, “Go clean the fucking kitchen like I told you to this morning.” 


Scrambling off the floor, Elliot wipes away his silent tears and helps his sobbing brother 
up. She never told them to clean anything this morning, but both of them knew better than to 
comment on it. “Come on...” He whispers to Eli, wrapping his arm around him to make sure 
he didn’t fall. 


Elijah continues to cry and lays his head down on his brother’s shoulder, clinging to him 
for support. 


This wasn’t what life was supposed to be like. Elliot knew that, but he wasn’t sure his 
brother knew that this was not normal. He wasn’t sure that knowing would help either. “It’s 
okay...” He tries to soothe him, getting into the kitchen. He carefully helps Eli sit on the floor 
and tells him, “Stay here.” 


Knowing his mother’s routine well, Elliot ducks behind the counter and looks to see if she 
had laid down on the sofa yet. Luckily, she had. It was only a matter of time before she passed 
out herself. 


With the coast being clear, he makes his way back to Eli, who had quieted down. “Here, 
buddy...” Elliot gets a semi-clean rag, runs it under cold water and presses it to his brother’s 
cheek. 


They sit on the kitchen floor together for some time before doing as they were told. 


Later that night, their mother comes back down the stairs just as they were going to sleep. 
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Elliot slept on a mattress on the ground next to his brother’s bed. When he hears her 
coming, he looks to Eli to reassure him that they’d be okay. 


As it always did, her mood had changed considerably, and she smiles down at her children. 
“Nice job on the kitchen, boys.” 


“Thank you.” They both mumble at the same time, avoiding eye contact with her. 


She smiles for a moment and then frowns, looking at her eldest. “What happened to your 
head, sweetheart?” 


In his worry for Eli, he had completely neglected to wipe away the dried blood on his 
temple. Knowing that the chances of her remembering or acknowledging what she did to 
them a few hours ago was slim to none, so he quickly shrugs. “Nothing... I fell.” 


Elijah looks at him sadly, but he was smart enough to not let in on the truth either. 
“Oh, okay. Just clean it up tomorrow, and wash your pillowcase.” 
“Yes, ma’am.” 


“Alright, goodnight you two. I love you.” She kisses each of them on the forehead in a 
loving way, switching the basement light off on her way up. 


“Love you too...” They both give the appropriate response simultaneously, though their 
tones had an audible lack of emotion. 


Watching the subjects’ entire conversation yesterday was rather informative. It told a lot 
about their past together and the notes that were taken were detailed as: 


— Kilgrave is in love with Jones. 
— The feeling is clearly not mutual. 
— She’s not in his control anymore. 


— Their arrangement is because Jones decided to stay with him, after becoming free 
somehow. 


Last but not least: 
— Who is Victor? 
Elijah re-watches the recording and reads over Sage’s notes. 


He wasn’t smiling this time. Their interaction troubled him. It was ideal if both subjects 
got along and if they continued to resent each other, there was going to have to be a change of 
plans. 


Luckily, they had sort of made up this morning. Not sure what the whole duct tape 
agreement was about though. 


As Sage was out with the Monitors, Elijah stayed in the screening room, going over a few 
other things that was sent him. Leo had just filed a report about his visit to the police station, 
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listing off strangely unsolved cases that the cops had no real explanation for. 


Although he had only taken into account the last few months that Jones and Kilgrave had 
been missing, the list was still unmistakably long. 


Each case seemed to have a weird new twist. 


— Seven healthy people who spontaneously died, and two people in critical condition, 
who were all affected on the same day, in the same apartment building. 


— Oliver Warren, who died from simply choosing not to breathe. 
— Anthony Perez, who skinned himself alive, in the same room as Warren. 


— Alexander Hudson (in association with Warren and Perez), who tried to anally penetrate 
himself a week earlier and ended up in emergency care. 


One of the oddest of all: 


— Victoria Griffith, who was found dead in a hotel room with her heart split into two 
parts. An impossible, physical anomaly. 


There were more on the list, but these few were the most intriguing. 


If these were in fact related to Kilgrave, then they were that much closer to understanding 
him and the way that he affects people. It was only a matter of time before Leo and Alice had 
his entire background worked out, and they could actually set a plan into motion. 


As she had stated earlier, Jessica let Kilgrave take the tape off to eat and drink, but nothing 
more. It was beyond entertaining to watch him struggle to express himself without words. 


For obvious reasons, they couldn’t do any hero work with him not being able to use his 
powers. So for most of the evening, she enjoyed taunting him. 


“What? I can’t understand you. Are you hungry? You wanna go outside?” She laughs to 
herself. 


It looked like he was trying to express something, but whatever it was wasn’t coming 
through. Not that she was trying very hard to get the message anyway. He gives her a dead 
look which basically spoke for itself, saying “After-twelve-hours-of-this-shit,-you-still-think- 
it’s-funny?!” 


“Tf you have something to say to me, just say it.” Smirking, she temporarily bites her lower 
lip. “Kilgrave, whatever you’re holding back, I’m sure I can handle it.” Now, she attempts to 
look serious. It wasn’t usually worth her energy to be this petty with him, but today, it was 
purely stress relief. 


He lets out a low growl and turns his chair away from her, looking up at the ceiling. 
This was the majority of their afternoon. 


When she had finally grown tired of tormenting him, she rolls her eyes in his direction. He 
had been a good enough sport despite her taunting nature, so when she gets ready for bed, she 
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says, “Come on,” motioning for him to follow her. 


He had every expectation that he would be spending the next few nights on sofa again, but 
seeing her invitation back to the bedroom, he cocks his head and stands up. 


He didn’t deserve her in any sense, but they had a previous agreement that she figured they 
should stick by. If they threw everything out the window because of last night, all hell would 
break loose and they wouldn’t be able to work together at all. Just as she knew a few weeks 
ago, compromises were necessary, and if she caved every time he acted like an entitled 
asshole... nothing would be left. 


When they’re in the bedroom, she closes the door and rips the duct tape off his mouth. He 
winces and before he can complain aloud, she stops him. “Nope. Still no talking. Just... shut 
up and be grateful, alright?” 


His lips close again and he watches her with a curious expression as she takes off her 
clothes and gets under the covers. Only for a moment. Then he follows as he normally would. 


She stiffens when he brings his body to hers but says nothing and switches off the light. 
The instant he starts to doze off, he mumbles in an incredibly quiet voice, “Goodnight...” 


Despite his volume, she still hears him, considering how close they were, “You just had to 
go and ruin it, didn’t you?” 


Author’s note: 
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PK Chapter 59: Helpless — DELETED SCENE 


Her eyes flash, getting a little too carried away. She grabs the leg of his chair and yanks 
him closer so he couldn’t avoid her. “Aww, sweetie. If you want me to do something, just 
fucking tell me.” She pouts at him as if she was genuinely curious. 
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Just hearing the word ‘sweetie’ come out of her mouth makes him look slightly nauseated 
with the mixture of irritation and desire. 


Her torture might have gone too far when she intentionally places her hand on his upper 
thigh, leaning in, “You can tell me anything.” 


With a frustrated expression, he quickly reaches for a pen and paper. It was her fault for 
thinking this wouldn’t come back around to bite her. Her laughing stops after he frantically 
scribbles something down and turns it around for her to see. 


The note read: ‘I want to cash in too.’ 


There was only one thing he could be talking about and she knew that. Unfortunately, she 
also knew that if she didn’t comply, it wasn’t really justified for her to have put him through 
today. 


She leans away from him and when she hesitates to do anything, his eyes darken. 
The next thing he writes is ‘NOW’. 


His eyes spoke in saying, “Now,-or-I’m-taking-this-bloody-tape-off-and-you’re-going-to- 
owe-me.” 


The fact of the matter is, she could try and get around this somehow, or accept it and get it 
out of the way quickly. So, instead of saying anything, she holds in a growl and grabs him by 
the shirt, lifting him out of his seat. Just because she had to do this doesn’t mean she had to be 
gentle. 


She slams him against the back wall, then swiftly drops to her knees. His breathing 
constricts as she unbuckles his belt and she rolls her eyes because of it. “I hate you...” She 
mumbles as she works his pants down, and although he doesn’t seem to care, she was mostly 
talking to herself. 


To say the least, this wasn’t new to Jessica. And especially not with him. She knew what 
he loved. What he hated. What made him impatient. What made him irritated. And the fact 
that he wasn’t controlling her right now gave her some freedom in how she would treat the 
situation. 


Carefully, she takes his erect member in her hand and he sharply inhales through his nose. 
She raises her eyebrow before taking the tip of him into her mouth. Part of her wanted to get 
this over with for her sake, but another part of her wanted to extend his wait for release. 


Her tongue laps up the salty pre-come, ever so slowly, forcing him to whimper. His hands 
find her hair and he subconsciously attempts to push her head closer, as he had done many 
times before. But stubbornly refusing to be submissive, she keeps her distance and pulls him 
back out of her mouth again. 


Tilting her head to the side, she looks him in the eye and smirks, “So goddamn 
impatient...” 


Understanding how this was going to go, he attempts not to let his eagerness show. But she 
could easily see right through his bullshit, and leans forward once more, taking him back into 
her mouth. His lips stay sealed because of the duct tape and yet she can still see the 
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remarkable changes in his expression as she finally allows herself to take him deeper. Her 
tongue strokes up the shaft of his cock as she begins to bob her head. 


His hands stroke through her hair repeatedly and when her cheeks hollow, he audibly 
whines, unable to keep himself entirely still. Since he couldn’t push her head down at all, his 
hips push forward. 


Ensuring that he stayed out of control, she puts one hand on his waist and shoves him back 
against the wall, pinning him there as she continues. His eyes shut in hopes to hide his 
desperation to move, or speak for that matter. Not to mention that it wasn’t necessarily easy to 
breathe through his nose when he was this aroused. 


She’s sure that when she takes him to the back of her throat, that she’s looking up to meet 
his eyes after he opens them again. It was well known to her that this type of eye contact 
made it hard for him to last very long. Today was no different. A hot chill runs down his body 
and his grip on her hair tightens. 


He’s muffled, but her name can almost be made out as he starts to groan. He fights against 
her strong hold on his hips, getting desperate with the urge to fuck her mouth, but yields no 
results. 


The sounds that he was making made her body react in a way that bothered her most about 
the entire situation. She squeezes her legs together as she begins to gag from how far back he 
had gone, but appears to be more zealous in the activity. Both of her hands press him to the 
wall as she brings him closer to what she could feel was already coming. 


A few creative curse words are mumbled against the tape, and he looks up at the ceiling. 
His hips twitch restlessly more and more every second the closer he comes to release. 


When she hears his familiar, piteous whining, and tastes the first burst of his ejaculation, 
she pulls back. Leaving her mouth open, she takes his length back in one of her hands and lets 
the strings of thick liquid dribble into her mouth. It was a habit of hers that she never seemed 
to grow out of, lapping up his come from the air, just as it left his tip. 


Witnessing her do this makes him whimper one last time from being able to relive the 
‘glory days’ as he so fondly remembered them. 


The leftover evidence of what she had done drips down her chin and she tries not to pant 
now that it was over. She wipes around her lips with the back of her hand and takes a couple 
extra licks, just to get her message across loud and clear. She might be a sore winner but she 
sure as hell wasn’t a sore loser. 


Letting go of him, she stands up and takes a step back to look at him. With the tape still 
over his mouth, he leaned against the wall, breathlessly staring at her with a frankly 
astonished expression. His face said everything that was on his on his mind. 


“Well...” She mutters quietly before turning away from him. “I’m going to the bathroom.” 


The moment she’s behind the closed door, she pushes her hand down her jeans. 
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60. Who Knew? (Round Two) 


Day 120: 


Only when Jessica went and actually talked to Victor, did she find out that he was working 
full time now, in preparation of becoming an independent doctor. His job made it hard for 
them to get together and be able to actually study what she had taken from Crystal. The only 
reason they were able to meet today was because he had Saturday’s off. 


With Kilgrave’s help in making sure that they weren’t interrupted, they were able to get a 
saliva, blood, urine, and skin sample. 


It took a few days for Victor to process and run separate tests on each individual 
collection. Today was to go over the results that he came up with. 


“Okay, just wait out here.” Jessica mutters to Kilgrave coming up to Victor’s door. 
He scoffs, crossing his arms. “You said I could come, now you’re locking me outside?” 


“He doesn’t know you’re here and I don’t want to give him a fucking heart attack.” She 
snaps back as she carefully knocks. 


His eyes roll but he inevitably does as he’s told and leans up against the wall. 


In the past couple of weeks, they had gotten to a better place in their relationship once 
again. After his outburst from the nightmare, he was well aware of how fragile her trust of 
him was and he didn’t want to fuck it up again. 


When Victor opens the door to her, she makes sure that Kilgrave stays out of his line of 
sight. “Hey.” She smiles and hugs him briefly before entering and closing the door behind 
her. 


“H-Hi, J-Jessica.” Victor smiles back, pushing his glasses up the bridge of his nose. He 
shuffles behind his desk and starts to collect all the data that he was going to present to her. 


Before he starts, she decides to ask, just so she could say she tried, “Uh... Kilgrave is 
outside. Do you mind if he comes in?” 


At the mention of his name, Victor fumbles and drops some of the papers he’s holding. 
Even though she was across the room, she can see him start to tremble slightly. “I-If... i-if 
he... i-if you w-want h-him to —” 


His distress was more than obvious so she cuts him off. “No, no. Forget it. He can wait.” 


He timidly looks up and smiles at her for understanding, before starting to explain his 
findings. “I-I ran n-normal disease, v-virus, d-drug, a-and poison testing on t-the saliva, u- 
urine, a-and the blood s-samples that you g-gave me. T-there was n-no irregularity-y found in 
a-any of them.” Sitting down behind the computer, he pulls up a few microscopic images and 
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motions for her to come and look. “B-but I did d-discover something u-unusual about the b- 
blood.” 


Climbing over a stack of book, she kneels beside his chair and watches what he points out. 


“T-this is a-a still image of h-her blood. Y-you can s-see the... K-Kilgrave’s virus a- 
attached to s-some of the c-cells, b-but these r-red blood cells a-are not shaped normally-y.” 
Victor splits the screen and shows another image, explaining, “T-this is what h-healthy red 
cells l-look like i-in c-comparison.” 


The difference between the two pictures was subtle enough that she couldn’t really tell if 
what she was seeing was what he was referring to. Besides the purple virus, Crystal’s blood 
was more of an hourglass shape than a circle/oval like the healthy cells. Almost like the cell 
was halfway between splitting into two. But viewing it from a non-medical standpoint, it 
didn’t strike Jessica as troubling. 


After she takes a moment to examine it, he goes onto explain, “N-not only is t-this 
atypical, b-but this doesn’t i-identify as a-any blood type.” The unnatural case seemed to 
make him excited, but she still didn’t get it. 


“What do you mean?” 


“T-there are only e-eight possible blood t-types for someone t-to h-have. P-positive and n- 
negative A, B, AB, a-and O. E-each type is identified-d by c-certain antibodies a-and 
antigens. S-some combinations r-rarer than others. H-however, t-this sample has n-neither 
antibodies n-nor a-antigens. I-it doesn’t fit i-into any of the only-y existing e-eight types. H- 
honestly, I-I’m not sure h-how she is a-alive.” 


He went on to show and explain a few more things about the blood before he moves onto 
what he discovered about the skin. “T-this skin s-sample is even more o-of an enigma. T- 
though it a-appears normal, t-there’s an i-incredibly thin light g-grey material coating t-the 
skin t-that darkens w-when antagonized. T-this substance i-is unknown t-to me.” 


What he was referring to was something that her and Kilgrave had already witnessed with 
Brian and Elena. She tells him about what they saw when he’s done going over it, and he adds 
the new information to a stack of notes. 


“Do you have any idea what could’ve caused this to happen to someone?” Jessica asks, 
sitting back on the desk. 


“T-I would h-have to guess, s-same as you i-in saying a-a drug. I-I can o-only really test f- 
for drugs that h-have a-already been discovered w-without proper equipment. T-to test s- 
something like this, y-you’d have to b-bring another sample a-and give m-me a few d-days to 
get c-clearance to take m-more high-tech mechinary-y out o-of the hospital.” 


The two of them make a plan for when they would see each other next, before they part 
ways with another hug. 


*#*WHO KNEW? (ROUND TWO)***** 


Elijah and Sage had pretty much everything about Kilgrave worked out. There were only a 
few things that they had left to test and make sure of, but that would all be cleared up today. 
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Jessica was less of a mystery but her powers could still pose as a threat in certain 
circumstances. 


Either way, they were going to move forward with what was planned. 


It was just past noon when the Project Eden unit was alerted that the two subjects were 
returning to their apartment. 


Leo was instructed to stay next door, while the other two Monitors, Alice and Isabela were 
on tail, told to wait outside once they arrived. Sage, despite how badly he wanted to be there, 
sat in the screening room with Riley, so they that they could be watching all of the equipment 
that was in place and take notes in real time. 


Elijah’s security team was much larger today than his normal couple of bodyguards for 
good reason. Yet, alone he stood outside of room 4C with MIDA in his hand, and gently 
knocks on the door. 


*[Jones]: “It’s open!”’ Mida reads, signally to him that he could open the door. 


Both her and Kilgrave were sitting behind the desk and the moment that they look up to 
see who it was, they visibly tense. 


Eli smiles the same way he had last time he was in their apartment bearing gifts. They 
seemed too on-edge to say anything first, so he breaks the momentary silence in asking, “May 
I sit?” 


He was mostly talking to Jones, though she was busy looking past him at the closed door. 
In her head, she questions the possibility that he was actually alone and comes to the 
conclusion that it was far from likely. 


Registering the question she rigidly looks at him and answers with a question of her own. 
“Why?” 


Shrugging, he sits down across from them anyway. “I figured now was a good time for all 
of us to talk.” 


It’s naturally Kilgrave’s impulse to use his powers before any real conversation was to 
start. It would make this much easier if he merely commanded him to be honest and tell them 
everything. But knowing her partner well, Jessica gives him a quick glance, telling him not to. 
The two of them were much better at communicating than they used to be, so he gets the 
meaning the first time. She wanted to see where this would go first. 


In this very moment, it was all about figuring out who knew what. The conference Glitch 
called a few weeks ago was in response to her researching him. No doubt that he knows he’s 
some sort of suspect. But the fact that he looked directly at them in the crowd was a dead give 
away that he was toying with them. So the real question was, does he know that they know 
he’s toying with them? And how much does he know that they know about him? 


Jessica had dealt with more confusing things in her head before, but never involving a 
potentially dangerous genius. Continuing to try and figure out how to approach this, she 
inquires, “Talk about what?” 


“Let’s talk about you for a moment, Jessica.” His voice and his demeanor were still so 
polite and gentle as he goes on to say, “You’re American, correct? Where were you when The 
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Incident happened in 2012?” The way he asks makes him sound genuinely curious. 


This wasn’t a question that either of them had expected, and Kilgrave looks to her to see 
whether or not she would lie about her whereabouts. 


She hesitates to try and find his angle in asking this. What was the purpose? Did it really 
matter if she told the truth? After a beat of silence, she mutters, “I was in New York.” 


Elijah nods, although he already knew the answer and goes on, “You were fortunate 
enough to survive then. Tell me this, do you think that could have been prevented?” 


“The Incident?” Her eyebrows furrow, still unsure what this was about. “I don’t know how 
a fucking wormhole opened. You’re asking the wrong person.” 


“No, not what happened. Do you think the number of fatalities could have been 
decreased?” Elijah was acting as an interviewer now, pressing for answers. 


Her eyes narrow, choosing not to give her honest opinion. “I don’t know.” 


He smirks, as if he knew she was tired of playing along. That doesn’t stop him, however. 
“How many of the kids that died that day could’ve grown up to do something spectacular?” 
At the mention of kids, Jessica stiffens and although she doesn’t answer, he keeps going. 
“What are the chances that one of those children could’ve gone on to cure a disease such as 
cancer? Isn’t it horrific to think that humanity lost so much potential for its future that day?” 


Her eyes shift to his hands as he twists the rings on his fingers before she mumbles a 
response. “What’s the point in wasting energy thinking about something that I can’t change?” 


“Well,” He purrs a little, looking at Kilgrave momentarily. “I think about it as an exercise, 
really. I can’t help it. And not just what happened in New York, but everywhere, all the time. 
These young, brilliant minds are living in a world that is so corrupt, and demented, that they 
don’t have anywhere they can flourish and grow. It’s terribly sad, wouldn’t you agree?” 


Jessica leans back and before she can say anything Kilgrave jumps in, his eyebrow raised. 
“You’re talking about yourself?” 


It was almost more of a statement than a question. Elijah looks down at Mida, to catch the 
whole thing, and when he does, he smirks. “Am I? My circumstances of childhood are a 
reflection of so many others, I couldn’t possibly be only referring to myself.” 


Sure, he was talking about smart kids, which was almost entirely the focus of this case. 
But the connection still wasn’t there. “What do you want?” Jessica finally ends up asking. 


Eli purposely avoids the true intent of the question when he answers, “I just want to have 
an honest conversation, that’s all.” 


By now, Kilgrave had waited long enough, so he finally commands, “Answer the question 
and tell the truth.” 


Having caught what he said by reading his lips, Elijah pauses, then glances down at Mida 
to make sure he had read correctly. This was an order. He waits a few seconds to see if he felt 
any different before slowly opening his mouth. “I don’t think I have to.” After he’s able to get 
the words out, he smiles. 
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While Jessica had always known this was a possibility, it never occurred to Kilgrave. 
Therefore, his eyes widen at the first disobedience he’s seen since Jessica. 


“Surprised that you can’t control me, Kilgrave?” The change in Jessica’s expression as he 
uses his name for the first time causes him to smugly add, “Surprised that I know who you 
are, Jessica Jones?” A message from the unit vibrates his open communicator, that he could 
choose to ignore, but he figured some suspense was good for the moment. 


The alert was from the head of the security team, that read, ‘Omega, your immunity is 
confirmed. Do you want Eagle Eyes 1 to stand down?’ 


Pressing his thumb to the screen, he says into it, “Armor, leave all Eagle Eyes on stand by. 
Do not disengage.” 


Elijah goes on as if nothing unusual was happening. “If you’re curious, I have three 
snipers on the building across the street armed with tranquilizers. One for each of us. They’re 
there to ensure my safety from any unwanted mind control or physical situation that I can’t 
get out of. Of course, the sniper aimed on you, Jessica, has about four times the average 
dosage for a person your size. Your strength gives you quite the unfair advantage.” Their 
alarmed expressions make him chuckle a little. “You didn’t think I’d walk into a room with 
two super-powered individuals without any protection, did you?” 


Having absolutely no control over anyone in the room makes Kilgrave’s heart race. 
Thinking a way out of a situation without using his powers wasn’t really in his wheelhouse. 


Jessica’s mind on the other hand was racing a mile a minute. Her first instinct is to find a 
way to ensure that he couldn’t knock them out with the snap of his fingers. She glances 
behind her at the one window which had to be the only entry point for the darts. But Glitch 
was ahead of her again. 


“Sure, you can close the blinds to try and block the visibility. But we have heat scanners, 
so your body heat will give you away whether or not they can see you through the window.” 
Elijah runs his hand through his hair in a devilishly charming fashion. What he failed to tell 
them was that he had Leo with backup tranqs next door as a last resort if something 
happened. 


Her muscles tense as she leans forward and rests her elbows on the table. This was pretty 
much a worse case scenario, but there was always a way for her to assert power in situations 
like this. “Do you think your snipers would be able to get me before I reach across this table 
and snap your neck?” 


He could sense that his security team panicking from that question, simply because they 
didn’t know Jessica and her wit like Eli felt he did after observing her for so long. In an 
attempt to relax the unit, he laughs aloud. “No, I don’t think they could. But you’re not that 
type of person, are you? That you would just kill a man that you barely know anything 
about?” 


“You think you know me?” Her teeth grind after she asks. 


“T think I know the both of you very well, in fact.” Elijah says confidently, subconsciously 
pulling his necklace from his shirt. 
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The problem was, now that they were face to face and he undoubtedly knew who they 
were, Jessica wasn’t prepared to counter. There was virtually nothing to use against him. She 
tried to find out more about this random fainting spell that he had to be able to use his poor 
health as a pressure point. But there was nothing more for her to find. Come to think of it, she 
should’ve asked Victor to pull his hospital records. 


Either way, if he was going to hold their identities over their heads, there was only one 
other thing they needed to know. “What do you want?” She asks again, hoping not to get 
some bullshit answer. 


“Well, I’m not going to blackmail you if that’s what you’re thinking.” Neither of them 
were buying that and they had good reason not to, especially since only a second later Eli 
adds, “But I would like to ask for one thing...” 


“And this one thing would be in exchange for what?” Kilgrave finally speaks again. Elijah 
was a risk, seeing as his deafness put him out of reach. Still, if the threat was that he would 
try and go public with who they were, Kilgrave was certain that there would be enough 
people to control around him that would stop that from happening. 


“If you choose to deny me what I ask for, there won’t be any consequences. I’ll just be 
disappointed.” From the tone of his voice and his body language, he didn’t appear to be lying. 


That didn’t make them any less high-strung, however. “What is it?” Jessica snaps, 
impatient for him to spit it out. 


“A date.” He finally answers her. Speaking it aloud, he appears shy, blush creeping onto 
his cheeks for the first time they’ve seen. 


The two of them stare at him to try and tell if he’s serious. Yet the situation didn’t seem 
like now was a good time for a practical joke, and his expression didn’t suggest otherwise. 


Kilgrave is the first to break the long, uncomfortable silence when he growls, “Absolutely 
not.” It didn’t matter whether or not there was a remote chance of Jessica actually enjoying 
herself on the date. But Elijah was a rich bastard and there was no telling what he would do if 
he had her alone with him (not that there was anything much worse than what Kilgrave had 
already done to her in the past). 


Because of his outburst, Jessica sneers at her partner. “Shut up.” She pushes her hair back 
as she thinks. Kilgrave called it, in his claiming that Glitch had more than just a friendly 
interest in her. From the first time they met to when he was last in their apartment, the signs 
were there. She makes a few calculated decisions before deciding to ask, “That’s seriously 
what you came here to ask for? A date with me?” 


Eli laughs for a reason unknown to them. “Oh, I’m sorry if I was misleading in anyway.” 
He has to pause to compose himself before choosing to clarify. “Not a date with you, Jessica. 
A date with Kilgrave.” 


Kilgrave’s mouth hangs open and Jessica’s eyes widen. 


There’s another heavy silence, that Jessica is sure to break first this time. She speaks as if 
she were jumping at the opportunity, “He’ll do it!” 


“What?!” Kilgrave turns to look at her, still in shock. “No, I will n—” 
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Jessica slaps her hand over Kilgrave’s mouth to keep him quiet, before forcing a smile in 
Glitch’s direction. “Would you excuse us for a moment?” 


Eli smiles again at their reaction and nods, “Sure.” 


Taking Kilgrave by the arm, she pulls him out of his chair and drags him into the bedroom, 
closing the door behind them. 


He whines because of her grip and bends before she lets go. 


“You have to go on a date with him.” She says quietly but sternly. Part of her wanted to 
laugh at the prospect that this entire time Eli’s affections were directed at him, and his 
jealousy was pointless. But because of the seriousness of the situation, now didn’t seem like 
the time. 


“Are you insane?! I’m not going on a date with him, Jessica!” He growls back, trying to 
wrap his head around everything that had happened in the last ten minutes. 


“Keep your voice down!” She snaps, resisting the urge to hit him. 
“Why? He’s deaf!” 


Rolling her eyes, she mulls over it, going on, “If Elijah wants to have a date with you, then 
you’re going on a date. End of story.” 


“That’s the most ridiculous —” 


“Kilgrave! You don’t have to want to date him to do this! It doesn’t fucking matter. I, of all 
people, know you’re not gay.” She scowls at him and shakes her head. “But you have to take 
one for the team! Not only is he most definitely lying about not exposing us, but his interest 
in you could give us a bit of leverage.” 


Realizing that she was really going to make him do this, he begins to pout. “You’re not 
going to give me a choice, are you?” 


“No, I’m not. There’s a good chance that he’s going to reveal something to you one on one 
that he wouldn’t otherwise.” Seeing that he was starting to yield, she continues. “Now, you’re 
gonna go out there, smile, and kindly accept his offer. Got it?” 


He doesn’t say anything, but his silence was better than more protest, so she takes that as a 
yes’. 

“Good. Come on.” Opening the door, she shoves him back out first, following him back 
behind the desk. Elijah watches them expectantly, but also calmly. 


‘ 


When both of them sit down behind the desk, Jessica loudly clears her throat, signally 
Kilgrave to speak up. 


When he opens his mouth, he looks entirely uncomfortable but forces the words out 
anyway. “Yes, I’ll go on a date with you...” 


A bright, loving smile spreads across Eli’s face, despite having read everything that was 
said in the other room. “I’m delighted to hear it. I can send a car for you tomorrow at seven, if 
you’re free?” He asks, somewhat eagerly. 
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Knowing that Kilgrave would hesitate to answer, Jessica kicks his leg under the table. He 
winces and shoots her a glare before muttering, “I am...” 


“Great.” Elijah stands up and straightens his jacket. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Kilgrave.” 


Author’s note: 
Ah, throwback to Chapter 22, the original “Who Knew?” 


I read a lot of great theories about Glitch, none of which included the possibility of him 
having a crush on Kilgrave! Although, I was sorta purposely throwing you off the scent 
anyway, and Elijah’s homosexuality is not supposed to be his defining trait/the only thing that 
makes him interesting. So I wouldn’t expect anyone to have seen it coming either way! 


This scene is one of my new favorites for sure. And I’m excited about their date! 
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61. Fake Out 


Chapter Sixty-One: Fake Out 
Day 121: 
Jessica laid in bed, waiting for Kilgrave to finish getting dressed. 


He had to rush order for his suit to be dry cleaned earlier this morning, because Jessica 
insisted that he present his best today. 


Of course, he didn’t fail to deliver, wearing the original purple suit that he had. He looks in 
the mirror and lets out a quiet sigh through his nose. After a month and a half of dressing to 
Jessica’s requirements, it felt good to be back in what he was comfortable in. 


When she hears the bathroom door open, she sits up to inspect him. “Well?” She can’t help 
but smile a little when she sees him straightening his tie. 


Still, the idea of this was more than unsettling to him so when he looks at her, he scowls. 
“Well?” 


“Oh, don’t pretend you don’t love dressing up.” She rolls her eyes and stands up to get a 
better view of him. Up close, she tilts her head slightly, then says, “Come here.” Taking his 
hand, she pulls him back into the bathroom. 


“What is it?” He asks, watching her carefully. 


“Just, come here.” She repeats, pulling him in front of her as she sits up on the sink 
counter. His eyebrows raise as he stands between her legs and waits to see what she was 
going to do next. Picking up his razor, she grabs a single blade and pulls it out of the tool 
before running it under some warm water. 


“What? No. I’m perfectly capable of shaving myself.” He tries to protest and back up, but 
she aggressively yanks him towards her again. 


Taking a bit of shaving cream, she rubs it on his face and his neck where she intended to 
shave. “You missed your chance, and this is bothering me.” She growls before cupping his 
chin with her hand. 


“Jessica.” He groans back through gritted teeth, since he couldn’t open his mouth much. 
Even if he tried to move away, he wouldn’t be able to. 


“Hold still, unless you want me to cut you.” Her smile returns as she takes the blade and 
gently begins to clean up the edges of his five o’clock shadow to her liking instead of his. 
Despite her strong grip, she was surprisingly gentle with the razor and left his skin smooth 
with no mistakes. 


His breathing settles after a moment of letting her continue. Deciding not to fight her on it, 
he closes his eyes and lets himself enjoy the touch of her soft hands on his skin. There was a 
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strange amount of intimacy in this menial task, but it didn’t seem like she was picking up on 
that as much as him. 


When she finishes, she takes a damp cloth and tenderly wipes away the shavings and the 
cream. “There.” She says, satisfied with her work. “That’s better.” Abruptly, pushing him 
away, she hops off the sink and walks back into the bedroom. 


He blinks as if out of a daze and watches her trail back for her phone. “What time is it?” 
He decides to ask as he runs his hand over the area that she operated. 


“You have a little more time.” She responds after sitting back on the bed. “We have more 
things to go over before you go.” 


“Like?” He tilts his head, following to sit down next to her. 


“T know we already talked about this, but make sure your phone doesn’t die. If I’m going 
to be tracking your location, I have to have your signal the whole time. That means don’t use 
your phone for anything unless it’s an emergency, got it?” 


“Yes, Jessica.” He sighs, reaching in his pocket to check and make sure he had enough 
charge. Seeing that it was 6:55pm, he starts to stand back up. “I should probably go down 
now.” 


“No, wait!” She stands up, blocking his path to the door. “I have a few other tips to give 
you.” 


“Make it quick.” He growls, more anxious about this than usual. He was going on a date 
with someone he couldn’t control, who was more than likely responsible for the abduction of 
a number of people. It was unnerving. Not to mention the fact that his date was a man! 


“Okay, first of all, you can’t be yourself. No offense, but you kinda suck at being likeable.” 
She shrugs as if she wasn’t saying anything truly offensive. “The whole point of this is that 
you want to get him to feel comfortable around you, like he can open up to you. You’re gonna 
hate it, but you have to smile. Laugh if he makes a joke. Actually engage in conversation.” 


“T understand how dating works.” His eyes roll and hopes for her to move now, but she 
wasn’t done. 


“Yeah, except you don’t.” Shaking her head, she goes on, ‘Besides the actual date, you 
need to do whatever he tells you to.’ She can see his face start to contort, so she quickly 
explains. “Like it or not, there’s a good chance that you won’t have a choice in doing what he 
asks of you. So wherever he tells you to go, say or do, just do it, no questions asked. You 
can’t control him, and with the knowledge that his lack of hearing makes him immune, you 
can expect that all the people that you interact with won’t be able to hear you.” 


Hearing this from her, makes his stomach constrict. It was bad enough not being able to 
control Jessica, then Elijah. But now, an entire staff of people would be working around him, 
unable to register anything he saying. 


Seeing his obvious tension, she adds, “Don’t pay attention to anyone else anyway. Just 
shower Eli with all your attention.” His irritated gaze makes her smile. “Oh, and it’s probably 
not likely on the first date, but if he wants to fuck you, I think you should let him.” She bites 
down on her lip to stop from laughing. 
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Having heard enough of her ‘advice’, he walks around her to exit the bedroom. “Yeah, 
thanks.” He mumbles sarcastically, his hand on the doorknob. 


“Hey!” She chases after him, but he barely slows down. 


“What?” He tries not to snarl, even though her humorous attitude was clearly getting to 
him. 


Leaning up against the wall, she mutters, “Be careful...” It was clear the she didn’t want 
that to be sentimental and she cringes at the fact that it sounded like she cared about him. 


He manages a smile on his way out. 


A limousine was waiting for Kilgrave when he got downstairs, and he sat alone in the back 
as he was driven to the unknown place of this date. 


The blonde driver seemed polite enough but Kilgrave wasn’t in the mood for small talk, 
especially knowing that there was a chance he wouldn’t be heard even if he did speak. 


When the limo pulls to a stop, he stares out the window to see where they had gone. The 
location was instantly familiar, as they had arrived at the glass skyscraper with Glitch’s name 
on it in the middle of the city. This was where his date was supposed to be held? A company’s 
headquarters was not an ideal location. 


His escort parks in front before getting out to open the door for him. Upon getting out, the 
blonde motions for him to follow inside. “This way, sir.” 


The front area, he had seen before because of the convention, but she leads him beyond the 
rooms that were used and to a locked door at the end of one of the hallways. The inside 
appeared to be some type of waiting room, that looked oddly similar to the lobby of a doctor’s 
office. The floor transitioned from tile to carpet, and there were a few plush chairs and small 
tables outlining the space. There were no other doors or entrances to be seen. 


“Please wait here. Mr. Glitch will be right with you.” She says with a smile, keeping her 
set of keys in her hand. 


Kilgrave doesn’t say anything back as he stands in the middle of the near empty room 
alone. He watches as she leaves and closes the door behind him, even more nauseous when he 
hears her lock the door again. 


This wasn’t a date. He was being trapped. It was obvious. How could he have been so 
stupid to walk straight into this? He paces back and forth for a handful minutes before the 
panic really begins to settle in. Just standing around, waiting to be turned into whatever 
Crystal and everyone else had become. He couldn’t take it anymore. 


With nervous hands, he reaches into his pocket for his phone. But the first thing he sees 
upon opening it was a message that read; ‘No signal’. Whatever type of room this was must 
have been specifically designed to stop cell service. Of course. 


He curses aloud to himself before hopelessly trying the door. Part of him hoped that it 
would open but he knew that it was locked already. In this moment, it was evident how much 
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he wished Jessica were here. Not only would the mere presence of her calm him down, but 
she would be able to break down this block of wood effortlessly and both of them would 
escape unscathed. 


It didn’t matter, because now he was alone. 
A split second after he lets go of the door handle, the entire room starts to move. 


The floor shifts and jerks as if it were falling out from under him. The only door starts to 
rise and becomes solid cement, racing down at miraculous speed. The velocity at which this 
was apparently going knocks Kilgrave back into one of the chairs. This was some type of 
elevator. It had to be. 


It felt like he had dropped a considerable number of stories before the movement slows to 
a halt. A new door takes the place of where the last one had been, except this one was clearly 
made of glass and opens almost instantly. Elijah was already standing on the other side of the 
doorway, peering in with an expectant expression. His hands were clasped behind his back 
and he appeared anxious as well. He was wearing a well-tailored navy blue suit that just so 
happened to compliment Kilgrave’s purple magnificently. 


When he speaks, he totally glosses over the fact that Kilgrave had just feared for his life, 
starting with, “My sincerest apologies for the wait. It wasn’t expected for the set up to take 
that long.” 


Beyond the light coming from behind Elijah, there was a dining table that staff members 
were finishing setting up for his arrival. So this was a date? As if he wasn’t confused enough 
already. 


Getting no real response, Eli steps to the side and motions for him to come out. “Our table 
is right this way.” He keeps his eyes on his date to see if he would say anything. 


As Kilgrave manages to stand and make his way to the door, he straightens himself out, 
and reminds himself of what Jessica said to him. He was going to hate it, but he had to smile. 
Still, if he couldn’t do that, he could at least wipe the horrified expression off his face. 


He tries to think of something to say, but Glitch had turned to lead the way now. 


The room that was behind the door was like none other. It was under what could only be 
described as a glass dome and upon entering, Kilgrave blinks twice. Beyond the glass 
covering was a field of green grass, shaded with trees and the onsetting darkness as the sun 
had already began to set. The bright golden rays could be seen in the distance, hovering just 
above the horizon and the small wild flowers cast their own unique shadows over the ground. 
The wind blew a cool breeze that rustled the plant life around him but never touched him 
because of the bubble they were in. 


The dome was fairly small and it was almost like he could breathe in the nature that was 
around him. This disorients him more than he already is. 


Elijah welcomes him to the dinner table and waits for him to sit before he takes the chair 
across from him. Seeing his ‘fascination’ with his surroundings, Eli smiles, “After we order, I 
can put the stars out if you’d like.” 
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The words take a moment to register before Kilgrave can fully understand how his eyes 
were fooled. It was the incredible detail that threw him off. The glass wasn’t see through. He 
was witnessing at a projection screen that realistically portrayed the living field that he felt 
surrounding him. 


The host of this event must have had some type of controls to change the setting which is 
what his statement meant. Kilgrave can’t think of anything more than, “Okay,” to say, already 
shifting in his chair. 


The fact that his date appeared so unbearably fraught didn’t off put him at all and he nods 
at at the menu sitting beside his separate cutlery. “I’ve had pasta, oysters on a vegetable 
platter and red wine pre-ordered already. But if you desire to eat something else, you can 
choose from the menu and they’! bring out the order.” 


He only glances at the menu before deciding that either way, he wasn’t going to eat much 
so it really didn’t matter. Mumbling, he says, “Oyster is fine.” 


Getting this, Eli turns in the opposite direction of waiting room and motions at the one 
other entrance for the dome, and signs something that Kilgrave is incapable of understanding. 
“/Bring out the pre-order. And make the red wine 13%, nothing lower. He looks like he needs 
it./” He can feel Sage smiling at him on the other side of the one way glass, as Eli glances in 
his known direction. Before he turns away, he has to consciously stop himself from signing 
inappropriately about his hunger for something besides food... It was one thing for his best 
friend to see, but he didn’t need his entire staff reading his desires. 


It only takes a second for a couple of waitresses to wheel out a cart of sheltered food and 
meet them at the table. As they split everything onto their plates, Kilgrave gets his first up 
close look of what Jessica had already predicted. In each ear of the waitresses was what 
resembled a hearing aid but most likely fully blocked sound instead amplifying it. 


With the servers leaving, Elijah uses his phone as the control to change the setting around 
them. As if time were elapsed, the sun goes down completely and the sky rotates to reveal the 
light of the moon and the stars. The constellations about them were crystal clear and lit up the 
artificial dark blue sky with ease. 


If Kilgrave was enthused, he doesn’t show it. Not that Eli was expecting a reaction. As he 
picks up his fork and starts with the pasta, he comments what he’s been thinking for the past 
few minutes, “That color looks immaculate on you.” Despite his typically cool demeanor, Eli 
starts to blush unwittingly. 


It started to dawn on Kilgrave that even though he didn’t enjoy the idea of dating a man at 
all, it was miraculous that he was attractive to more than just women. If even men found him 
desirable, then obviously he was doing something right. 


This thought makes him loosen up the slightest bit and respond appropriately to the 
compliment. “Thank you.” There was some speculation at first with whether or not the food 
was Safe to eat. Especially considering the time he had spent at war with Jessica. But on 
second thought, all the food was taken from the same plates and he hadn’t eaten all day so he 
picks up his fork as well. 


“You’re welcome.” Being the one to ask for the date in the first place, it was Elijah’s job to 
make conversation while they ate. He couldn’t bring up Jessica, seeing as she was currently 
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the object of Kilgrave’s affection. Instead, he starts by asking, “So, Kilgrave. How long have 
you had the ability to heal people with your words?” 


This question felt similar to the way he had talked to Jessica yesterday. Fairly personal but 
there was no angle that could be seen, so he answers, “Not until more recently...” He had to 
constantly remind himself that he was supposed to be building trust here. 


Due to his extensive research, Eli guessed that much. “And you’re content with being a 
private investigator?” Since he didn’t drink, he had been served sparkling water. As Kilgrave 
pauses to think about this, he takes a quiet sip. “I’m just curious. I’d like to understand your 
situation better. Being a man with incredible abilities, are you happy doing such a... mundane 
job?” 


Being a P.I. was never something he envisioned himself doing, but he was with Jessica. 
That made him happy, right? That was enough, right? Taking down some of his wine, he 
replies, “I do what’s asked of me. Nothing more.” 


“So, this path wasn’t your choice?” This question didn’t require an answer as they both 
already knew the truth. Jessica was calling the shots. “I’ve noticed that you hold yourself 
differently today than you have the past few times we’ve spoken.” 


“How so?” 
Elijah shrugs nonchalantly then says, “You look more comfortable in a suit.” 


He wasn’t wrong about that. It was at this point that Kilgrave could truly see what was 
going on. He steadied himself and took a quick mental inventory. This situation wasn’t new to 
him; completely stripped from his powers and held against his will. Yet, he knew he didn’t 
need his powers to control people. Glitch was steadily playing with the idea that he was 
actually miserable with Jessica, not happy. It was a clever move. 


The entire reason he was here was to get information that they wouldn’t be able to 
otherwise. The first step in doing this would be to get the topic off of himself. “You don’t.” 
Kilgrave says, smiling up at him for the first time with a joking expression. 


Eli smiles back and laughs a little, more than glad that he was relaxing. “You’re right. I 
don’t usually wear anything this high class. Not even to business meetings. It makes me feel 
like I’m pretending to be something I’m not.” He was about to add something about how it 
was the opposite for him, but he doesn’t get the chance. 


“Do you feel like you need to pretend to be something you’re not in front of me?” 
Kilgrave cocks his head to the side, getting the rhythm of the conversation now. 


Copying him, Elijah tilts his head as well. He hadn’t really thought of it that way, causing 
the rosey color to return to his cheeks. “I wanted to impress you.” 


A smug look slowly comes across his face and he hums gently as he chews an oyster. 
“And bringing me to an underground base isn’t enough to achieve that objective?” 


He shrugs again as he runs his hand through his hair. “You tell me. Are you impressed?” 


Smirking back, he takes another look around before stating, “Your effort entertains me 
more than anything.” 
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Elijah’s crystal blue eyes sparkle as he stops to bite down on his lower lip. “I can live with 
that.” 


“Although,” Kilgrave adds, “I don’t believe that you made all of this just for me.” 
“Right again.” Eli beams, fairly pleased that his date was an intellectual match for him. 


“So what do you normally do down here?” He wasn’t going to go back to the apartment 
with no information at all. 


Instead of answering right away, he picks up his water and drinks, peering at him over the 
brim of his glass, grinning. 


That expression and his hesitation makes Kilgrave nod. “Ahh, secrets, right? I’m not used 
to people keeping secrets from me.” 


Elijah smiles now, putting down his glass. “This dome has its purposes. It certainly wasn’t 
easy to build. But you don’t have to worry. Everything will be revealed to you soon enough.” 


“Everything? Including your connection to the missing people?” Kilgrave pounces 
naturally. He had a way of saying things like this that didn’t make him sound threatening in 


anyway. 


It was clear before this date even started that this subject would be brought up in one way 
or another so it doesn’t throw him off in the least. And he figured that being honest would be 
the best way for this to play out. “Yes.” He responds without missing a beat. “That included.” 


Wonderfully close to the whole truth, he presses, “If I’m bound to find out eventually, why 
don’t you just explain now? You could start by telling me what you’re doing to them.” 


“Oh, I don’t do anything to anyone.” This time, Elijah shakes his head more seriously. “It’s 
what I do for them that I think you’re misunderstanding.” 


Kilgrave furrows his eyebrows. “For them? They’ve become... mindless.” The word was 
in association with how Jessica used to refer to the people he controlled and saying it in this 
context makes him cringe. 


“That’s not true.” He continues to hold his stance firmly. ‘I’ve given them an opportunity 
that very few have. I assure you, Kilgrave. These people have been freed from the destructive 
society that they live in. They’re not in pain, like you seem to think.’ There’s hesitation as 
Kilgrave tries to put together everything that he just heard in his head. And with that verbal 
gap, Elijah takes the opportunity to change the focus once more. “You seem like the one 
who’s hurting.” 


“Me?” He was thrown off the beat of the conversation again. 


“T just... it’s hard for me to imagine someone like you having to live such a sheltered life.” 
So that subject wouldn’t shift anymore, he keeps going. “I mean, you constantly have to avoid 
conviction for your past, you have to carefully choose every word that you speak, and you 
don’t even get to wear what you please. You must feel so terribly trapped.” 


There they were, back where they started. Kilgrave leans in his chair, the tone of his voice 
changing. “I don’t see your point.” 
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“All I’m trying to say is that... if you were to choose a different path, you could find 
yourself in a more privileged position. A life where you can be who you inherently are, 
without trying to contain your impulses with the fear that you’ll hurt someone.” Elijah raises 
his eyebrow a little, taking another bite of food. “It’s just something to think about.” 


A couple hours had passed since Jessica lost Kilgrave’s cell phone signal. It wasn’t a 
complete concern for the first fifteen minutes, as it could just be chalked up to a dead zone. 
But the longer his location stayed a mystery, the more panicked she became. Not to mention 
the fact that his signal was lost at Glitch’s headquarters, and not a public restaurant. 


At this point in time, she was preparing to go find him. Just as she was standing up to go, 
the front door swings open. Kilgrave comes stumbling in, looking like he had quite the story 
to tell. 


The first thing he does when he sees Jessica is laugh with relief and resist the urge to pull 
her into a hug. “Bloody hell...” 


She lets out a breath of ease seeing him come home after losing contact with him, although 
she tries not to let how worried she was show. “Fuck, Kilgrave. What happened?! You’re 
phone fucking dropped off the grid.” 


“IT know. We went underground. Literally.” Still trying to wrap his mind around what 
happened, he holds his phone in his hand and shrugs. “And then by the time I was coming 
back, I lost all my battery.” 


“Underground?!” 


He advises her to pull up a chair as he had flopped down on the sofa, which she does with 
haste. He then proceeds to recount his wild tale of tonight in great detail. From the alarming 
waiting room, to the underground dome, and through the winding conversation. Jessica had a 
stream of questions that she interjected, which he answered to the best of her ability. 


He ended by explaining, “I think he was trying to convince me that I was better off with 
him. I don’t know. But the son of a bitch is guilty, for sure. Anyway, I didn’t get much else off 
of him before he saw me out. We went back up the elevator together and he put me back in 
the limo. And I’m pretty sure he leaned in to give me a kiss on the cheek, but got too nervous 
and didn’t go for it.” 


Having heard the entire story, she rolls her eyes. “You don’t have to sound so goddamn 
proud about it. The idea disgusted you three hours ago.” 


Kilgrave kicks his legs up, lying all the way back. “It’s nice to be recognized and deemed 
attractive.” He jumps at the opportunity to tease her. “I’m still not gay. You don’t have to be 
jealous, Jessica.” Her glare makes him smirk. 


Choosing not to dwell on his idiocy, she mumbles, “I don’t understand what he wants... 
What’s his next move?” 


It was the same question that Kilgrave had been asking himself but no answer came to 
mind. 
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Standing up, she makes her way back behind the desk to start brainstorming, as she asks 
herself aloud, “More importantly, what’s our next move?” 


Author’s note: 


Lol Kai’s line, “Cray-Cray for Kay-Kay” in the last couple reviews gave me life, thank 
you! :’D 


Deyo and I worked hard on this dialogue, because essentially, both of these men are 
incredibly clever and manipulative. Two personalities like this are bound to clash in some 
way. Also random; They are two completely different people with vastly different motives, 
but did anyone catch the point in the conversation that Elijah sounded a bit like Ruby? 


I love it. I’m excited :) 
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62. Breaking Down 


Chapter Sixty-Two: Breaking Down 
Day 122: 


“No... Jessica, please.” Kilgrave whines and tries to hold onto her. “Please can we go 
back to sleep?” He squints at the light and stays under the covers. 


After all, it was two in the morning and they barely had gotten any sleep. 


“We already talked about this. Get up.” She was just as tired as him, but they had a plan 
made she didn’t like going back on what she said. 


“Just lay down, darling.” Although she was starting standing up, he keeps his arms around 
her waist, attempting to keep her down with his body weight. 


Rolling her eyes, she pulls his arms off of her. “Do you want me to punch you in the face?” 
It being a rhetorical question, she leaves the room to go retrieve her camera. 


He groans before forcing himself to roll out of bed and get dressed after her. 


The hope was that at this time in the morning, no one would be at the Glitch tower, and 
they would only need to get past the potential security system. Unfortunately for them, the 
entire team already knew about this little plan before they even left the apartment. 


After Kilgrave’s date with Eli, Sage returned to the screening room. He observed their 
conversation about breaking into the secondary forecast dome (SFD) with peaked interest, 
then spread the word to the rest of the unit. Knowing that he needed to be up when they came, 
he sets an alert to go off with the motion sensor at the front door, and takes a nap in the 
viewing chair. 


Sage wakes up on schedule to watch them exit their room. He and Elijah had had a 
messaging conversation earlier that included instructions of this situation. Elijah was slightly 
fatigued now, and his best friend urged him to sleep, which is why he wasn’t here. Their 
conversation read: 


{Have you read the update I sent out? — SS} — 22:53. 
{I just have, yes. — EKG} — 22:53. 


{How do you want to proceed? We can turn on the touch sensors. They won't be able to 
touch the building with setting off an alarm. — SS} — 22:54, 


{No, let them in. — EKG} — 22:56. 
{Into the SFD? Why? — SS} — 22:56. 


{Yes. I want to feed Jones’ curiosity. It should satisfy her for awhile. Just disconnect the 
second entrance so she can have a good look around. — EKG} — 22:59. {Make sure it’s 
operational. — EKG} — 22:59. 
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{Understood. — SS} — 23:00. {Please get some rest. You had a long day. — SS} — 23:00. 
{I’m trying to. I keep thinking about Kilgrave... — EKG} — 23:00. 
{What about him? — SS} — 23:00. 


{The last time we spoke, he wasn’t accepting of the environment. He resents me. It’s not a 
reaction that I’m used to, or comfortable with. — EKG} — 23:06. 


{It hasn't been very long. He’ll come around. — SS} — 23:06. {Trust me. — SS} — 23:07. 
{We’ll see. — EKG} — 22:08. 


{I'll send you updates and important footage for you to go over in the morning. 
Goodnight. — SS} — 22:09. 


{Goodnight, Sage. — EKG} — 22:09. 


Now, Sage stretches and begins preparation for their arrival. He deactivates the security 
system on the building and switches the monitor in the screening room to the camera’s around 
headquarters. 


It only takes the two of them about fifteen minutes to make it to the tower. Jones leads the 
way to the staff entrance, facing away from the street. Audio picks her up whispering, 
“Remember. Be ready to run if we have to.” She easily breaks open the metal door then 
pauses for a moment to listen for any type of alarm to go off. Both her and her partner seemed 
relieved when none does. 


The visual of them switches as Kilgrave takes the lead and shows her the door to the 
elevator. “It was here.” He mumbles, stepping aside to let her break it open. 


Sage widens the view of the interior of the lift and tries not to laugh as he watches them 
step inside. 


“Where are the fucking buttons?” Jones snaps after examining the border of the room. 


“TI told you there are none! I don’t think there’s going to be a panel on the wall that reads, 
‘This way to the secret underground dome!’” He responds sarcastically, standing in the 
middle with his arms crossed. 


“It can't be that secret if he showed you.” Her eyes roll as she starts moving furniture to 
see if she’s missed something. 


“The door was locked, Jessica. We’re wasting our time...” 


Sage smirks to himself, knowing that he could remotely activate it anytime he wanted to. 
But they were too entertaining for him to do it immediately. He waits about the same amount 
of time that Kilgrave initially waited, before he finally drops them, seeing as Jones was about 
to give up. 


The shift of the elevator takes them both back and Jones curses repeatedly until they reach 
the floor where the dome was. The glass door opens the moment they arrive, inviting them in. 


Before she does anything, Jones takes another look around, trying to see if it was 
something she had done that set it off. “If there are no buttons, then how... —” 
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“Activated by a timer?” Kilgrave guesses with a shrug, having no better idea. When he 
had come back up it with Elijah, he hadn’t seen any type of controller. 


It was clear that she was still skeptical because she looks around the top corners of the 
room as if searching for security cameras. But unable to see any, she moves on to explore the 
SFD. 


The staff had purposely left the dining table and the starlight out for Jones to be able to 
witness. Besides that, there was really nothing else to see. It being a half sphere of glass, there 
wasn’t any place to hide anything. 


As she explores what he’s already seen, Kilgrave frowns, looking in the opposite direction 
of the entrance. “There used to be another door here...” 


“Seriously?” She takes an up close look at the seamlessly smooth glass that he had pointed 
at, frowning with him. “I don’ see how that’s possible.” 


It appeared as though he was questioning his own memory for the first time as Kilgrave 
stands next to her. 


They spend a good deal of time trying to figure out the mystery of the SFD with no real 
discovery, and no more information than they started with. With her camera, Jones takes 
another couple or minutes to photograph the entire interior, missing nothing. Once she’s done, 
she is the first to call it quits and heads back for the elevator. Sage is sure to take them 
directly up this time, just as he had with Elijah and Kilgrave to support his timer theory. 


The moment they left the building, Sage called in the tech team to have them change the 
locks. 


Jessica knew it wasn’t a great plan. Clearly. She could poke holes in it on her own, left and 
right. 


Glitch was bound to have some type of surveillance, at least on the outside of the tower. 
Tomorrow morning when they saw the broken locks, they would certainly check the tapes and 
see that it was them. As if there wasn’t enough damning evidence against them already. And 
going in, they weren’t even sure if all of the core staff had gone home yet, so they could’ve 
been walking in on anyone. Besides that, once they were inside, with no control over that 
elevator, they very well could’ve been trapped down there, having no cell service or way to 
escape. 


But if Elijah wanted to capture them, he certainly could have done it by now. And it didn’t 
really matter if he knew that they broke in. They were in a power struggle now, and Glitch 
seemed to be the only one enjoying it. 


They didn’t have very many options either way. 


As Eli was pretty much a celebrity, the location of his home was unknown for obvious 
privacy reasons. But today, it was Jessica’s second plan to follow him for an entire day to get 
the rhythm of his schedule. She figured that he would have to get to his office sometime in 
the morning, so she and Kilgrave only got a few more hours of sleep before they were to get 
up again. 
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It was just after seven when she drags herself out of bed for the second time. Before she 
even bothers to get Kilgrave up, she sends a text. 


{Can I ask for another favor? — J} — 7:09am. 

{Sure} — 7:09am. Victor responds, not having started his shift yet. 

{Do you know who Elijah Glitch is? — J} — 7:09am. 

{Of course. I had a master class with him in medical school. He’s a genius. } — 7:10am. 


His answer makes her cringe. It wasn’t a good time to explain the entire situation, so she 
goes ahead and asks, {Do you think you would be able to pull his hospital records for me? — 
J} — 7:10am. 


{His files might be secured to stop the media from accessing them, but I can try.} — 
7:12am. 


{Thank you — J} — 7:12am. 


Letting out a sigh, she turns to look at Kilgrave who was still knocked out. His body was 
curled up around where she had been lying, and it almost felt like he was grasping for her in 
his sleep. His arms had found her pillow and wrapped around it, the most gentle expression 
on his face. He was like a goddamn angel in his sleep. It was fucking annoying. 


Thinking on it, she might as well leave him to sleep. He wasn’t needed for this. He wasn’t 
the best for observation anyway. Besides, if she woke him up, he would probably just 
complain the entire time. 


On her way out, she sends him a text, reading; {I’ve gone out to do some investigating. If 
you decide to go out, tell me where you’re going. I probably won't be back until late — J} — 
7:24am. 


The only things she took with her were her phone and her camera. 


Jessica watched Glitch stroll into his office at exactly nine in morning. He left the building 
again around noon and headed to a fancy diner for what appeared to be a business lunch 
meeting. He then returned after one and hasn’t left since. 


It wasn’t interesting at all, since she couldn’t actually see anything that he was doing 
inside, except for the occasional times people passed by the windows. But that wasn’t the 
point of any of this. It was simply to even the score. If Elijah knew where they lived, it was 
only fair for them to know where he lived. 


The sun was beginning to set and the boredom was starting to kill her. But it couldn’t be 
more than a handful of hours before Glitch was going to pack up. 


She sat on the roof of a building across the street and glances down at her phone to check 
the time. But what she finds are a troubling thread of texts. 


{Does this have to do with Glitch? — K} — 4:36pm. {Jessica — K} — 6:49pm. {Jessica? 
— K}— 6:55pm. {Jessica? — K} — 7:00pm. {Can you come back? — K} — 7:00pm. {I need 
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you here — K} — 7:01pm. {I think something’s wrong — K} — 7:01 pm. {Something’s wrong 
— K}— 7:01pm. {Something’s wrong with me — K} — 7:01pm. {I don’t know what it is — K} 
— 7:02pm. {Come back — K} — 7:02pm. {Please hurry — K} — 7:02pm. {It hurts — K} — 
7:02pm. {Please — K} — 7:02pm. 


That was twenty minutes ago. 


“Shit, shit, shit.” Jessica curses and immediately dials his number. There could be a variety 
of things that were occuring and reality could very well be worse than her imagination. His 
phone rings out, but eventually goes to voicemail. 


She couldn’t help but feel a level of panic begin to settle in and she hated herself for it. 
There was no time for her to hail a cab, and she certainly had no patience for it. Instead, she 
jumps from rooftop to rooftop all the way back to the apartment building. She doesn’t bother 
with the lock and just breaks open her own door. 


There were a million things she had tried to prepare for coming in. She even imagined the 
possibility that he wasn’t here anymore. And even as what she saw wasn’t the worst case, it 
didn’t clear anything up either. 


Kilgrave was sitting on the sofa with his head in his hands, violently trembling. He doesn’t 
even look up at her when she comes in. 


Jessica hesitates only a second before she gets down on her knees in front of him and 
forcefully pushes his chest back to open him up. “What’s wrong? Are you hurt?” Wasting no 
moment, she checks him for any visible, physical harm. But she could find no injuries or 
blood for that matter. It could still be internal however, so she stays where she is. 


His eyes don’t connect with hers and he simply shakes his head, breathing erratically. 


“Kilgrave.” She tries again forcing his head up so she could look at him. “You have to talk 
—” Her sentence cuts off as she witnesses the stream of tears flowing down his cheeks. 


He was silently crying. And when their eyes meet, it worsens. 
This was a first. How much pain was he in?! 


“Jesus...” She can’t help but mutter to herself, still unclear on the situation. “Kilgrave... 
what’s wrong?” 


He doesn’t say anything for another minute and continues to cry, pressing his palms to his 
eyes. When he finally opens his mouth, every word is a weak whimper. “Jessica... I... I’m 
sorry. I’m so sorry.” 


“Sorry? Sorry for what?” Trying to understand, she gets up off the floor and sits next to 
him. 


His teeth visibly grind and he tenses, so desperately trying to hold in his tears, frustrated 
by his lack of control over his own body. “Everything.” He chokes on the word and gets taken 
aback by more whimpers. 


So... it wasn’t physical pain? Confused was an understatement for her. If she was going to 
help, she needed to understand. 
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Ten hours ago, when Kilgrave woke up alone, he experienced a bit of an emotional lull. He 
just didn’t feel good. It felt as though it had to do with him being alone. Waking up without 
her was like waking up without a limb. 


No matter what he did during the day, he couldn’t shake this ridiculously dark cloud that 
was hovering over his head. He thought about going out to maybe rescue some people on his 
own, as he had done only once or twice in the last few weeks. But just thinking about going 
out to do anything felt exhausting. He tried texting her earlier before noon, but she didn’t 
answer much. 


Around three, things took a turn for the worst. He couldn’t stop wondering why she had 
gone out to investigate without him. Didn’t she need him? They were supposed to be a team 
after all. Then it hit him. Hard. Like he was standing directly in the path of a truck on the 
highway. 


The answer was simple. Jessica didn’t want to be around him. Why would she? All he had 
to do was think of all the horrific things he’s done. The things he’s done to her. And for the 
first time in his life, he started drowning in introspection. Why was he alive? Why was he 
here? Why did he get the burden of these powers? How can Jessica even tolerate the sight of 
him? How will he ever be able to repent for all the unforgivable shit he’s done? For the lives 
he’s taken? For the lives he’s ruined? Including hers... 


For the first hour, these questions were simply background noise to the distractions that he 
was using. Then as the evening wore on, they got louder. Until it felt like his own mind was 
screaming at him. And it did hurt. It hurt worse than the time he was shot. Dare he say it even 
hurt worse than the time Jessica tortured him. 


He was suddenly turning against himself and the real reason for it was still a mystery. The 
mental anguish was almost indescribable. When he finally texted Jessica in a cry for help, he 
had passed his breaking point. He couldn’t take it any longer. 


Before she can ask him to clarify, he goes on himself, “Everyday that we were together, I 
—” His words come out slow and separated as he was still trying to contain his urge to sob. 
With a shaky voice, he forces the sentence out, “— I hurt you. Everyday I kept you against 
your will... and...” Even in this state, he couldn’t bring himself to say that he raped her. He 
acknowledged it, but he couldn’t say it. ‘I couldn’t live... I c-can’t live without you. But what 
I did to you, that’s not... that’s not love.’ The droplets of water start to roll down his chin and 
he covers his face with his hand. “I don’t even know how you can bloody look at me.” 


Where the fuck was this coming from? This was the most remorse for his past that she’s 
ever seen him show. But why all of a sudden? It was startling... The worst part was that she 
couldn’t honestly tell him that it was okay, because those memories still scarred her. 


So she does her best with the truth, “Okay... but you’ve been doing a lot better lately.” She 
couldn’t think of much else to say. Comforting distraught people wasn’t something she had 
ever been good at, and Kilgrave crying was a whole other situation. 


He shakes his head again, still quivering. “All I want is to be... good enough. For you. 
But... but I’m not! I’m not and I can’t take back everything I did.” With the feeling of his 
airways constricting, he pauses to take multiple shallow breaths. Rubbing his forehead, he 
turns to look her in the eyes. “It hurts, Jessica. It hurts so badly.” 
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Speechless, she looks back at him with unintentional and unexpected pity. “I don’t know 
what... —” 


Just as she began to speak, he puts his arms out and reaches for her, like a child in 
desperate need. When she doesn’t move away, he wraps his arms around her and clings to her 
shirt for dear life. Without waiting for her to embrace him, he lays his head on her shoulder, 
muffling his gentle sobs. 


Her eyes widen and she blinks for a moment before hesitantly hugging him back. The 
instant she holds him, he whines and leans closer, practically resting his entire weight against 
her. “I’m sorry.” He mumbles over and over again through sniffling. Every now and then, he 
would utter something else, such as, “I just love you...”, and “It hurts...” 


Despite her lack of ease about what was happening in his head, she wasn’t going to leave 
him. 


To Jessica, it felt like they sat there for an hour. Time was hard to tell, having nothing to do 
but cradle an emotionally unhinged man. After he seemed to have quieted down and his 
breathing relaxed, she pats him on the back and moves away. It wouldn’t be ideal for him to 
fall asleep here. 


“Okay... Kilgrave.” She tilts her head to see if he was awake. Finding that his eyes were 
puffy and red, but still open, she manages a soft expression. ‘I’m going to get you to bed.’ 
Standing up, she reaches under his arms to lift him. In an effort to lighten the mood, she 
practically tosses him up in the air and catches him in her arms effortlessly. Carrying his body 
bridal style forces the slightest of smiles onto his face. “Come on, baby.” She teases lightly, 
taking him into the bedroom. 


Keeping the same tone, she tosses him onto the bed. Although it was clear that he was still 
hurting, he was appreciative of her obvious attempt to cheer him up. “Jessica... you don’t 
have to —” 


“Nope, shut up.” Making her way to the bathroom, she grabs some toilet paper and heads 
back. Sitting down on the edge of the bed, she wipes his face for him, then begins removing 
his clothes, starting with his pants. “Relax, okay? You’re... you’re thinking too much and it’s 
hurting you... so just relax.” When his jeans come off, she takes the bottom of his T-shirt and 
lifts it over his head for him. 


He does his best to obey, and as her hands brush up against his sides, his eyelids flutter. 
The fact was that she didn’t have to do this for him. That thought, along with the time they 
spent on the couch eases him. 


Sighing, she thinks to herself before she tucks him under the covers. 


“Jessica... are you... —” His big doey eyes peer at her and he doesn’t even need to finish 
the question for her to know what he was asking. 


He wanted to know if she would stay. If she wasn’t going to, the chances of him losing his 
shit again were high. It would’ve been nice for her to go out and try and continue to follow 
Glitch, but like or not, his mentality would suffer with her gone. “Yeah... I’m staying.” She 
answers quietly and hurriedly takes off what she was wearing. 
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When she gets under the covers, she purposely curls up against him and lays her head on 
his chest. A single tear rolls down onto his pillow as he mutters a truly grateful, “Thank 
you...” 


“Get some sleep, Kilgrave.” 


Elijah frowns as he watches them through the cameras. 


Author’s note: 


Eh, that last scene wasn’t too challenging to write, as I struggle with anxiety and 
depression myself. That’s a lot of regret for years worth of shit shoved into one day... it’s 
painful. 
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63. Registration 


Chapter Sixty-Three: Registration 
Day 127: 


The two P.I.’s were ridiculously busy trying to find who else had gone missing and they 
didn’t really have time to rescue people like they had when they first got this apartment. It 
was kind of a bummer. But both of them knew that if they could nail this case, then they 
could potentially save hundreds. 


It being a Saturday, Jessica had another meeting with Victor. Except this time, Kilgrave 
would have to come in with her. 


Kilgrave had sort of returned to normal in the past few days. Normal, meaning; sarcastic, 
possessive, entitled, and generally a prick. Nevertheless, it was what Jessica was used to now. 
Still, there were moments when he spaced out that didn’t happen before. He would just sit, 
with a depressed look on his face. Thinking, presumably. Whenever she saw this, she’d snap 
him out of it as quick as possible. Keeping him busy seemed to help. There were also 
moments when he was unusually thoughtful and gentle. These instances were more rare than 
others. 


At this point, she didn’t feel comfortable leaving him alone. So, there they stood together 
at Victor’s door. “Don’t say anything unless you’re spoken to.” Jessica mutters at him right 
after he knocked. Although she had warned Victor that he was coming, she still had to 
monitor him closely. 


Kilgrave rolls his eyes and groans at her, “Fine.” 


When Victor opens the door, he welcomes Jessica with a shy smile, and only briefly makes 
eye contact with Kilgrave. “U-uh... c-come in.” Once they’re inside, he skips over any type 
of small talk and goes straight into business, probably not comfortable talking about himself 
in front of Kilgrave. “I-I got a-a printed c-copy of E-Elijah’s medical records |-like you asked 
m-me to. S-some of i-it, however, c-cannot leave my p-possession f-for legal purposes.” 


“Oh... okay.” She could vividly remember the last time she asked Victor to break the law 
for her. It didn’t go over well. And although she ended up getting his help anyway, she didn’t 
want to risk setting him off. “I can still see them though?” She walks around his desk next to 
him to see. 


Kilgrave sighs quickly, taking a seat, just close enough to be able to hear, but far enough to 
not be invasive. 


“Y-yes.” The first papers he hands her are full of standard information. Race, age, blood 
type, family health history, insurance, and so on. 


The next page is what Jessica was looking for. The report taken in 2013 from the time that 
he fainted. What she found was more than shocking. “Glitch... he has cancer?” She wasn’t 
good at understanding all the medical technical terms, but the word cancer was obviously on 
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the paper. While this information was recorded a few years ago, it wasn’t the first time it 
came up in his report. As far as Jessica could tell, this disease had been affecting him since he 
was a child. 


Way out of her depth here, she turns to Victor in hopes that he could explain. Nodding, he 
does his best to help her understand. “E-Elijah has t-traces of melanoma, w-which is a-a skin 
cancer. Y-yet as f-far as his h-hospital file s-shows, h-he has never b-been given p-proper 
treatment f-for it. J-just from what’s h-here, t-technically, h-he should be d-dead by now.” 
Victor pauses as he seems to get distracted by a pen that was out of place. He takes the time to 
find its specific container among the mess before continuing. “O-on several different o- 
occasions, h-he has personally a-and specifically refused t-to get treated, t-then later insisted 
that h-his own doctors t-treat him.” 


Next, he picks up a long envelope with some type of official government seal on it. Before 
he opens it for her, Victor turns to face her completely. “M-may I ask w-why you w-want to 
know t-this?” 


Kilgrave raises his eyebrows and cocks his head at Jessica to see whether or not she would 
lie to her ‘friend’. 


Whatever was in that envelope was clearly important. And if Victor admired Glitch and his 
work, then hearing that he’s responsible for abduction wouldn’t go over well with him. She 
could either tell the truth and risk not being able to learn what was inside, or she could lie and 
make Victor feel more comfortable handing it over. Obviously, if they really needed it, 
Kilgrave could step in. But he was the extreme last resort. 


Taking a breath, Jessica answers as concisely as possible. “He might be responsible for... 
so very bad things.” 


Victor frowns but nods to show his belief in her. “O-okay.” He almost sounded 
disappointed as he goes to open it anyway. ‘F-for safety reasons, t-these records are not a- 
accessible to the p-public.’ What he hands Jessica makes her heart pound. “D-due to T-The 
Inhumans a-and Mutant Registration A-Act, a-a few y-years ago, E-Elijah was legally o- 
obligated to sign t-this form. S-since the act d-does not i-include people who gained p-powers 
in a-another way, s-such as y-yourself, g-getting on the r-registry does n-not require you t-to 
disclose your powers. W-while he w-willingly signed this, h-he chose n-not to give any d- 
details on his abilities.” 


The copy that Jessica held in her hand was an official document, explaining the law and 
how anyone on the list still had the same rights as anyone else. And at the bottom was 
Glitch’s signature. This was most definitely real. 


Astounded, she glances up at Kilgrave who had the same look on his face as she did. “So 
he’s a mutant?!” 


Victor nods calmly. “M-my best g-guess is that h-his powers are r-related to healing, o- 
otherwise the c-cancer would h-have spread i-immensely.” 


Day 129: 
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This was the first time that Jessica truly felt like she had a leg up on the situation. As 
Victor had already said, this wasn’t public information. And now that she had it, she wasn’t 
sure what to do with it. 


Her and Kilgrave managed to follow Glitch for an entire day, but oddly enough, once he 
entered the tower after dinner, he never came back out. They must have stayed there watching 
until four in the morning before giving up. Did he sleep there? And if he did, where did he 
come from in the morning. 


Kilgrave had suggested with a shrug, “Maybe he can teleport.” 


To that, she glared at him. “If he can teleport, why would he be driven to the building in 
the first place?” 


Not knowing what Elijah’s abilities were made him that much more dangerous. If they 
could plan around what he could do, things would be far simpler. Obviously, blackmailing 
was still on Jessica’s mind, but if he ended up having the power of a god, that’d be a mistake. 


“/She’s a liability./” Sage signs, temporarily muting the monitor. 
“/She’s not going to make a move./” Elijah signs back, completely relaxed. 
Before Sage can sign back, he gets a notification and frowns. “/You declined this?/” 


Knowing what he was referring to, Eli nods. “/I’ve met Victor. He’s an extremely bright 
boy. And I know he’s helped Jones. But McCants is on the spectrum and I have a feeling he 
won’t adjust to the change as well as others. He’s not the right candidate. I don’t want to give 
him a panic attack./” Trying to keep his advisor at ease, he adds, “/You can go scan his place 
if you’d like. But do not take him./” 


Though his disagreement showed on his face, he nods. “/What about Jones?/” 


Running his hand through his hair, he checks his notes. “/Can we clear an opening for 
her?/” 


Sage raises his eyebrow. “/An opening? You were serious about that?/” 
Elijah smirks. “/Absolutely./” 


This had been brought up only once in the past, but Sage never imagined that it was more 
than a joke. “/But she’s not -/” 


“/T know./” 


The two friends had plenty of different opinions in the past, but this felt different. “/No, 
Eli. She’s unpredictable and reckless. She’s a fucking hazard. Eden is not -/” 


Elijah’s expression darkens as he speaks aloud to him, changing his tone, “Do not tell me 
what Eden is and what it isn’t. This is non-negotiable.” Having silenced Sage, he goes on 
signing in a bit of a lighter way again. “/Do what you have to do to prepare for her. Organize 
the doctors, chemists, technicians, welders, and anyone else who needs to be in on this. Take 
Grosan off the list to clear a space. I want Jones within the week./” 
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Now, they had another missing child to look for, but it felt extremely hopeless. “Goddamn, 
I’m tired.” Jessica groans and drops her head on the desk. “And I’m out of ideas.” 


Hearing nothing from her partner for quite awhile, she lifts her head and glances up at him. 
Kilgrave was sitting on the sofa, looking in her direction, but looking past her. She turns to 
see what he was staring at, yet there was nothing there. 


“Hey...” Getting his attention, she pulls him out of it like she had to for the past couple of 
days. Distracting him with work did the trick for the most part, so she asks, “What do you 
think we should do?” 


Meeting her eyes, he growls slightly, “How the bloody hell am I supposed to know?” 


While Jessica had the right to be offended and highly irritated by this, she doesn’t even get 
the opportunity. 


The instant the words come out of his mouth, he puts his head back in his hands. “I’m 
sorry...” His hands rough run through his hair repeatedly and he starts to clench his fists. It 
looked like he was about to start yanking his hair out. 


Before he does anything else, she springs to her feet and pushes his arms down. “Don’t.” 
Keeping hold of his wrists, she sits down next to him. 


First it was a mental breakdown, now it was drastic mood swings. She had hoped that this 
was some kind of phase and it would be over in a day or two. Sure, it was good that he felt 
regret for his actions, but not to the point that he shuts down. It was going to make working 
with him that much harder. 


And there they were again, back on the couch. 


Knowing that there was no avoiding this, she turns to him and asks as gently as she 
possibly can. “What the hell is going on with you?” 


Forcing his gaze down, he lies through gritted teeth. “Nothing. I’m fine.” 
“No, you’re fucking not.” Seeing through him was beyond easy for her at this point. 
“I’m fine.” His growl fades into a whimper and he helplessly pulls against her grasp. 


“Cut the bullshit and answer the question.” She tries not to snap, wishing she could at least 
understand. This time, instead of answering, he stays silent. Sighing, she rolls her eyes. 
“Whatever. But I’m not letting go of you until you tell me the truth.” 


He could have tried to wait her out and call her bluff, but he knew Jessica was stubborn 
and she hated losing. “Let go, Jessica.” 


“There’s only one way I’m letting go and you already know that. So, we can sit here all 
night, or you can talk to me and tell me what happened to make you start acting like this.” 


Pulling against her strength was as useless as trying to talk her out of this. “Nothing 
‘happened’! So what? Now I’m not allowed to have feelings either?” 


“Don’t try and turn this on me.” She snarls, unintentionally tightening her grasp. 
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Since Kilgrave was refusing to say anything more and Jessica wasn’t letting go, they 
simply sat there. 


And sat. 
And sat. 
The silence was long and unbearably uncomfortable. 


After what could have been an hour, Kilgrave turns and looks at her out of the blue. “Can I 
kiss you?” His expression was no longer angry or frustrated, but longing. 


Fucking mood swings. 

Thinking about it, she scoffs. “You just kissed me yesterday. Your allowance is up.” 
“T know...” He mumbles with an unintentional pout. 

Her eyes narrow and her grip loosens. “If I let you kiss me, are you gonna talk?” 


Instead of a straight ‘no’, he hesitates. 


Using this opportunity, she keeps his head turned and leans forward, kissing him on the 
lips. “Talk to me.” She urges staying where she was. 


Tasting her, he whines, realizing what she was doing. Something Ruby used to be very 
good at, but in a more subtle way. It was a shit move. 


“No...” He whispers back and then turns his head away. “I told you, there’s nothing to 
tell.” 


“Spit it out.” Purposely salacious, she kisses just under his chin, looking for any clues that 
he would let her in. Her body gravitates closer to his, giving him chills. 


“Jessica...” He moves away again, laying farther and farther back, until she was 
essentially crawling over him. This makes him start to panic a bit. Feeling the horrible 
temptation, he desperately tries to escape, slipping off the sofa and onto the floor. Continuing 
to scramble backwards, he furrows his eyebrows as blood rushes to his crotch. 


Grabbing his shirt, she drags him towards her again and shoves his knees down so she can 
mount him. Tilting her head, she smirks down at him and lets the situation sink in a bit. 


Kilgrave was acting strangely. Jessica tried to get him to talk. He wouldn’t. Now, he was 
lying on the apartment floor under her, trying not to give into her extraction technique. 


“Be honest.” She says, forcing her hips down slightly. “Do you want me?” Seducing him 
was too easy. This time around was no different. 


“Yes.” He mutters immediately, though he kept his arms tightly down at his sides in an 
attempt to restrain himself. 


“Oh, so we are being honest.” Her hand trails down his chest and stops at his stomach. 
Staying up right, she goes on quietly. “I’1] tell you what. If you can give me a real goddamn 
answer to what’s been going on with you, you can have me.” 


“T don’t have an answer.” He squirms, screwing his eyes shut. 
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Ignoring that, she takes ahold of his collar and tears his T-shirt down the middle. “I think 
that’s a pretty generous trade.” 


Taking a different route to try and deter her, he mumbles, “I... I don’t believe you.” 


Her eyes narrow and she leans down over him. Breathing against his ear, she whispers 
with a terrifyingly threatening tone, “Kilgrave. I will keep you here all fucking night. I will 
touch you, and taunt you, and make you want me until it burns you inside. And then right as 
you’re gonna come in your pants, I’ll stop. Wait you out. And then do it all over again. You 
will never get the satisfaction of orgasm, I promise you that.” Taking a moment to bite his 
earlobe, she ends with asking, “Do you wanna start talking?” 


His back arches, salivating for the taste of her. “Please...” His hand reaches under her to 
try and achieve some means of friction. 


“Oh, you know better than that.” She growls, grabbing his wrists to pin them again. 
Kissing up his neck, she opens her lips to his, grinding against him while her tongue does the 
same. 


Sitting up as much as he can, he groans in her mouth, holding a yearning expression when 
she pulls back. “Jessica, I —” 


“Hmm?” His sentence stops abruptly so she keeps going. “You taste good.” She breathes 
absentmindedly, letting go of his hand to be able to feel his naked chest. 


The true objective was beginning to slip her mind and her increased libido was taking over. 
It had been awhile after all. 


The force on his hips makes a constant stream of moans escape his lips wanting so much 
more of her. “Yes... please.” 


“Yeah? You want more?” Her eyes darken as she frantically unbuckles his belt, then unzips 
her jeans. “You want to feel me, don’t you?” 


With extremely shallow breath, he nods eagerly. “Yes.” 


Pushing her jeans down just slightly, she lets herself rub against the bulge in his boxers. 
While she bites her lower lip, she swallows hard, never one to resist a chance to humiliate 
him. Forcing him to lay under her and whine like a little bitch was more than satisfying. 
Never mind her ovaries... 


Gradually realizing what was happening, she mumbles mostly to herself, “Holy shit...” 
Her confidence begins to fade at the thought. 


Catching onto that, he jumps at the opportunity. “Fuck me...” He says with a begging tone, 
his hands sliding up her thighs. “You need this.” 


“Don’t tell me what I fucking need.” She snaps now, trying to think. But hell, she didn’t 
want to stop. 


This chance was too good to pass up, so with everything he had, he pulls on her shirt and 
drags her into another kiss. It infuriates her for only a second before she melts over him. Her 
body starts to shift and her torturous demeanor changes. 
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Grabbing one of his arms, she slams it down on the floor, her hand sliding up to his. He 
interlocks his fingers with hers and shifts his hips under her. He gets slightly worried when 
she pulls her lips away, but she simply rests her head on his shoulder to breathe. While he was 
feeling rather urgent in this moment, he knew that she wouldn’t and couldn’t be rushed. So 
instead of trying to get his other hand down her panties, he gently holds the side of her waist 
and rocks underneath her. 


It seems like when she gathers herself and makes up her mind, she moves quickly to pull 
her underwear to one side and push down his boxers. Almost shamefully, she takes his cock 
in her hand and rubs his tip between her wet folds before positioning him inside her. 


He inhales sharply through his teeth and groans, pushing up on her slightly. “Easy...” 


Normally, such a request would bother her, especially from him. But right now, it didn’t 
matter. Her eyes roll back, and she carefully slides down, spreading her knees farther apart. 


His free hand moves up the bottom of her shirt and caresses her skin, as he turns his head 
and kisses the shell of her ear softly. “Jessica...” He whimpers her name as she had started to 
squeeze his hand that was pinned down. 


Keeping her eyes shut, she starts to thrust at an unusually mellow rhythm, indulging in the 
way he said her name. “God...” The word slips out of her mouth and she tries to tear at his 
already ripped shirt instead of breaking his hand. 


To her, this was probably just slow fucking some asshole because she’s horny. To him, this 
was love making with the woman of his dreams on the floor of their apartment. It was 
beautiful. He never wanted it to end. Attempting to get her to be more gentle, he turns his 
head and captures her lips once more. As his tongue possessively explores her mouth, she 
moves at a slower tempo but pushes his hips down harder. 


Pulling away, he gasps a little and she smiles because of it. “Yes...” He utters nevertheless. 
Despite how badly he wanted this to last, her moaning in his ear was making it hard to pace 
himself. Kilgrave’s hand slides up her hip and settles there as he whines to her, “Slow 
down...” 


While she would have normally growled at him, she mumbles something else instead. The 
first words were audible, “I can’t...” but the rest of it was muffled as she had nuzzled her 
head back into the crook of his neck. 


Maybe Kilgrave had dreamt it, but he could’ve almost sworn that she said, ‘I want you.’ 
And that was his tipping point. 


His breathing becomes that much more erratic as he bucks under her and she responds 
with those perfect sex noises she makes. Holding onto her hand and her shirt, he consciously 
forced himself to remember this exact moment. The smell of her, the taste of her, the sound of 
her, the touch of her, and more importantly, what she looked like in this single instance. From 
his point of view, she looked like a goddess. She looked free. 


Jessica only did what her body told her to and nothing more. But her body wasn’t telling 
her just to screw him. It was telling her to want him. 


A strained shout of her name is the only warming she gets before he slams home, his 
movements stuttering to a halt. She manages to pull off of him in time. A trail of fluid still 
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connects them when she hovers above him, quickly placing the head of his cock on her clit 
and using her palm to hold him there gently. Kilgrave gets the idea, grinding himself against 
her tender skin. 


The post friction is both perfect and yet not enough all at once. He shifts, and suddenly his 
mouth is at her neck, all teeth and tongue, lapping at her as his warm release continues to 
slowly pulse over her, seemingly to no end. The slick, hot pressure becomes too much, and 
she leans into him, putting shame aside for the moment and truly allowing herself to lose 
herself in the sensation. 


Author’s note: 
Ah. Nothing like floor sex to lighten the mood! 


Hey guys, thanks for all the wonderful reviews and sympathy and stuff. I really appreciate 
it. Welcome back returning reviewers! Glad you’re all caught up! 


And the plot continues at a reasonably steady pace lol. I hope you’ve been entertained. 
Love ya! 
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64. 1,000 Paper Cuts 


(Still) Day 129: 


Jessica’s phone starts to vibrate and buzz against the desk. She immediately assumed it 
was Victor. Yesterday, he had talked about getting a CT scan on some of the more recent 
patients. As long as he could pull it off, it was fine by her. 


Both her and Kilgrave close their eyes and hope that it will stop soon. She was still lying 
over him, stuck together by their warm bodily fluids. Neither of them were ready to leave this 
moment. 


Right now, they were in their own perfect, sexual bubble. Cut off from the world. From 
their cases. From Glitch. And more importantly, they were cut off from any personal feelings 
besides attraction, and longing. Like two animals in the wild, acting in the spur of the moment 
because of pure desire. No history behind it. And the second that this temple of bliss was 
broken, was the second the rest of the world came crashing in on them. 


Their breathing had settled and Kilgrave had continued to give her lazy, wet kisses under 
her chin and on the side of her neck. His stubble rubbed against her cheek with the slightest 
movement and sent warm, soothing chills down her spine. She accepted each kiss with a quiet 
hum, letting go of his hand to run her fingers through his slightly ruffled hair. 


When her phone started to vibrate, he put both of his arms around her as if to nonverbally 
telling her to ignore it. Her muscles tense as she tries not to let the irritating sound of 
clattering wood get to her. She manages to let it ring out the first time, but then it started up 
again. 


It shattered their fragile bubble. 
“Fuck...” Jessica groans as she struggles to get up. 


“N-no, Jessica...” Kilgrave whines but knows that it was futile to try and hold onto her 
any longer. 


She continues to curse as she pulls up her jeans despite the uncomfortable wetness. 
Grinding her teeth, she stumbles over to the desk and snatches the phone. There was a missed 
call from Victor, and he was calling again. Before she answers, she takes a deep breath to try 
and collect herself and remind her how sensitive Victor was. 


“Yes?” She answers, trying to lighten her heavy tone. 


“J-Jessica, c-can you come o-over now? I-I have something r-really i-impor—” Victor 
pauses as it sounded like he got distracted. 


Thinking on it, she furrows her eyebrows, “Victor, aren’t you supposed to be at work right 
now?” 
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“N-no... y-yes, b-but I got s-some results b-back from the I-lab that y-you need t-to see. I- 
it’s... y-you have to s-see it.” Somehow he sounded worried but excited at the same time. 


“Okay, okay.” She sighs, sliding her hand down her face. “We’re coming.” When she 
hangs up, she braces herself as she turns and looks in Kilgrave’s direction. 


He was still lying on the ground with a miserable look on his face, staring up at the ceiling. 
He knew that the moment between them was gone, and Jessica would refuse to talk about it 
like she always does. Even when she stops talking, he doesn’t turn to look at her. 


This was the instant that she feared and most regretted about what she had just done on the 
floor. In a ridiculous effort to get him to explain himself, she probably just added more 
confusing emotions. 


“Kilgrave.” She mutters quietly, “We need to go see Victor.” First she had to learn how to 
deal with Victor’s panic attacks, and now she had to prepare herself for any random 
breakdown that Kilgrave decided to have. 


But he doesn’t say anything and just stands up with his back facing her. His now lukewarm 
come had begun to soak into his pants, but he ignores it and pulls them up anyway. With his 
back still to her, he utters back a depressed, “Okay...” 


Sighing, she leads the way out the door. 


They still reeked of sex as their cab pulled up to Victor’s door. What had occurred only 
minutes ago was left unspoken and the silence between them made the air unbreathable. 
Kilgrave was dying to talk about his feelings with her. 


He wanted her to try and understand how in love with her he was. Understand that her 
touch is the only thing he has ever longed for so badly. He wanted to apologize over and over 
again until it eased the pain of his past. He wanted her to look at him, not as the monster he 
was, but the man he’s trying to be now. But Jessica Jones would never sit long enough to hear 
all that. She was searching for a reason that he was being emotional, yet he could think of 
none. 


Victor and Kilgrave give each other the same awkward glance when the door opens, and 
that was it. 


The doctor’s hair was more unkempt than usual, and his glasses were practically hanging 
off his face. “P-please, c-come in.” He stutters and turns around seeming rather disoriented. 


Jessica knew that he was most likely going to shuffle to his desk and start mumbling to 
himself if she didn’t engage him soon. She waits until he sits down and straightens his glasses 
before asking, “Okay Victor. What’s so important?” 


His eyes widen as if remembering, and then nods, switching on his computer. “T-the 
results!” He exclaims, rapidly clicking around. 


“From the CT scan?” Jessica kneels beside his desk, while Kilgrave kept his distance for 
good reason, sitting on the other side of the room. 


Victor quickly shakes his head. “N-no, n-no. F-forget the CT scan f-for now.” He pulls up 
four separate images that all appeared to be DNA. Turning around in his chair, he looks 
directly in her eyes and takes a deep breath. Clearly, he was trying to stable himself for 
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everything his was about to say. Not only was this urgent, but it fascinated him. And knowing 
Jessica, she would probably ask him to slow down. So he goes for it as best he can. 


“J-Joseph was the |-latest subject I-I was studying with t-the symptoms. T-this time, I-I 
decided to i-ignore the unknown g-grey substance a-and study j-just his skin. B-but when I e- 
examined his RNA a-and his DNA, I-I found s-something that-t looked familiar. H-his four n- 
nucleotides a-are all in t-the right pattern, b-but one s-strand of his double h-helix isn’t his.” 
His hands were shaking a little as he points to the right side of one of the four pictures. 


“What do you mean, not his?” Jessica knots her eyebrows and leans a bit closer to the 
screen. 


“J-I mean i-it’s simply-y not his!” Trying to contain himself, Victor squeezes his hands 
together, going on. ‘I-I recognized that s-specific coding, s-so I cross referenced h-his DNA 
with a-another subject. A-and half o-of his helix w-was the e-exact same as hers. T-to double 
check m-my theory, I-I looked at e-every single sample I-I was given from t-the people with-h 
symptoms.’ He points to two more of the images and sure enough, the right side of each helix 
appeared the same as Joseph’s. “A-all of these p-people are s-somehow c-connected with part 
o-of their n-nucleic acids.” 


The confusion on her face gives him an uneven smile. 


“T-I know! I-I was j-just as perplexed-d as you!” Suddenly, he’s out of his seat and moving 
to the other side of the desk. He shoves a box and a stack of loose papers aside, not caring at 
all when they sprawl across the floor. Amongst the mess, he seems to find what he’s looking 
for with miraculous speed. ‘B-but that w-wasn’t it! I-I knew I-I had seen t-that pattern s- 
somewhere else, s-still. S-so I d-did some m-more digging u-until I-I finally found w-what I 
h-had recognized i-it from.’ Jumping back in his chair, he slides back to the computer and 
points to the last picture that he had up. This image had identical strands on both sides, that 
matched the single strand of the others. “T-this is the o-original helix t-that the s-subjects have 
c-copied.” 


It felt like this explanation was all leading to this moment and Jessica had grown impatient 
for the truth. “Okay... so whose DNA is it?” 


“T-this is E-Elijah Glitch’s DNA h-helix.” 
“What?” Somehow it was the name Jessica expected to hear, but it still took her aback. 


Victor was bubbling over with excitement now. “M-my theory is, Glitch’s mutant a- 
abilities give h-him the power t-to create c-clones of o-other individuals, u-using part o-of his 
own DNA. T-that would e-even explain h-his melanoma! C-cancer i-is just c-cells 
reproducing t-too quickly w-without control. H-he can c-concentrate the r-reproduction of c- 
cells and c-create artificial life with h-his own h-hands!” His eyes were wide and sparkling as 
he flips through the papers anxiously. 


But Jessica’s eyes were wide with horror. “So... none of those kids are real?” 


He frowns now when he turns and looks at her. His glasses slip down the bridge of his 
nose slightly. “W-well... it d-depends on how y-you define |-life... I-I suppose. T-to me, t- 
they are v-very real. T-they b-breathe, t-they eat, t-they sleep, t-they think. W-whether they a- 
are the o-original form of t-themselves sh-shouldn’t be relevant... i-in my opinion.” 
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Jessica moves back from the computer and sits down on the floor, rubbing her temples. 
This brought up more questions than it did answers. If the kids they’ve been talking to were 
clones, where were the originals? 


*****Thirty-two years ago***** 


“Look, look! Elliot, look!” The five-year-old bounced up and down as he was finally ready 
to showcase his new practice. 


Elliot’s eyes roll to be able to glare at his little brother in annoyance. “What do you want 
now?” He was just entering Year 6 and Elijah was only in Year 1. He had serious homework 
to do, opposed to the stupid coloring sheets that Eli had. 


The two boys were sitting behind the playground at their Primary school, in their usual 
spot under a massive oak tree. They met there everyday and waited until it got dark to finally 
go home. Their mother wouldn’t notice if they were back until bedtime anyway, and Elliot 
was smart enough to avoid her as much as possible. 


Eli tries not to sniffle and go on with his demonstration anyway. “Look...” He mutters a 
little quieter, pushing back his hair that was constantly in his eyes. 


Without permission, Elijah pulls his big brother’s folder out from under his pencil and 
moves quickly before he gets scolded. Placing the beetle that was already in his hand on the 
bright folder, he gently pins it down with the middle finger of his left hand. Then, he turns his 
right hand upside down to show his brother his empty palm. He usually didn’t have to 
concentrate too much, but he didn’t want to mess up in front of his first audience. Closing his 
eyes, he ‘links’ with the small insect and without explanation, another, identical beetle stems 
from the base of his palm and grows into its own, separate, living organism. The second 
beetle twitches a bit before it scurries around the other side of his hand and takes flight 
towards the tree beside them. Smiling, Elijah lets the first beetle go and looks up at Elliot, 
almost expecting some sort of applause. 


This was something that Eli could do as far back as his memory went. In fact, one of his 
first memories was of holding a tiny black ant in his hand. Then, what seemed completely 
random, the ant started to multiply. First there were two... then a third crawled from his palm, 
then a fourth, and so on. 


Something about the first insect felt different to him. It was beyond hard to describe, but 
he could sense a connection to it. Like every single cell in the ants body was talking to him. 
Everything about it, he could feel. It’s joints, heartbeat, organs, and oddest of all, he could 
understand its thoughts. Its neurons in the brain, firing back and forth were like a little flicker 
in his own head. Later, as he grew slightly older and understood that this wasn’t necessarily 
normal, he gave this sensation its own name; ‘linking’. 


After he could recognize this feeling, the next steps didn’t come as naturally. While a 
black ant only weighed about three milligrams, anything bigger was more of a challenge. 
When creating the duplicate lifeform, he had to start consciously transferring each individual 
cell to its proper position and function in his mind before his hand could produce a proper 
copy. This process, he later named, ‘mapping’. 
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Mapping was not only harder on larger organisms because of body size, but because of 
brain function. The more intelligent the lifeform, the harder it was for him to get the being to 
operate correctly. 


It didn’t really occur to young Elijah that he should show anyone else this. It was like a fun 
magic trick for only himself to enjoy. But entering Year 1, he saw that all the other kids had 
talents that they loved to show off. Certainly his talent was cooler than the boy who was able 
to hold two crayons in his nose. 


So today, as a beta crowd, he was showing his brother. Impressing Elliot would mean he 
could impress anyone! 


But the expression on Elliot’s face made Elijah frown. He looked shocked. No, worried. 
No... afraid? 


The only thing that he says with a trembling voice is, “Do it again...” 


Blinking, Eli shrugs and answers back, somewhat confused, “Alright.” Looking around, he 
smiles as he spots a monarch butterfly sitting in the grass nearby. Swiftly, yet carefully, he 
captures it by encasing it in a sphere made by his hands. Much quicker than he had done with 
the beetle, he opens up his hands and two identical looking butterflies emerge. 


The first, the original, flies up into the branches in a hurry. The clone, however, flaps its 
wings and flies just the same. But it does so in a manner that made it appear confused and 
fatigued. It circles around the space above them for a minute before slowly dropping to the 
ground. It twitched only once before it stopped moving. 


Elijah pouts and lets out a frustrated huff. In his head, he says the only curse word that he 
knows, ‘Fuck’, then turns back to his brother. He had rushed in his eagerness and he knew 
that. 


Elliot’s mind began to race a mile a minute. His little brother was a mutant. That was kind 
of cool on its own. Did he have mutant abilities too? Did it run in the family? He would love 
to have some type of superpower too... wait. No. No, he wouldn’t. 


Being a mutant wasn? a good thing. Mutants were the freaks of society. With the decline in 
racism over years, humans naturally selected a new target to bring down with hate. They even 
had their own segregated school apparently, for people with the X-gene. Where they ‘practice 
their witchcraft’, as Elliot had heard his mother say once. 


Kids would snicker about rumors involving other children with abilities, that the 
government had ‘kidnapped while they were sleeping’. One boy named Carlos last year, 
bragged about being able to walk through walls. He never showed anyone, and he was a 
loner, so no one believed him. But a week later, he stopped showing up to school. Elliot 
walked past his house once a month later and the whole place was vacant. 


Sure, it could be a coincidence. But give a coincidence to a school full of elementary 
students and it becomes a ghost story. 


He didn’t want his little brother to be the next ghost story... 


Fighting against his own expression, Elliot does his best to smile at Elijah. “That’s 
awesome.” His voice still wavers, though he does his best. “Hey, buddy. Just... do me a favor 
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and don’t show anyone else, okay?” 
Elijah tilts his head in a sleepy fashion. “Why not?” 


Elliot squeezes his wrist nervously and takes a deep breath. “Um... because I don’t want 
anyone else to try and copy you. This is just gonna be your special thing, alright?” 


Though he rubs his eyes, he nods in agreement. “Yeah, I don’t want anyone copying me.” 


“Good.” He forces a smile again and ruffles his brother’s messy hair playfully. Eli giggles 
and pushes his arms away. “Now finish your dumb coloring sheet so we can go get some 
food.” 


Elijah nods again, blissfully ignorant. 


Jessica stays there with her head in her hands, trying to think. Victor quietly sat down next 
to her as if to comfort his friend, but he respected her space, and didn’t breathe a word or 
touch her. They just sat next to each other silently. 


They stayed there for quite some time before something dawned on Jessica and it made her 
stand up abruptly. Kilgrave hadn’t spoken a word since they got there. Not to express shock, 
interest, concern or even his uptight opinion. 


Now, he was just sitting across the room, staring down at his hand. 
Maybe he had zoned out again and heard none of it. 
Jessica sighs and clears her throat. “Kilgrave? Have you been listening at all?” 


But her voice doesn’t move him and he stays deadly still. “Jessica...” He barely whispers, 
continuing to look down. 


Her eyes narrow in his direction and she slowly makes her way over to him. “What is it?” 
Still frozen, he mutters, “I... I got a paper cut.” 


For a moment she was holding her breath, so she lets out a sigh and then rolls her eyes at 
him. “You’re bitching about a goddamn paper cut? Seriously? What, you want me to kiss it 
better?” She asks with a general mocking tone. 


This time, he says nothing and only moves to extend a trembling hand to her. 


The paper cut he was referring to was only a centimeter or two in length and was on the tip 
of his index finger. And when she sees it, Jessica freezes too. 


Just under a tiny drop of blood, a veiny grey pattern had begun to spread outwards. 


Author’s note: 


August 23rd just passed... HAPPY FIRST BIRTHDAY TO PK! 
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Wow, I can’t believe it’s been so long. Not a day went by in the past year that I didn’t think 
of this story. 


I finished watching JJ in 2017 the day I posted the 1st chapter. Defenders had just come 
out and I only saw Luke Cage and Daredevil so I had to catch up before I could watch. I fell 
in love with the show and I just knew I had to write a fic for it. The 1st chapter was written in 
like 10 minutes lol. After that, I didn’t post for about a month cuz I was scared of putting my 
original stuff out there. I had 14 followers at the time and that little number encouraged me to 
post more. And here we are today :) 


I wrote almost a chapter every other day at the beginning, which is why we are at ch64 and 
not 52. I pushed myself really hard from that point on. The story got more complicated, the 
chapters got longer, and people expected more from me. It was exhausting tbh. It is 
exhausting. 


A bit of bad news... because school is starting up again for me, Deyo and I have come to 
the consensus that I should take a break. Now, before you panic, hear me out! I will NEVER 
abandon this story. All I’m saying is that I can’t do a chapter a week anymore. I’m not sure 
what I can do yet, but I’ll get back to you! Maybe it’ll be a chapter every two weeks. Maybe 
every month? Idk and I’m sorry to disappoint you guys. 


I mean, I’! still be around! If you wanna PM me and chat, go for it! And yeah... I know... 
kinda shitty of me to leave you with such a cliffhanger, eh? With Glitch being able to... you 
know... and Kilgrave being... you know... Bad timing I suppose. 


Um, the point is, I’ll be back. I promise. I love you guys for sticking with me for so long. I 
really do. Once again, happy birthday, Purple Kisses. 
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65. Inception 


Chapter Sixty-Five: Inception 
(Previously in) Day 121: 


Elijah raises his eyebrow a little, taking another bite of food. “It’s just something to think 
about.” 


The conversation had thrown him again, but Kilgrave bounces back quickly. “Are you 
inviting me to live with you?” He smirks and leans forward with a charming gaze. 


Eli bites his lip again and pauses before answering, “I am, actually.” 


Now, Kilgrave laughs a bit, his eyes dark with amusement. “You’re going to have to work 
on your pitch.” 


“Oh, I’m not selling you?” He subconsciously glances at the glass in Sage’s direction, 
continuing his approach. “What if I told you that Jessica could come too?” 


The mere mention of her name makes his head tilt. “You want both of us living with you?” 


“Not necessarily with me.” Glitch laughs back, explaining little by little. “With... us, I 
suppose. You asked what I normally do down here. But what we have is much more than just 
this dome.” 


This wasn’t the plan, but more of a spur of the moment decision on Eli’s part. The 
unveiling wasn’t supposed to happen until later in the evening, but he was eager to show 
Kilgrave what he had worked on for several years. Towards the staff door, he signs, “/Tint the 
control room. No outside visibility. I’m about to take down the sky./” 


He gives his team a single second to comply, before he takes out his phone and remotely 
removes the projection of the stars. The glass instantly becomes see through and his 
masterpiece is enough to take Kilgrave’s breath away. 


It was night time in Eden, and the artificial stars were twinkling in the sky to produce some 
type of light. Just beyond the room that they were in was a dome at least fifteen times the size 
of this one. It was towering over everything around it, as the central station. Connected to the 
center were glass transportation tubes, that carried what looked like bus sized bullet trains. As 
people got on and off these platforms, they socialized. Smiled. Laughed. And moved about 
the city freely. Yes, city. 


Looking around, Kilgrave marvels at the sight. They were surrounded by different sections 
of this glass world, where he could clearly see how magnificently detailed it was. Most of the 
residents appeared to be children, and he could recognize a good number of them. Some of 
the teenagers had clearly been residence for quite some time, as they navigated where they 
were going with ease. 


Just from where they were, it was undetermined how many square miles this underground 
city could be. But it was obviously equipped with medical stations, residence buildings, a 
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variety of shopping centers, and the largest of all was where the education system seemed to 
be set up. 


There were an infinite amount of elements that were left to see, but unfortunately, Kilgrave 
didn’t get a chance. 


While his gaze was distracted by the city, Elijah had signed a single word with extreme 
subtlety. That word was, “/Now./” 


Within a mere second, one of Glitch’s staff had a needle in the side on Kilgrave’s neck. 
She was sure to be gentle as instructed, though she also emptied the syringe with incredible 
speed. 


The strength of the tranquilizer he was given was measured to be just below a dangerous 
amount, to knock him out quickly and keep him that way for some time. Kilgrave has the 
energy for only a flinch reaction before his eyes were closing. 


The staff had been trained rather extensively for this single moment, so they all moved as a 
well oiled machine. Kilgrave is caught before he falls over and lifted onto a stretcher by a few 
men. 


“Get his clothes off. Don’t tear anything.” Elijah growls slightly as he talks aloud, sliding 
farther back from the table. He didn’t mean to snap at anyone, but he needed everything to 
run perfectly. To try and get himself more comfortable, he loosens his tie and and takes a 
moment to center himself. 


While he does that, Kilgrave is rolled next to him, and his clone is wheeled out to lay on 
the other side of Elijah. It takes his team a few minutes to get all the clothes off of Kilgrave 
and onto his clone without missing any details. He was thoroughly dressed after all. And this, 
of course, was a professional transaction, and everyone acted accordingly when removing all 
of the man’s clothes. 


The real Kilgrave is covered with a sheet as his limbs are tightly restrained. Once him, his 
clone, and Glitch are all in position, Eli silently signs to everyone standing by. “/Clear the 
room./” 


His head of security, Nick, tells his team and the medics to hold. Sage had instructed them 
to stay, so he signs back. “/Are you sure -/” 


“/Leave./” Elijah signs strictly, a dangerously serious look in his eyes. 


Normally, he was never alone when doing any of his cloning. Someone was always on 
standby, just in case there was some kind of emergency. But today was different. He needed 
to concentrate more than ever. 


Although it was obvious that he was uncomfortable with the idea, Nick cooperates and has 
everyone leave the dome. Glitch overruled Sage’s orders, and they knew that. When the door 
is sealed, they all watch anxiously from the control room. 


The clone here had been in the works for the past couple of weeks. Since he couldn’t have 
Kilgrave directly touching him while he started the process, he had to use the collection of 
DNA they had in his file. For that reason, it took much longer for him to map correctly and 
create a replica of his body. 
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Today was all about his mind. 


His brain could not be properly copied off the DNA they had, and getting this done within 
the limited time frame would be tough. Most of his brain would be standard mapping and 
wouldn’t take very long, but a section of his temporal lobe was what Eli really had to focus 
on. This part of the brain was where memory was stored. In this specific situation, Elijah had 
to carefully transfer all of his memories up to an extremely specific point. 


Once this process was started, it was crucial that it wasn’t interrupted. This needed to be 
his greatest creation yet. This needed to be enough to fool Jones. 


Slowly, Eli takes Kilgrave’s hand along with the hand of his clone, closes his eyes, then 
begins. 


After most of his brain had been copied, Elijah has no problem finding where his 
memories lied. Beginning the gradual transfer, he unintentionally smiles a little, seeing him as 
a toddler. Pulling these memories was like watching his life as a movie on fast forward. He 
could go as far back as Kilgrave’s ability to remember went, so nothing was a secret. Elijah 
tries not to get distracted by any previous memory, as he was well informed on most of 
Kilgrave’s significant past. But his life was so horrific, compelling, and strange, that keeping 
his focus was hard. Eli could feel every single second of the pain of his childhood all the way 
through the brutality of his careless murders in adulthood. It was somewhat overwhelming. 


He slows down now as he comes closer to the end of what he remembered of today. This 
had to be done down to the exact second. Elijah’s eyebrows furrow as he brings up a few 
minutes ago. The instant Kilgrave asks, ‘Are you inviting me to live with you?’, he cuts it off. 
This was where the rest of their date would pick up. 


Before Glitch decides that the clone is ready, he reexamines his work. A common problem 
that he had in the past couple of years, was properly developing the right hemisphere of the 
brain. This side was more creative and emotional, while the left hemisphere dealt more with 
logic and reasoning. For this purpose, most of the clones he had worked on turned out to 
enjoy very few things and ended up rather soulless. In the past, it wasn’t something that he 
ever pursued to perfect. Until today. 


Without completely restructuring Kilgrave’s lobes, Elijah does his best to add more detail 
to his limbic system, which was responsible for most of his emotional processing. He needed 
to be more lifelike than the others. 


Knowing that he shouldn’t get too carried away, and reminding himself of his time frame, 
he takes a deep breath. Gradually, he opens his eyes and lets go of Kilgrave’s hand, breaking 
the link. He stays connected to the clone, however, because the moment he let go, he would 
awaken for the first time. 


Turning to the glass, he motions for his staff to come out. Two women immediately wheel 
Kilgrave to the back, and Sage leads a handful of other men out. Before giving anymore 
orders, Eli checks the time on his phone. His muscles tense as he curses to himself. An hour 
and a half had gone by. He took longer than was planned. 


Remembering a detail that was almost forgotten, he speaks aloud instead of signing with 
one hand. “Take his phone back to the Exhauster and drain the battery. And reheat the food. 
Quickly.” 
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Once his phone is taken, Sage signs, “/We shouldn’t keep him much longer. Jones is 
starting to pace./” 


Elijah’s teeth grind before he answers, “Is he going to notice the time jump?” 


“/I don’t think he’ll give it a second thought if he does./” Trying to lighten the air a bit, 
Sage adds, “/Time flies when you’re having fun, right?/” 


Eli can’t help but crack a smile and roll his eyes. “Just get him in position. Do your job.” 
He says, now much more playful. 


Three men, along with Sage, lift the clone from the stretcher, practicing extreme caution. 
Elijah moves with them, keeping his hand connected to the clone. They work as unit, getting 
him positioned properly in the chair across the table. Everyone stays there in silence, in the 
minute it takes for Kilgrave’s phone to be returned to his jacket pocket and the warmed food 
to be returned to their plates. 


Elijah continues to lean over the table, and pulls his chair closer with his leg. Making sure 
their hands never disconnect, he looks around at his workers. “Will he sit up on his own?” 


The woman holding the clone’s shoulder lets go to see if he would. Thankfully, he stayed 
upright in his seat, but he slumped heavily. 


Therefore, Eli frowns. “Hold him with his back all the way against the chair.” 
Her, and another man, shift his posture to the way he would normally sit. 


Glitch knew that once they let go, he wouldn’t stay that way for long, so he instructs, 
taking a breath. “On my count. Let him go, and clear the room. With speed, please.” One last 
time, he feels through his creation, preparing to let him become his own. ‘Three... two... 
one,’ he counts, “Now.” 


With that, they are left alone in the dome. 
Elijah, just as quickly, breaks contact with his hand and sits down in an instant. 
The clone’s eyelids flutter open. 


And so, he was born. His official name, was KC070616 (KC for short), as this was a way 
to mark and keep track of every clone. The letters stood for ‘Kilgrave’s clone’ and the 
numbers were the date, from day to month, to year. Since two clones were never made on the 
same day, this kept every tag unique. 


The expression on KC’s face is one of slight confusion for a single second as he felt he 
might have experienced a blackout. But Elijah had allegedly just been asked a question. So he 
answers immediately to make sure KC didn’t overthink anything. “Not necessarily.” Eli 
laughs a little now to keep the lack of silence between them. “I just wanted you to know what 
I think about your situation.” 


KC seems to get his bearings and a grasp on reality, as a smirk returns to his face. “Well, 
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I’m perfectly fine in my ‘situation’. 


Hearing him speak for the first time makes Eli’s eyes sparkle and he tries not to seem too 
excited as he shrugs. “Fair enough.” 
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It was clear already, that this was Glitch’s finest work. Just from KC’s posture, to the 
emotion and fluctuation in the tone of his voice. The extra time he spent on his limbic system 
paid off. 


Simultaneously, the two of them pick up their cutlery and continue eating. While it was 
crucial that KC didn’t stay much longer, Elijah knew how it would look if he cut the date 
immediately. Besides, he wanted to spend just a little more time with his latest creation before 
he sent him off into the world. 


Kindly, Eli takes the next half hour to discuss his career and how it all led to where he was 
today. Nothing about it was very revealing, but it seemed like enough to satisfy a certain 
amount of curiosity. Within that time, they both finish their dinner, and KC downs his glass of 
wine. Eli ends the night by explaining the complicated process of building this underground 
dome. 


“We couldn’t get another construction permit from the city without drawing attention from 
the media. So parts of machines were shipped here, in order to build them inside the tower 
and dig without being seen. Our underground space isn’t registered, simply because I don’t 
want it to be. My staff is trustworthy, and more than loyal. I wouldn’t be able to get much 
done without them.” 


“Everyone that works for you knows what you’re up to then?” KC cocks his head to the 
side, his elbows resting on the table. 


“What I’m ‘up to’?” Elijah repeats, smiling back. “That makes my work sound so... 
devious.” 


“Well, isn’t it?” KC’s eyes flash with unfiltered curiosity. 


“Depends on your definition.” It was odd for Eli to admit to himself that he was still 
ridiculously attracted to KC, though he was something that Glitch made with his own hands. 
Glancing down at the table, he asks, “Dessert?” He was stalling now, and that much was 
obvious, to Sage, and especially himself. 


KC studies him with an untamed look of his own, his voice particularly low when he asks 
back, “What’s on the menu?” 


Though he couldn’t hear the drop in his tone, his eyes said just as much. An unexpected 
chill shoots down Elijah’s spine, as he tries to slow the beating of his heart. His reply is filled 
with obvious carnality. “Whatever you want.” 


“Hmm...” KC hums and runs his tongue over his lips, now clearly teasing. “No, I think 
I’m full.” 


Eli lets out a breath and runs his hand through his hair. “I suppose it’s time to see you out, 
then.” 


For a second, KC’s eyebrows furrow, as if expressing some level of disappointment. 
“Okay.” 


Seeing his hesitation makes it that much harder to end the night. 
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Author’s note: 


It’s a little shorter than others, but it hasn’t been too long since I posted. I was just really 
excited to write this flashback. At this point, all of the mystery pieces have been revealed! 


So what’s Kilgrave been up to? And how is Jessica gonna deal with his over-emotional 
clone? We shall see in the next chapter :) Please leave a review! 
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66. Cult Paradigm 


Chapter Sixty-Six: Cult Paradigm 
(Still) Day 129: 


Ten minutes had passed since Jessica realized that the Kilgrave in front of her was a clone. 
That single paper cut was all the evidence that was needed. And it would partly explain the 
drastic change in his behavior. 


But despite the time that went by, it felt like mere seconds. She couldn’t think fast enough. 


“No. I said, don’t.” Jessica snaps when KC takes a step closer to her. “If you touch me 
again, I will break you in half.” Without knowing it, she had taken a protective stance in front 
of Victor. 


KC had begun to quietly sob, shaking his head in denial. When she moves back from him 
again, he falls to his knees on the ground. “I... I told you. I’m not like them! I’m... I’m real! I 
feel —” He chokes on the words, staring down at his hand as it becomes wet with tears. 


“Oh, for fuck’s sake! Cut the ‘real boy’ bullshit! Obviously, Elijah tried to make you 
more... lifelike. That doesn’t mean I’m going to give a shit about you! I might as well be 
talking to a hologram.” 


The disdain on her face is like a stab at KC’s heart. 


Before either of them can say anything else, Victor mumbles indistinctly. “I-I... J- 
Jessica?” Seeing Kilgrave’s clone was fascinating to him, but beyond that, Jessica was 
looking at this all wrong and he knew that. Nevermind the fact that KC was having a 
meltdown on the floor. ‘H-he’s his own p-person.’ When she turns to look at Victor, he 
doesn’t meet her eyes. “H-he... h-he looks like K-Kilgrave, h-has some o-of the s-same 
mannerisms a-and tendencies. B-but he’s...” Despite Victor’s thought process and his general 
obliviousness to most of other people’s’ emotions, he had a magnificent understanding of the 
brain and psychology. Choosing his words wisely, he says, “h-his brain i-is constructed 
differently. A-and because o-of that, i-it can b-be assumed that h-he’s most |-likely 
experiencing a-a mental b-breakdown. G-giving another m-mind someone e-else’s memories 
i-is... t-traumatic. E-especially when t-those memories a-are r-riddled with c-crime and 
horrific a-actions. H-he’s in pain.” 


While Jessica was well aware that this version of Kilgrave was mentally defective, Victor 
was right. She hadn’t thought of it that way. Kilgrave, himself, was prone to his previous 
behavior, but giving a normal mind his past... it did seem traumatic. No wonder the clone had 
expressed so much remorse. And wasn’t that a good thing...? 


Pinching the bridge of her nose, Jessica lets out a sigh and looks back that the man on the 
ground. “Okay... just, please. For the love of god, stop crying.” As KC attempts to compose 
himself, she attempts to think. 
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Clearly, the switch had to have happened on Kilgrave’s date with Eli. Which left her with 
three questions. One, where was the real Kilgrave and all the other victims? Two, how was 
she going to rescue them? And three, what was she supposed to do with his clone?! 


The days in Eden were, unfortunately, becoming somewhat routine for Kilgrave. 


Every day, he was awoken by a melodic alarm that rang throughout the entire building. It 
played as what was referred to as ‘awakening music’ by the other residents. The alarm lasted 
for three minutes and was just loud enough to ensure that no one slept through it. Weekdays, 
it went off at 8am, weekends, it was 10am. 


It was Kilgrave’s understanding that his room was more... spacious than others. He had 
never been to or seen any of the other residents’ halls, but his was under the same dome as 
Elijah’s private rooms. His living space was basically the size of the suite that he and Jessica 
stayed in together, except it was powered with higher and more efficient technology. His 
rotating wardrobe was stocked with an abundance of suits that were undoubtedly his taste. 


The daily menu was delivered exactly fifteen minutes after the awakening music to his 
inbox, that immediately appeared on his transparent television screen. When he was ready to 
order breakfast, all he had to do was press the number that he wanted on his personal 
communicator. It took about thirty minutes from the time he placed his order to the time that 
it showed up at his door, and he took that time to shower and get dressed. He knew from 
experience that if he didn’t get up and stick to his written schedule, someone would come to 
get him. 


After breakfast, Kilgrave had a little bit of free time to go out and explore if he wanted to. 
From riding the entire system of bullet trains, he discovered that the city was no more than a 
couple of square kilometers, but there was all sorts of construction going on for expansion. 
The outer domes were housing areas, and the inner space was for education and recreational 
activities. 


The schooling system was a group of connected rooms and each Year had about ten kids 
attending and one or two teachers depending on the Year. Kilgrave had only ever walked past 
this cluster of rooms, so he wasn’t entirely sure of how it worked. But the technology was the 
same as the rest of Eden, and from what he heard, the learning was fast paced. 


During free moments of the day, most of the children would play together on the massive 
playground, east of the main dome. Teens would typically play the available sports. Adults, 
however, were more likely to utilize areas like the sunroom. The sunlight provided was 
incredibly realistic and made it feel like they weren’t underground at all. 


The only reason Kilgrave ever left his residence when it wasn’t scheduled was that it was 
what Jessica would do. She would get a feel and understanding of the whole city through 
exploration and observation to be able to find a way out. And since he had already begun the 
process, when Jessica shows up to rescue him, he’d be able to provide some insight. 


Yes, he was sure that she was on her way. Jessica was the most vigilant person ever. Elijah 
had the power to clone living things, which he revealed to Kilgrave after he woke up tied 
down. Surely Jessica must have realized that what returned to her wasn’t really her partner 
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immediately. It wouldn’t be that hard to tell, right? She was taking a few days longer than 
expected, but she had to be on her way by now. 


But today, he stayed inside after breakfast because he had a restless night of sleep. 
Yesterday, he was given the notification that he was to have another dinner with Glitch. To 
discuss what? He wasn’t told. Either way, the rage of being stripped of his powers and caged 
like an animal down here made it hard to bear the thought of the rich arsehole who did this to 
him. 


Right after lunch at noon, he always had to go directly to the clinic. It was the building 
next to his, making it a short walk. At the door, he was greeted by name and taken back to a 
surgical room that was specifically designed for him. 


“How are you feeling today, Kilgrave?” Dr. Drayton asks, as she always did, though she 
never received a response, and today was no different. She waits a few seconds before 
shrugging and motioning for him to sit on the operating table. When he complies without a 
fight, she smiles kindly before nodding in the direction of her assistants. “Suppressor.” On 
cue, a few gentlemen approach the table and place the metal mask over Kilgrave’s mouth and 
jaw. It had padding for his skin, but once it was locked with the straps behind his head, it hurt. 
It was incredibly tight to ensure that he couldn’t move his mouth or speak at all. 


This device was referred to as the ‘Suppressor’, but in all honesty, it was just a human 
muzzle, and Kilgrave was aware that. He was being treated like a dog. 


Already knowing the drill, Kilgrave lays down on his stomach without having to be told. 
He could never see what was being done to him, but he got the general idea. 


First, came the injection in the muscles of his shoulder to help counter the pain. Despite 
the injection, he could always feel the pinch of the device disconnecting from his nerves. 
Whatever it was, it was the size of a thumbtack and it stuck out from the base of the back of 
his neck. This tiny device was the only thing stopping his powers from working during the 
day. 


He, of course, had tried to remove it on his own on several occasions, but the pain from 
pulling at it was horribly excruciating, and it sent a wave of what felt like fire, shooting down 
his spine. 


Every day, at the same exact time, it would be removed. Kilgrave could always hear Dr. 
Drayton say once it was out, “Flush the excess.” At that time, one of the assistants would add 
a specific amount of pressure to his back. It felt like the sensation just after throwing up. That 
feeling of release and relief that it was over. Kilgrave wasn’t sure what type of bodily stress 
they were ‘flushing’, but almost immediately after, the chip would be reinserted. 


This entire process would take about twenty minutes total, and afterward, the muzzle 
would be removed and he would be set out to go about his day again. 


First, it was Jessica, then Elijah, now Kilgrave couldn’t control anyone. It felt devastating. 
Like they had ripped out one of his vital organs. Because of the mental toll that his lack of 
powers took on him, Glitch had scheduled several appointments a week for Kilgrave to meet 
with Stella. Stella, the certified and trained psychiatrist. 
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There was no amount of protest that would stop him from having to go to therapy, so at 
three o’clock, he made his way across Eden to Stella’s private office. 


Just as he was walking in, another patient of hers was walking out. This particular seven- 
year-old wasn’t handling the transition to his new home very well, which is why he received 
counseling, as a few others did as well. 


The office had a desk, a side table with a box of tissues, a sofa, an armchair, a few beanie 
bags, and shelves full of books along with a variety of games for kids to play with as they 
talked. Stella was a short blonde woman with caramel brown eyes. She was in her late 
twenties and had lived in Eden for almost a year now. Her accent was more northern than 
most others in London and while she took her job seriously, she was very light-hearted. 


When her door opens, she looks up from behind her desk and smiles. “Kilgrave, it’s nice to 
see you. Please, sit.” 


Without a word, he sits down on the sofa across from her, leaning back with a heavy sigh. 


Pushing her clipboard aside, Stella asks softly, keeping her eyes on his. “How has your day 
been?” When she doesn’t get any sort of acknowledgment at all, she sighs as well. “Kilgrave, 
we’ve been over this. The fact of the matter is, you have to be here for an hour. So. We can sit 
here, and stare at each other in uncomfortable silence for sixty minutes, or you can talk to me. 
It’s that simple.” 


Kilgrave’s eyes darken with annoyance. “Talk to you about what?” 


“Anything.” She smiles again. “I’m here to listen to you. That’s all. We can have a 
conversation, or you can just vent if you’d like. Remember, nothing you say leaves this room. 
I know about your past already. The only thing I’m required to report is if I feel you are in 
danger of hurting yourself or someone else. Other than that, —” 


He scoffs, interrupting her mid-sentence. “If you know my past, then you know I am very 
dangerous.” He practically hisses at her. 


Her smile turns into a sympathetic gaze. “Not so much anymore though, right?” It was a 
rhetorical question so she didn’t expect a response. “So is that what’s really bothering you? 
Not that you can’t control other people now, but that you can’t hurt other people? Do you like 
hurting people, Kilgrave>” 


His muscles tense as he glares back at her. This wasn’t a conversation that he was keen on 
having. “I’m not going to talk about this.” 


Stella shrugs and sits back. “As I said, we can discuss anything.” She waits for a moment 
as he glances at the clock before picking a new approach. “How about you just tell me what 
you’re thinking right now. What’s on your mind?” 


Instead of holding back, he does exactly as she asks and speaks his thoughts. “I hate it 
here. I hate everything about this place and what Glitch is doing. I want to see Jessica.” 


Taking none of this personally, she nods with understanding. “What is it about Jessica that 
you miss the most?” 


The question makes him smirk. If only she knew Jessica. “There isn’t one discernible thing 
about her.” 
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Moving past this topic, she addresses the first part of his statement. “And you say you hate 
it here, because... you don’t have your powers?” 


Kilgrave’s teeth grind “I’m being held against my will. What other reason do I need to hate 
it?!” 


Stella lets out a quiet breath and checks her notes from her other appointment with him. 
“Did you do your homework from last time?” 


He rolls his eyes and answers blatantly. “No.” 


Her expression is one of disappointment. “It really wasn’t a difficult task.” Reading her 
report, she repeats, ‘Your only assignment was to speak with three residents who have been 
here for more than two months about their experience. Any age.’ His silence causes her to go 
on. “The purpose of this was to help develop your perspective about Eden. Have you noticed 
how happy the children are here? They develop new relationships, not to mention how much 
easier they learn. Besides that, they’re safe from negative influences. They have the ability to 
reach their potential here.” 


The fact was, she wasn’t wrong. Everyone here did seem happy. Like they had all just 
accepted the fact that this was their home and they loved it. They had fun. It was... 
frightening. Maybe it was hard for younger kids to understand, but certainly, the teenagers 
and the adults here had to know that this wasn’t right. 


Instead of trying to deny what he really couldn’t comprehend, he shakes his head. “It 
doesn’t matter. What about their families? They have to live with mindless duplicates. You 
think this is helping, but look at the hundreds of families that this place is ripping apart.” As 
the words were coming out of his mouth, he realized how much he was sounding like Jessica. 


She could acknowledge that but was prepared to respond. “That’s a necessary sacrifice for 
all this to work. These kids are our future, and they need to be treated as such. Yes, it is 
unfortunate that families can’t be told what’s going on, but —” 


“What about your family?” Kilgrave cuts her off, pouncing at the opportunity. “When was 
the last time they saw the real you?” 


The shift in the topic makes her eyebrows furrow but doesn’t stop her from answering 
honestly. “I’ve lived here for eleven months.” 


One of the first things Kilgrave had observed about Stella when they met last week was 
that she had a slight tan line around her finger where an engagement ring used to be. He had 
always intended to use this as a pressure point and now was the perfect time. “Is your fiancé a 
resident here with you?” His head cocks to the side, holding back a smirk. 


Stella has to stop herself from reflexively covering up her right hand. Her fiancé had 
proposed seven months before she was chosen to join Eden and she never had the chance to 
get married. Instead of getting defensive, she holds her ground. “No. Not yet, anyway. But 
I’ve put in a request to Elijah for him to become a resident which is being reviewed right 
now.” It was true that she had put in a request... ten months ago. And that request had been 
renewed only last month, but the person she was destined to wed had not been approved. Not 
that she would tell any of this to Kilgrave. 
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Before taking on the task of becoming his therapist, Stella was trained and warned about 
his manipulative and cunning behavior. If she let him in on her weaknesses, he would utilize 
them against her, without a doubt. 


Kilgrave was just as determined to stay in control of the conversation as her, however. “So 
the man who proposed to you has been living with a soulless clone for almost a year now. 
And you think he would stay with ‘her’?” He laughs a little at the prospect, naturally cruel. 
“Which would be worse? If he’s broken up with your clone and moved on to have a 
relationship with someone else, or if he married her? Neither of those outcomes are really in 
your favor.” 


Having been here so long, all of this had been on her mind before. But Stella was 
confident that when she saw him again, everything could be explained and they could 
eventually pick up right where they left off. Though she wasn’t entirely comfortable, she 
keeps her cool demeanor in answering. “I have faith that the next time we see each other, all 
of this will be straightened out.” 


“Faith.” Kilgrave repeats with an obvious distaste for the word. “Does having faith really 
change the situation?” 


Stella pauses and instead of answering, she turns the topic back to him. “What do you have 
faith in, Kilgrave? It certainly doesn’t have to be religious. Anything?” 


When he answers, he looks her dead in the eyes. “I have faith in Jessica.” 


Her smile returns as she nods. “Well, I have good news for you.” Rereading the 
notification she was given yesterday, she does as it says. “I was instructed to let you know 
that you’ll be seeing Jessica fairly soon.” 


Kilgrave’s expression changes as he blinks at her. “What?” 


“T wasn’t given the details as to the matter, but Elijah has asked me to tell you before you 
see him tonight for dinner.” 


His instinct reaction is to be excited, but instead, he started to feel sick. If he was being 
told that he would see Jessica, then it meant that Glitch got her too. 


More time had gone by, but they weren’t really getting anywhere. KC’s cut on his finger 
was still slowly bleeding, as something about the gray pattern made his blood take longer to 
clot. 


Thankfully, KC was off the floor and his crying had died down, but his hysteria hadn’t and 
it was giving Jessica a headache. 


“Okay, the fact of the matter is, I have to find him. Because I started this with Kilgrave. I 
don’t know how long we’re going to have to tell you, but you’re not Kilgrave.” Jessica speaks 
slowly, trying not to grind her teeth. 


KC bites his tongue, holding back his urge to continue crying. “I just —” Unable to finish 
his sentence, he watches as a drop of his blood falls to the floor. 
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Jessica sighs and turns to Victor who had been quiet in observation. “Can you give him 
something for his finger, please?” 


The same gel that Victor had used on Jessica’s stab wound was already close by, so he 
complies in grabbing it and making his way over to him. 


Still shaken up, however, KC pulls his hand away when Victor reaches him. “No, don’t... 
don’t touch me.” 


Yet still, the doctor in training was touching him, and he holds his finger still as he applies 
a gentle dab. When the implication of the gesture suddenly dawns on them, everyone in the 
room stops and looks at each other. 


That was a command. 


At this moment, Jessica’s mind races to try and think of the last time she heard Kilgrave 
give a command to someone who wasn’t immune to him. He had to have commanded 
someone in the past week, right? 


But because of their hyper-focus on this singular case, they hadn’t gone out to rescue 
anyone and they hadn’t been put in a situation where they would really need his powers. 


As if this entire case wasn’t complicated enough already. 


Author’s note: 
Geez, almost a month. I’m hoping that it won’t take me so long to post again in the future. 


So... Eden. People are happy there! It can’t be that bad, right? Does it seem kinda cult-ish? 
Idk, I’m asking you :) 


Also, how fucking rude of me! Jessi is on my beta team too now (along with Deyo)! She’s 
got a few chapters under her belt as she’s been helping us out for close to two months. She 
lives in the UK so she volunteered to fix all the stuff I get wrong when it comes to England 
lol. I should have added her to the credit list earlier cuz she’s an extremely busy woman 
who’s been kind enough to help me out! 


Leave a review to let me know what you’re thinking! Thank you all! More to come in the 
continuation of day 129, hopefully fairly soon! 
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67. Call Me By His Name 


Chapter Sixty-Seven: Call Me By His Name 
(Still) Day 129: 


The shock of not having powers on top of the shock of learning he was a clone was a poor 
combination for KC. 


Victor did nothing but quietly stare at KC as he attempted to give a string of other 
panicked commands. Clearly, it wasn’t working. 


“Alright, so Glitch made you without powers. That’s just... fucking brilliant.” Jessica 
mumbles sarcastically over the chaos, sliding her hand down her face. 


“No, this... this isn’t right.” KC whines, becoming lightheaded from the fact that he had 
started hyperventilating. 


“Victor?” Jessica tries not to hiss, keeping her eyes on KC to make sure he didn’t do 
anything stupid. “Do you have something to calm him down? Please. Like a sedative... or 
something?” 


Figuring that it wasn’t a horrible idea, Victor makes his way behind his desk, pushing aside 
some of his equipment. “I-I could i-inject h-him with a c-concentrated form of e- 
eszopiclone.” Before she can ask, he says, “I-it’s most c-commonly u-used to help treat i- 
insomnia. T-this w-will make him d-drowsy fairly q-quickly.” 


While Jessica normally would have watched him prepare the syringe, KC was up and on 
the move again. “No! Don’t.” He whimpers before looking around the room as if for an 
escape. 


At this point, he was behaving like a child at the doctor’s office. Jessica didn’t have the 
patience for it. “Kil—” She stops herself from calling him that name, simply because it didn’t 
feel right to her. But she didn’t have anything else to call him, so she sighs instead. “It’s fine, 
you just need to calm down...” 


When he sees her moving closer, he backs up again, stumbling over the books on the floor. 


Finding that KC had backed himself into a wall, she grabs his arm and starts to pull him 
closer, as gently as she can without making the situation any worse. She knew that if he 
struggled, Victor wouldn’t be able to hold him still on his own, making her a necessary 
mediator. 


Already physically weaker than Jessica, KC’s protests were obviously futile, and he can 
merely express that by constantly mewling. 


Once she gets him to the table in front of Victor, she holds him there, trying to be patient 
with his infantile behavior. Seeing that Victor was ready, she takes KC’s arm keeps it 
extending to receive the drug. That doesn’t stop him from continuing to struggle, however. 
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“Hold. Still.” Jessica growls through clenched teeth. Since her words did nothing, and she 
knew that getting violent wasn’t an option, she had to get creative. Victor wouldn’t inject him 
if he kept flailing around like this, under the risk of missing his vein. Keeping her grip on one 
of his wrists, she grabs his shirt and pulls him closer, before kissing him on the lips. 


His reaction is the one she hoped for. Immediately, his body calms and his eyes flutter 
shut. Clone or not, Kilgrave was always conditioned to her touch. 


Luckily, she didn’t need to spell out the plan to Victor, who understands the cue and moves 
in with a steady hand. Even after feeling the prick of the needle, KC keeps his lips against 
Jessica’s, tilting his head for his mouth to open to hers. 


When enough time had passed for it to be over, she pulls away and lets out a sigh of relief 
to see the empty syringe in Victor’s hand, who stood silently next to her. 


Letting go of KC, Jessica tries to ignore the sickly feeling of unearned guilt in her 
stomach. 


Whether the drug had an instant effect, or it was the lingering bliss of the kiss, KC merely 
opens his eyes and looks back at her, remarkably more docile than he was less than a minute 
ago. 


Finally having some quiet between them, Jessica turns to Victor. With another quiet breath, 
she says, “I’m uh... I’m gonna take him back, so I can try and figure this shit out. Okay?” 


Victor, still clinically intrigued by the clone in front of him, slowly nods. “O-okay.” 


“Come on.” Jessica mumbles, taking KC by the hand. This time, she doesn’t have to pull 
him for him to get up and follow her. 


“J-Jessica?” Victor stops them before they make it out the door. “P-please... b-be careful.” 
Forcing a smile, she answers as optimistically as she can manage. “I will.” 


On the way out the door, to the sidewalk, and into a hailed cab, KC stays behind her 
quietly, trailing like a puppy with his tail between his legs. 


The ride back to their apartment felt unusually long. Instead of curling up against her like 
he wanted to, KC lays his head down on the window, his mind lost in drowsy thought. While 
he contemplated his existence, Jessica tried to think through a plan that actually made sense. 
Neither of them were getting very far though. 


By the time they get back to their apartment, KC finally says something that’s not full of 
panic. “What... what are you going to call me?” 


Dropping her bag on the ground, Jessica shifts to look at him. His eyelids were heavy and 
he avoided eye contact with her by looking down. Rather than telling him that she had much 
bigger problems to worry about than his name, she grumbles back, “What do you want me to 
call you?” 


He doesn’t hesitate to mumble, “I want you to call me by my name. Kilgrave.” 


Scoffing, she turns her back to him and sits down behind the desk. “That’s not your name. 
It’s his.” Even though his head was still down, she can see the glistening over of his eyes. It 
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would drive her insane if he started crying again. “You used to be Kevin. I’ll just call you 
that.” 


Under the drug’s influence, he drops onto the sofa and rolls on his side. “I hate that name. 
It’s not who I am anymore...” 


“You're not Kilgrave, either.” The words tumbled out without thought, and the effect on 
him is immediate. ‘You were young and you had parents that loved you. What’s to hate?’ 
Resting her head in her hands, she glares in his direction. “Maybe being Kevin will be good 
for you.” 


Pain suddenly rests in his features, not bothering to mask his hurt, the expression making 
him appear more childlike than he already was. But she had a point. 


What if being Kilgrave again isn’t what he wants? That name was now undeniably 
attached to a copious amount of horrific acts and crimes. 


When KC opens his mouth again, he peers at her over the armrest. “Maybe you’re right... 
but I am part of Kilgrave. And... I don’t know what that means moving forward... or what 
that means for us, but —” 


“There is no ‘us’.” She scowls, cutting him off. Jessica catches the threads of thoughts best 
left buried for the moment, not ready to consider what he was saying or what the implication 
was. 


But there it was, hovering in the back of her mind, planted without her permission. If he 
really was his own person, then that made things a lot more complicated than she was 
comfortable with. Something stronger grips her, and for a moment she’s overcome with the 
intense feeling of... betrayal. 


The problem was, she didn’t feel like she had betrayed herself, she felt like she had 
betrayed Kilgrave. Her real partner. Not only for actually working with a clone, but for... 
having sex with him. 


She wanted to yell. Hit him. Do something. But she just sat there, shaking. Somehow it felt 
like this was all his fault. Like he had tricked her again. This misplaced anger had nowhere to 
go besides the only other person in the room. 


“Jessica!” He raised his voice but it just came out sounding like a whine, pleading for her 
to let him finish. 


His voice shocks her out of her thoughts, and she finds him looking at her intensely with 
yet another foreign gaze on his borrowed features; fear. Jessica had seen Kilgrave afraid 
before, but he masked it through anger and hoarse screaming matches. His face would twist 
with hatred, highlighting his furrowed eyebrows, wide eyes, and clenched teeth. She could 
soon compare him to that of a cornered animal at times. 


But this was different. His clone had no such qualms about hiding his emotions from her, 
whether it was because he couldn’ or he didn’t know how, she wasn’t sure. 


“Please...,” He whispers now, swallowing hard before he goes on. “Don’t... I don’t even 
know who I am. You’re the only thing I have and... —” He trails off, drowning in his 
thoughts of losing the last thing that could keep him sane. 
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His lost sentence seems to diffuse her enough to respond calmly. “I’m not...” She 
struggles to find the right words to contain the situation. “I’m not responsible for you, Kil-... 
Kevin. I don’t even know what to do right now. Let alone what I’m supposed to do with you.” 
Her true focus was on how she would retrieve the real Kilgrave and what to do with his clone 
would have to come second. 


It was KC’s turn to be angry, and his distorted expression gives it away before he opens his 
mouth. “Why... why do you hate me?” Though she heard the question, it didn’t quite register. 
“T didn’t ask to look like this or be created like this with these memories. I’ve done nothing 
but what you’ve asked me to.” Trails off, he searches for the right words. 


Because you look like him, but you’re not. You sound like him, but you’re not. You’re not 
him. 


“Tf you share a history, then I’m sure it’s not that hard to draw a conclusion to why I might 
not enjoy looking at you.” She hisses the words, though she had meant to say something more 
comforting than her thoughts. 


Despite being deep in the midst of an existential crisis, he manages to lash out at her. “If I 
talked to you the way you talked to me, how long do think this would last?” 


Her muscles tense and she restrains from punching something nearby. “I don’t have time 
for this bullshit anymore. I need to find Kilgrave.” Opening her laptop, she hopes that he can 
just accept that and shut up. 


But he ignores what she just said and goes on. “You have no respect for my emotions at 
all... it gets old, Jessica.” 


Her teeth grind before she snaps. “I don’t even fucking know you! You’ve existed for less 
than two weeks! Why should I give a shit?” 


His tone is back to one of agony, begging for some form of pain relief. “I don’t understand 
what you want! What... who do you want me to be?” 


The question hangs in the air between them, as she realizes that she didn’t have an answer. 
There was no way he could win, and acknowledging that would make her the antagonist of 
this conversation. What he asked was challenging the knowledge of her own desires and her 
understanding of the relationship she had had with Kilgrave. 


Whatever she would respond with, he wouldn’t know, because they’re interrupted by a 
knock on the door. 


“Elijah will be right with you.” One of the servers says to Kilgrave just after he sits down. 


He was back in the SFD, as it was referred to, which was the first place he had been in on 
his initial date with Glitch. Members of the staff move in and out as they prepare the table in 
front of him for dinner. 


While they set up, Kilgrave looks around the dome. His eyes shift to the door on his right, 
which he knew to lead to the elevator. But even by chance, if that door was unlocked, he 
wouldn’t be able to operate it anyway. This entire system was too well thought out. 
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As escaping right now was out of the question, he gaze wanders up at the artificial night 
sky. The arrangement of stars reminded him of the time he and Jessica had gotten drunk on a 
rooftop together. Before he can walk through that wonderful memory again, his host joins 
him. 


Elijah, in his usual style, runs his hands through his hair as he sits down across the table. 
Pleased to see that the table was already set and that Kilgrave was waiting for him, he smiles. 
“Tt’s good to see you, Kilgrave.” 


His arms cross over his chest and he glares back with a dead look in his eyes. “I can’t say 
the same, Glitch.” 


This was the reaction Eli had expected, but not the one he hoped for. Since he didn’t live in 
Eden full-time, they had only met one other time after the first date to go over living 
arrangements and Kilgrave’s schedule. Eli had wished that by now he would be adjusting in 
the same manner that other residents had. But he was no ordinary resident and that much was 
obvious. 


Sighing he picks up his fork and nods at the plate in front of him, encouraging him to do 
the same. Dinner today was filet mignon with an assortment of side dishes. “Please, eat.” 


But Kilgrave’s arms staying crossed. “I’m not hungry.” He lies, not willing to play along 
and be his date this time. 


The decision to bring him into the program despite his clear lack of Eden-like qualities 
was Elijah’s decision and only his. Besides the factors of attraction, Kilgrave showed promise 
in the fact that he was clearly intelligent. Not to mention that he no longer had a place in 
society. Bringing him here was doing the rest of the world a service and giving Eli more of a 
challenge. This was never going to be easy, and he was okay with that. 


Cutting past any other types of small talk, Eli shrugs. “Stella tells me you’re not 
participating in therapy very much.” 


Kilgrave scoffs then rolls his eyes, mumbling more to himself. “So much for patient 
confidentiality.” 


Sitting still, he reads his lips. “She doesn’t tell me any specifics on what you discuss. But I 
have a right to know how everyone in Eden is functioning, including you. And I think that if 
you open up to her more, you’!l be more comfortable in —” 


“You have a right to know?!” He cuts in, his body tensing. ‘You don’t have a right to any 
of this!’ Kilgrave naturally snarls as he says, “And you certainly don’t have a right to me.” 
The frustrated and disappointed look in Glitch’s eyes only causes him to add, “If you think 
you can control me like this forever, you’re wrong. You’ll slip up. And when you do, I’ll be 
ready.” 


Jessica had tried the same thing when she kept him locked up in that glass prison. Her 
mistake was leaving the lesbian woman in charge of watching him. Sooner or later, Kilgrave 
would be able to get in someone’s head. If Jessica couldn’t save him, he’d have to save 
himself. 


So, what he threatening Glitch? Most likely. Despite everything he had learned about 
being a hero in the past months, the burning urge was still setting fires in his chest. The desire 
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for personal justice. The longing to make Glitch pay for holding him captive from the person 
he loved. It was far stronger than the urge to ‘do the right thing’. 


Elijah waits until Kilgrave takes a breath before speaking calmly. “I know you don’t fully 
understand why I’ve done all of this, but you and I are more alike than you care to admit.” 
Picking up his glass, he takes a sip of sparkling water before continuing. “We both suffered 
from parental neglect, and it caused us pain that has never really gone away. I’ve seen your 
memories, Kilgrave. I’ve practically lived them. All you ever wanted was for someone to love 
you. I know that. I’m not sure how long this will take, but eventually, I think you’ll find that 
Eden is the only place you are truly free... and loved.” He adds reluctantly, looking away for 
a moment. 


Hearing the sincerity and genuine tone of Glitch’s voice, only confirms how locked in this 
delusion he is. How much he believes he is actually in the right. It was disturbing. “You’re 
wrong.” Kilgrave mutters back, though he knew there was no real way to win this debate. 


“Like I said. It’ll take time. But you and I —” Before he can finish his sentence, Sage 
rushes out of the secondary entrance, interrupting them. 


He looked slightly worried as he glances in Kilgrave’s direction, then begins signing to his 
friend. “/You’re not answering your communicator./” 


Elijah can’t help but counter with slight irritation. “/I know. I told Riley to hold all my 
messages. As you can see, I’m in a meeting./” He signs rigidly. 


Kilgrave raises his eyebrow and looks back and forth between them, not understanding any 
of it. 


But Sage stays, showing his urgency. “/This is important. Jones knows./” 
“/What?/” 


“/Her and KC returned from McCants’ place a moment ago. She knows she’s with a 
clone./” 


In a frantic attempt to think, Elijah turns to his guest and says, extremely apologetic. 
“Would you excuse me a moment?” Without any acknowledgment, he and Sage leave the 
dome in a hurry, with Kilgrave left dumbfounded. 


It was only this morning that Jones had officially been placed on the list for Eden 
residency. They needed at least a few days to prepare for her arrival. The doctor’s hadn’t even 
developed a chip for her yet. Having her figure out that KC wasn’t Kilgrave was more than an 
inconvenience. It meant that she was going to make a move. 


Amongst the rest of his team in the control room, Elijah signs quickly. “/Send Leo in./” 
Before he can be questioned, he goes on. “/I don’t care if we’re ready. Tranquilize her./” 


Waiting to follow through, Sage furrows his eyebrows. “/We don’t have the extraction unit 
in place, Leo is alone./” 


“/Then notify them./” Knowing that this didn’t make entire sense, Eli shakes his head. 
“/We just need to get her here. We’ll keep her sedated until we figure out how to subtract her 
strength./” 
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Sage only has to look back at him to show his disapproval of the rushed plan. 
But Elijah was already stressed enough. “/Now./” 


Sighing, he does as he’s told and picks up his communicator, holding his thumb to the 
screen. “Monitor 1, this is Alpha, acting on Omega’s terms.” 


“Alpha, this is Monitor 1, receiving.” Leo’s voice comes back. 
“Monitor 1, move in on the subject and tranquilize her.” 


There’s a beat of silence before there’s a reply. “Alpha, I wasn’t given a schedule update. 
Can you repeat and confirm?” 


“Yes, Monitor 1. On Omega’s terms, move in now.” 
More temporary silence. “Alpha, what should I do with KCO70616?” 


When Elijah reads the response, he signs his orders for Sage to respond with. “/Tranquilize 
him but leave him there. We’ll figure out how to dispose of him later. He’s of no use to us 
now./” 


After Sage relays those orders, Leo answers. “Alpha, message received. Moving in.” 


Once the plan was in place, Elijah pulls Sage to the side away from the rest of his staff. 
With his hand on his friend’s shoulder, he says quietly. “Please. Take care of this.” 


It was apparent that he was eager to return to his ‘meeting’ with Kilgrave. Therefore, Sage 
tries to reassure him with a confident smile. “/I will./” 


“Thank you.” Elijah manages a smile as well before swiftly turning and making it back to 
the SFD. 


Kilgrave, sat waiting with his feet up on the table, having pushed all the food to one side. 


His purposeful deviance doesn’t put off or anger Eli, so he continues to smile as he sits 
down. “My apologies. There was just something I had to deal with.” 


“What was it?” Keeping his feet up, Kilgrave cocks his head, wondering if he’d get an 
answer. 


Being vaguely honest, he replies, “It’s Jessica. I’m sure Stella told you you’d be seeing 
her, correct?” 


Her name instantly makes Kilgrave anxious. “You’re taking her too.” His voice is 
especially low now, not that Elijah could hear it. 


“T want you to be happy here, Kilgrave. My understanding is that that would be a difficult 
task for you, without Jessica. That’s why she’s being admitted. For your well-being.” 


Incredibly stiff, he asks, “When?” 


“Soon.” Elijah answers with a nod. “It will take a couple days to get her settled in. But 
soon.” 


508 


“Who is it?” Jessica mumbles with pure apathy after KC had opened the door. She 
couldn’t see over his shoulder. 


“Tt’s our neighbor.” KC sighs, annoyed that they were interrupted. Stepping aside and 
opening the door wider, he flops back down on the couch, not having the energy to explain 
that they were in the middle of something. 


Still, Jessica didn’t have the energy either. “No. We’re closed.” She hisses before looking 
up. She had only seen this neighbor of there’s a few times in passing, and his ginger hair 
made him easily recognizable. They had never spoken as there was never a reason for them 
to. 


But something was off. 


He looked... nervous. Her trained eye couldn’t have missed it. And sure, plenty of their 
clients walked in looking that way, but something indescribable made Jessica that much more 
alert. 


When he doesn’t speak and his body tenses, she slowly stands up. “Can I help you?” Her 
eyes shift to KC for a single second. 


In that time, Leo pulls the handheld from his pocket and aims it at her, his finger already 
on the trigger. 


Just as quickly, Jessica lifts the up the desk in front of her with one hand and kicks it 
across the room as hard as she can. The force she uses snaps the wood in half when it slams 
against the door frame. Because Leo wasn’t entirely in the room, it misses him directly, but 
half of the desk rams into him hard enough to send him flying back into the hallway. 


His head hits the ground with a resounding thump. 


After the adrenaline rush, Jessica blinks through suddenly clouded vision. Her legs wobble 
only a moment before giving out from under her and she collapses on the floor. “Oh... shit.” 
She croaks, her hand shaking as she reaches up and pulls the dart from her neck. 


Her consciousness was slipping away and slipping away fast. She only had a few seconds 
left. She knew that. 


Lying down, she turns her head and forces her eyes open to look at KC on the couch. The 
last ten seconds left him with a look of shock plastered on his face. Whether he was paying 
enough attention or not, Jessica mumbles to him. “They’re coming to get me... Run.” 


KC’s eyes widen, staring, as he frantically gets down on his knees in front of her. Shaking 
his head, he utters, reaching out, “J-Jessica...? No, I-I can’t leave you —” 


This time, with everything she had left, she shoves him back away from her, straining to 
scream at him. “Run!” 


The last thing she sees is Kilgrave’s clone scrambling to his feet, running out the door. 


Her vision fades to black and her head thuds audibly against the floor, a feeble groan 
escaping her throat. 
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The last thing she hears is the floorboards creaking beneath heavy footsteps, like the sound 
of an army marching into war. 


And then... 


Silence. 


Author’s note: 


Deyo wrote a lot of Jessica’s interaction with KC in the first scene, so thank him for the 
intense introspection! 


When I started this story, did I imagine that more than a year later, I would be writing 
about an underground city and a bunch of human clones? No. Not really. Or at all. But this is 
fun either way! So many questions to be answered! How are they gonna get out of this? Will 
they?! Please review ;) 
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68. Irresponsible 


Day 130: 


‘I’m not responsible for you, Kil-... Kevin. I don’t even know what to do right now. Let 
alone what I’m supposed to do with you’. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 


The words ring over and over in KC’s head. Like the tune of a song, he wished he never 
heard, its melody underlying every thought he had from that point on. 


Jessica was the only thing he knew. Well... along with Elijah. After their date, he felt he 
knew Elijah properly, in fact. Maybe something to do with the fact that he grew out of him. 
The thought makes KC shudder, for an unknown emotion besides disgust. 


After leaving the apartment, he ran as he was told. And he didn’t stop running until it felt 
like his legs were jelly and his lungs were deflated. When he finally slowed down, he had 
landed himself in a familiar, less pleasant part of the city. Night had fallen and the sidewalk 
was lit only with flashing streetlights. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 


Without much of a care, KC slumps down in the next alleyway he sees and leans against 
the brick wall behind him. It wasn’t safe for him, with lacking strength and no powers. He 
knew that. His twisted imagination visualizes getting the shit kicked out of him here by 
bloodthirsty thugs. It didn’t matter. He could die here. And it wouldn’t matter. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 


KC was just the echoing defect of a man he didn’t want to be. He was a glitch in the world. 
Flickering in and out of reality, like if the entire planet were to blink at the same time, he’d 
disappear. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 


If Jessica wasn’t responsible for him, why should he be responsible for her? Playing God 
was no longer an option, and playing hero would get him killed. This was as close to suicidal 
as KC was willing to be. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 


It shouldn’t be his problem. But what else was he to do? He couldn’t make it in normal life 
alone, without his powers. It was impossible, especially with the face of a man who had 
ruined lives for countless others. Not that he would want a normal life anyway. 


‘I’m not responsible for you’. 
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Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck. After everything that Kilgrave had done to Jessica in the past... 
KC owed it to her. He owed it to her, to just once save her. He owed it to her to do the right 
thing without the promise of personal gain. And if he died in the process... it wouldn’t matter. 


A brisk breeze suddenly makes him aware of the drying tears on his cheeks as he stands up 
and dusts himself off. 


There was only one place in London that he thought of going to, as this was the only other 
person who had a vague idea of the madness happening around them. There was no question 
about it. 


So, with a trembling walk, KC turns and heads in the direction of Victor’s flat. 


“Alpha, update on Monitor 1.” Elijah says into his communicator with a heavy voice, 
weighed down with exhaustion and anxiety. 


The decision to move on Jones without preparation was one that he had to take 
responsibility for along with the consequences. Besides having no way to properly contain 
her, they managed to lose KC, and Leo was in critical condition. 


Sage, who was instructed to go with the medics, responds, his words written out to Eli. 
“Omega, he’s got out of surgery now. He’s still unconscious.” 


With Leo’s three broken ribs and a fractured skull, Eli worried if he would ever wake up 
from this. 


Having nothing else to say at the moment, he slides his communicator back into his pocket 
and peers through the window in front of him. Dr. Drayton was sitting by the edge of the bed 
where Jones laid, still under heavy sedation. 


This was a mess. 


They had come up with an emergency plan to contain her, but it wasn’t ready with such 
late notice. The adamantium cage was only just being constructed in a unit of theirs overseas, 
where the parts would be shipped within the week. With that currently out of the picture, 
bulletproof glass was a more accessible option before the cage, yet the true limits of Jones’ 
strength were still unknown to Elijah. Even then, with some sort of containment in place, they 
couldn’t keep her locked in one room forever. The purpose of her being there was for her to 
be able to interact with Kilgrave. He certainly wouldn’t be happy with them treating her like 
an animal. Eli wouldn’t be happy with it either. 


Fast-tracking the development of the chip for her would be the only viable option at this 
point. Unfortunately, they hadn’t come up with a universal design, so hers would be unique to 
the one implanted in Kilgrave. His team was full of remarkable minds, but he would have to 
work on its design himself. 


With an abundance of work to do, he takes his device back out and contacts Riley, who 
was currently in the control room. “Oversight, come in.” 


A moment later, his screen reads, “Omega, this is Oversight.” 
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“Oversight, I need you to cancel my lunch with the mayor tomorrow. Reschedule for next 
week. I also need you to contact the construction assembly and have them replace the glass 
around Jones with bulletproof. That should be done within the hour. And for the time being, 
bring our outside security down here. I want guards around her 24/7.” 


“Omega, understood.” 


In the hours that passed, it didn’t take much to realize that something was going on in 
Eden. 


By midday, Kilgrave had watched a significant amount of people move in and out of the 
control area. Most of which appeared to be armed security and maintenance/construction 
workers. 


It was Jessica. It had to be. 


By the time he had to go to his daily ‘check up’ in the clinic, he was somewhat on edge 
with anticipation. It hadn’t been much more than a week, but he was desperate to see her. Just 
see her. 


When he entered the room that he did every day, something was clearly different. The 
most obvious was that his normal doctor was absent. Then there was about half the number of 
assistants in the room with him. 


“Hello, Kilgrave.” A man he’s never seen smiles at him, simultaneously putting on a set of 
sterile gloves. “My name is Dr. Colley, I’ll be taking care of you today.” 


Already having a good idea of the answer, Kilgrave asks, “Where is Dr. Drayton?” 


As if he were pre-programmed with what to say, Dr. Colley responds rather stiffly. “She 
has other business to attend to at the moment.” 


Kilgrave gives a dead stare before saying in a low voice. “I want to see Jessica.” 


Instead of addressing what he just said, Dr. Colley clears his throat and tries mull over it as 
smoothly as possible. His eyes shift to his assistants as he orders, “Suppressor.” 


Kilgrave’s jaw clenches as he watches them approach him. Usually, there were four men, 
but today there were two. Before the metal muzzle is placed over his mouth, he takes 
inventory of the room. Whether or not there was a chance of actual escape, he could at least 
make it clear that he wasn’t going to play nice anymore. Not when they were holding her 
from him. 


“On your stomach, please.” Dr. Colley mumbles a little when Kilgrave doesn’t 
automatically lay down. The doctor’s shoulders relax when he sees him complying. 


As it had every day, first came the injection into his muscles, before the slight pinch of the 
device being removed. Kilgrave’s eyes close as he takes a deep breath and prepares himself 
for what could go horribly wrong. 


“Flush the —” Dr. Colley starts to speak but startles backward as his patient abruptly sits 
up. 
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His lack of compliance was obviously something that they hadn’t expected. They had 
gotten into a rhythm and routine, which caused them to be less cautious around a man they 
knew was dangerous. 


Kilgrave’s hands had already reached behind his head in a desperately quick effort to 
unbuckle the muzzle, as he knew he had no chance in a physical struggle. 


Dr. Colley was still holding the incredibly expensive chip that they had just removed on a 
tray and frantically backs away in efforts to protect it. 


One of the assistants had already stepped away from the initial surprise and he looks to his 
co-worker for some sort of help, before turning around to reach for the sedative that they had 
on standby. Thus, leaving only one man to try and pull Kilgrave’s arms down from behind his 
head. 


But as two men of equal strength, it was too late. 


“Stop, all of you.” Kilgrave growls and his voice echoes over the moments of chaos. The 
loosened Suppressor drops to the floor. 


His heart was already racing and that feeling of the release of his powers was more than 
satisfying. Adrenaline pumps through his veins as he stands in the middle of the frozen room, 
once again in control. A chillingly sinister smile comes across his face as he looks at the 
expression on Dr. Colley’s. No one in the room had felt the removal of free will before and it 
was an experience that they wouldn’t likely forget (if they survived it). 


“Tt’s not fun, is it? Being powerless?” Kilgrave asks rhetorically, as he reaches back and 
touches the base of his neck. The open sore makes him wince momentarily, then roll his eyes 
with annoyance. “Destroy it.” 


As he was told, Dr. Colley takes the sensitive equipment and crushes it between his 
knuckles and the metal tray. It cracks into a hundred unfixable pieces. 


“Tell me, where are they keeping Jessica?” 
“They... they have her in a closed-off space behind the control room.” The doctor mutters 
appropriately. 


Ready to find her, Kilgrave makes for the door but stops before he opens it. Turning back 
to the three men he left standing, he says, “If any of you decide to move, start killing each 
other.” With that, he was out the door. 


Though he makes it out of his room, he doesn’t make it far after exiting the clinic. 
Stepping outside, he’s met with half an army of guards, armed with tranquilizers, all wearing 
soundproof aids. 


Filling Victor in on everything took a fair amount of time. While he knew about Glitch and 
his ability to clone, he had been completely in the dark about the underground city of 
kidnapped children and all the work they had done investigating it. 
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When KC arrived at the end of his explanation where Jessica was shot, he can almost see 
Victor’s heart skip a beat. His eyes widen and he pulls at his pajama sleeve, shaking a little. 
Before he can say anything, KC tries to reassure him with what he knows. “It was just a 
tranquilizer. She’ ll —” 


It wasn’t often that Victor interrupted people but his anxiety was clearly overwhelming 
him. “J-J-Jessica is i-in d-danger...” His voice doesn’t raise, but it cracks a little. “W-we h- 
have to c-call the p-p-p—” 


Seeing him move for his phone, KC steps in the middle of his path and gently stops him. 
“Victor, you know we can’t do that. Jessica and I... and Kilgrave aren’t supposed to be here. 
Besides, even with all the shite in the world, they aren’t likely to believe us. Elijah is... a 
national treasure. This is the last thing they’d suspect him of doing.” As this did nothing to 
ease his panicked expression, KC shakes his head a little. “This is bad. You’re right. But I 
know one thing. Jessica will be fine. She isn’t going to be hurt.” 


“H-how c-can y-you be c-certain?” The question wasn’t something Victor was expecting 
an honest answer to and his eyes were already clouding over with tears. 


But it makes KC’s eyebrows furrow with thought. He was certain. But why? It couldn’t 
only be that Glitch didn’t seem like the type of man to torture people. It was more than that. 
“T’m not sure...” He mutters, beginning to think aloud. “It... it sounds mad, but I feel like I 
know Elijah. He won’t hurt her.” 


The intrigue of the statement makes Victor’s focus changed. “D-did you f-feel the s-same 
way b-before y-you existed?” 


That should have never been able to make sense, but in this circumstance it did. 


Thinking back to the night of his inception was almost uncomfortable to do. But there was 
a clear turning point in his emotions as he sat across the table from Glitch. Like suddenly the 
man he was on a date with was someone he could genuinely understand. 


“No... I didn’t.” KC finally answers after a moment of silence. “I can’t explain it...” 


“W-well I-I can.” Victor’s hunched over demeanor changes as he pushes his glasses up the 
bridge of his nose. “Y-you were created f-from h-his DNA. Y-you’!l a-always be c-connected 
in that w-way. Y-you can r-recognize his ideals a-and values t-the s-same way a-a newborn 
can r-recognize the s-sound of h-his mother’s v-voice.” 


Being compared to a child makes him frown, but he doesn’t vocalize his objection. 
Without the tone of offense and more thinking aloud, he mutters, “I understand Elijah more 
than I understand myself... or Kilgrave... I mean.” 


Though standing in the presence of a man who looked identical to Kilgrave, Victor still 
tenses when he hears the name. 


It doesn’t go unnoticed by KC. Looking away briefly, he tries to articulate the past in a 
way that made the most sense. “It’s not that I... we... he...” As his use of pronouns was 
getting confusing, he shakes his head and pauses before continuing. “It’s nothing to do with 
you, Victor. He had nothing against you. He felt threatened by you. That’s why he acted like 
such a wanker.” 
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This new information just seems to confuse him. “D-do I-I look th-threatening?” 


KC laughs a little at his literal take, sitting back against the table Jessica normally sat at. 
“No, no. Not physically threatening. Mentally. You single-handedly figured out a chemical 
immunity to his powers... it was frightening. Just the idea of being powerless because of 
you...” His voice trails off as he looks at the ground. 


Part of KC knew that as Kilgrave, he shouldn’t be content without his powers. They were 
supposed to be everything to him. But another part of him was relieved to be rid of them. As 
Jessica once said, they’ve controlled too much of his life. 


There’s a moment of silence between them as Victor rubs the unfallen tears from his eyes 
and adjusts his glasses. His focus had now shifted and he was in a more serious mode of 
concentration. His friend needed his help. Safe for now, but in need of assistance. 


“T-if we c-can’t call a-anyone, h-how are we g-going to find J-Jessica?” 


KC looks up to meet his eyes. “We already know where she is. Getting her out is another 
issue.” 


The two of them had gotten so used to Jessica calling the shots that they were lost without 
her guidance. 


But one thing was painfully clear. They were Jessica’s last hope. 


Author’s note: 
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69. Haunting 


Chapter Sixty-Nine: Haunting 
Day 131: 


Elijah sighs as he re-watches the security footage of Kilgrave’s escape attempt. If Riley 
wasn’t on the monitors, he could have gotten a lot farther. 


Dr. Colley and his two assistants from yesterday were all still in holding under sedation, 
waiting for the twenty-four hour mark to pass. If they hadn’t been restrained, two of the three 
men would be dead right now. 


It was Elijah’s understanding that this type of rebellious behavior was going to continue 
for as long as he attempted to keep Kilgrave from seeing Jones. Unless he wanted to keep 
Kilgrave in a soundproof box, he couldn’t wait for the development of Jones’ chip and the 
recreation of Kilgrave’s. 


Much to Sage’s disagreement, early this morning, Eli had put in a call. In every sense of 
the word, this call felt like a betrayal to himself and the people like him, but other options 
were scarce. The adamantium cage was more agreeable between him and his workers, but 
that still wasn’t ready to be shipped either. He wasn’t even sure if it would work due to the 
circumstances in which Jones received her abilities. A slight amount of technological 
tweaking had to occur before they could try it. Yet still, it was only a handful of hours later 
that he was informed of its arrival. 


“/Are its controls compatible with our system?/” Elijah signs to the members of his tech 
team, though he was blankly staring ahead while he did it. 


The atmosphere in the room was mirrored in Glitch’s expression, as one of his staff signs 
back to him, clearly uncomfortable, “/Yes, sir. We’ve already loaded the program.. ./” 


“/And it’s operational?/” 
“/Yes, sir. Trask Industries has ensured us that it’s functional./” 


Seeing that name signed out to him makes Elijah’s eyelids flutter shut in a manner that 
made him look like he was about to pass out. 


Sage grabs his arm and pulls him to the side before he can go any further, forcing his eyes 
back open. “/You don’t want to do this./” Earlier, he had said the same exact thing, but with 
anger. Now, it was with concern for the emotions of his best friend and his mental state. 


“/Of course I don’t./” Elijah signs with an exasperated expression. “/But Kilgrave isn’t 
giving me much of a choice... and Jones... she’ll... adjust./’ He stresses the word with a 
deep breath to try and collect himself. 


“/Adjust?/” Sage stops to rub his temple before going on. “/Do you not think your control 
over this situation is getting out of hand? Forget Kilgrave for a second. First, an unplanned 
move lands Leo in surgery and now this? This is inhumane, Elijah. You of all people should 
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know that. Eden is supposed to be a better life for people, and now your plan is to imitate a 
hell that you have feared for so much of your life?/” 


The clear elevation of Elijah’s heart rate makes his hands tremble when he responds. 
“/It’s... temporary. Jones. Will. Adjust./” It was obvious that he was trying to convince 
himself more than Sage. 


“/This is going to haunt you. I know that. You know that. Just... please. I’m begging you. 
Spare yourself the pain.../” 


But the moment he takes a step back from his friend, he makes it known that he wasn’t 
changing his decision. “/Meet with Riley today. Make sure you cover any evidence that we 
ever communicated with Trask. This can’t get out to the public. Understand?/” 


Sage bites his tongue. “/Eli, -/” 


But he had already turned away to go back to the control room. There, he gave the green 
light to his staff. 


From behind the bulletproof glass, he watched as two men lifted Jone’s limp head and 
locked the collar around her neck along with removing her IV. 


Trask Industries’ very own Mutant Inhibitor Collar. A device notorious for torturing 
mutants in jail for minor crimes, in mental institutions and even mutant children homes that 
claimed they were doing good. It was something that Elijah grew up being terrified of. It was 
the reason he never told the authorities about his powers after his mother died. 


When activated, it can sense the use of powers and administers a powerful electric shock 
to the wearer. The harder the wearer attempts to use their abilities, the higher voltage given. 
In Jones’ case, since she didn’t have the X-gene, they had to tailor it to the cause of her 
powers, which didn’t take nearly as long as creating her chip would. 


The idea being that this would allow her to be awake enough to talk to Kilgrave. Only for 
a few days. But the question was whether or not it would work. 


Therefore, several people were standing outside her room with sedatives in hand. 


As Jones hadn’t been given the heavy amount she normally was in preparation for this, 
Elijah manually activates the brights lights overhead to flicker on as he picks up the handheld 
intercom, that connected to speakers above her. 


“Jessica. We need you to wake up now...” 


The loud sound of his voice makes her startle and close her eyes tighter with a groan. It 
takes her a few seconds to shift in the bed and look around for the first time. It takes her 
another few seconds to recall the last events she was conscious for. 


Her eyes then find their way to Glitch who stood only several feet in front of her behind a 
clear barrier. Without a true understanding of the situation she found herself in, she charges 
him. 


The instant her fist swings back, the collar she hadn’t noticed around her neck, recognizes 
the surge of energy building up in her muscles and delivers its first shock, as it was 
programmed. But she was already in motion and her knuckles come down on the glass 
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directly in front of Glitch’s face. Though the glass initially cracks, it’s not enough to shatter it 
with one punch. 


It does, however, cause Elijah to flinch and his team to spring into action. 


“Wait!” He puts his hand up and stops his them from tranquilizing her as he watches Jones 
collapse onto the ground. 


On her side, Jessica lets out a cry of pain and her hands reach for the device around her 
neck. 


The problem was, that while it had done its job in stopping her from attacking, it was still 
electrocuting her. It was unable to sense whether or not she was being hostile, and was only 
sensing the fact that her muscles were clenched with an abnormal amount of power. Clenched 
in pain. It was a vicious cycle. 


If they didn’t get her to relax, it was going to kill her. 


Her fingertips reach between the collar and her skin, only to scream as it felt like her flesh 
was being burned off. 


It was unclear whether or not she would be able to pull it off this way, in this type of 
agony, but one thing was apparent. One of them would give out soon. 


“Jessica! Jessica, you have to stop fighting it. It’s shocking you because you’re fighting it. 
You have to relax your muscles.” 


The sight of her panicked on the ground gives Eli flashbacks to mutants he had seen in the 
same state of perpetual torture. His own muscles tense just watching her. 


His initial call to her does nothing to change her state. 


“Jessica...” He tries again, speaking slower, ready to cue his staff to prevent her death. “If 
you don’t calm down, you’re going to kill yourself. We have to sedate you again...” 


This seems to get her attention more than before and she lets go of the collar. 


The blue sparks around her neck gradually become less frequent and die down completely. 
Her body, however, continues to seize for a moment as she stays on the ground. Each twitch 
causes an involuntary muscle contraction that delivers another small shock and makes her 
wince. 


Elijah lets out an audible sigh of relief and his staff relaxes with him. 


When she weakly sits up, she looks at her fingertips, where some of her skin was peeling 
off before letting out a low growl. Her voice sounded hoarse and strained, but she made sure 
he was reading her lips. “You fucking bastard.” 


Holding down the intercom button, Eli responds calmly. “We didn’t want to wake you this 
way. Believe me. But Kilgrave has become... problematic since your arrival in his 
desperation to see you.” 


“Believe you?!” She snaps and the collar lights up again. Her eyes screw shut as she stays 
sitting on the floor, fighting every instinct in her body. 
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“We have a lot to discuss...” 


After a night of trying to brainstorm rescue plans, the two men had passed out in Victor’s 
sitting room. Victor was in his desk chair and KC was slumped over a pile of books on the 
floor. 


Still, today was a weekday and even though Victor had no alarm set, his body clock woke 
him up at seven. After KC was woken up, they agreed that it’d be best for Victor to take the 
day off, as rescuing Jessica was clearly a priority. 


Thankfully, Victor was able to calm down and an analyze the situation so that KC didn’t 
have to deal with a panic attack. 


It seemed as if overnight, the doctor and the clone had become more accustomed to each 
other’s company and had no problem cooking and sitting down for breakfast together. If there 
hadn’t been such a dire situation hanging over their heads, it could almost be considered as 
them hanging out. 


But there was something that came up in their morning conversation that troubled Victor. 
“W-we... w-we can think o-of something b-better.” As if in need of a momentary distraction, 
he picks up their empty plates and takes them to the kitchen. 


“Victor...” KC sighs and waits for him to return before going on. “It’s the only thing that 
makes sense. I have to go down there.” 


Shaking his head, he counters by stuttering, “I-if you try t-to break i-in, y-you’d be p- 
putting yourself i-in d-danger...” His face twists into one of fear and his eyes shift to the 
ground. 


KC laughs dejectedly. Not to mock Victor’s concern, but to show its irrelevance. “So? Did 
you hear Jessica the last time we were here together? I’m... I’m nothing to her. Or... to 
anyone really. And frankly, she was right... I shouldn’t even exist. My life is meaningless. So 
if I could do just this one thing and help someone... that would be enough.” 


Victor shakes his head quickly, rubbing his eyes over his slipping glasses. “Y-your |-life is 
a-as m-meaningful a-as anyone e-else’s. J-just b-because you w-were cloned d-doesn’t mean 
y-you d-don’t have v-value...” 


This makes KC smile, but his eyes were coated with unfallen tears. “I appreciate that. But 
it doesn’t change the fact that something needs to be done. I have to go down there.” 


It was going to take more than that to convince Victor that this was a good idea. “O-okay, 
b-but even i-if it w-was possible t-to break i-in, w-what would-d you d-do? Y-you’d be a- 
alone.” 


“T don’t know.” Biting his tongue, he tries to control his emotions and not burst out at the 
only person helping him. “I could... I could switch places with Kilgrave and buy them time to 
get out. I don’t know...” Instead of having this debate over his safety he moves on by asking, 
“Look... what would it take for me to get in that building without being stopped?” 
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“T-they’d see y-you coming b-before y-you even g-got to the d-door. A-at the very |-least, 
y-you’d have t-to s-shut off their s-security system-m.” His glasses are pushed back up as he 
sits behind his computer. 


Briefly scratching his head, KC grumbles a little to himself. “How could we do that?” 


“W-well... i-it could be d-done remotely-y if w-we were t-to get a-a copy of their s-system 
and a-a wireless v-virus program t-to run...” 


“Do you know much about this type of technology?” 


Victor shrugs and blinks a few times. “I-I’m no w-where near as t-talented w-with 
technology a-as I am m-medically.” This makes KC frown at first until he hears, “O-one of 
m-my m-majors was s-software e-engineering a-and I had a-a minor course i-in computer s- 
science, b-but I-I never d-did anything with i-it after I-I went to medical s-school.” 


KC laughs again, this time in astonishment. “One of your majors? Bloody hell, you really 
are...” Pausing, he stops himself from calling him a ‘kid genius’, remembering the last time 
Jessica had said that in front of him. “You really are a genius, aren’t you?” 


He manages a shy smile in response. “B-by definition, y-yes.” 


The cracked glass keeping Jessica contained is carefully replaced before Kilgrave is 
informed of their pending meeting. 


Kilgrave had also been under sedation for most of the day, and when he woke up, he was 
strapped down, wearing a new and improved muzzle. One that latched with an electronic key. 
In addition, those around him were still wearing soundproof aids in their ears. 


Before the two were allowed to see each other, Elijah had a conversation with Kilgrave 
similar to the one he had with Jones. Except with the Suppressor on, it was a very one-sided 
conversation. Most of what Eli explained was how their time together would work for right 
now. They were going to fully monitored and they couldn’t spend all day in the same room. 


“T’m doing this for you, Kilgrave. Do understand that. I know why you acted out, and you 
are forgiven. That is, as long as we don’t have any repeat instances.” Elijah smiles a little, 
sitting on the edge of Kilgrave’s holding bed. The solemn gaze he receives allows him to 
continue. “As I’m sure someone has informed you, we already have the design for your chip 
on record, so that is being constructed as we speak. It will be reinstalled for you sometime 
tomorrow. Jessica’s chip... however...” 


Kilgrave’s eyebrows furrow as Glitch pauses, unmistakably bothered by whatever he was 
about to say. 


“Her chip hasn’t been developed yet, so... we’ve resorted to an Inhibitor Collar...” 
Those words make Kilgrave’s eyes widen. 


“T know.” Elijah mumbles, seemingly just as disturbed, although it was his doing. ‘It’s 
temporary. But it’s important for you to know that you can’t encourage her to use her strength 
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in any way. It’s dangerous for her if she gets worked up. Okay?’ Knowing that he couldn’t 
answer, Eli forces a smile. “Good. Someone will bring you in, in just a moment.” 


On his way out from where Kilgrave was being held, Elijah contacts Riley through his 
communicator. “Oversight, keep the doubled security around them when they meet. I’m going 
to go up to my office and work on Jones’ chip design. Update me if anything I need to know 
about happens.” 


“Omega, understood.” 
“Okay, Oversight. Whenever the crew is ready, have them escort Kilgrave to her.” 


With that, a pair of men unstrap Kilgrave from his bed and walk him to the enclosed area 
behind the control room. So that everyone could keep their aids in, they simply had MIDA in 
the Jones’ containment space so they could read the conversation instead of listening. 


When the two are in the room together, they remove his Suppressor and leave them 
relatively alone. 


The fact that he was just in a muzzle and Jessica was in front of him in a collar isn’t lost on 
him. They were caged animals. 


In just a few hours, the toll that the collar had taken on her was clear by the look in her 
eyes. She sat on the edge of her bed, facing his direction, her expression rather blank. As if 
she was scared to do anything or move at all. 


“Oh, Jessica...” His voice sounds hoarse now as well, as he rushes to sit down next to her 
and wrap his arms around her, like he had been waiting to do for what felt like too long. 


Her body tenses and she winces as her imprisonment sparks. “Kilgrave.” She growls 
through clenched teeth. 


But he had already let go to look her in the eye. “Bloody hell, what have they done to 
you?” Today, he doesn’t fight his impulse to reach out and stroke her cheek. She looked as 
beautiful as ever and more exhausted than usual. 


Ah, there was the Kilgrave she knew. So ready to be caring after blaming everything on 
the rest of the world. 


“Can we skip the *I missed you” s please? “She can’t help but snarl as she slowly 
withdraws from his touch. The way he looks at her makes her take a deep breath to stop 
muscles from clenching as they normally would.” You know, if you hadn’t bitched about not 
seeing me so much, I wouldn't be here. I would be getting ready to rescue your ass!” 


This being the second thing out of her mouth makes his jaw drop. “Excuse me?!” 


“T had just figured out that you weren’t... you! I could have been down here to save you in 
a few days. But you know what Glitch just told me? He said that you needed to see me ‘to be 
happy’. And that’s why I’m here.” 


So many things about what she just said enraged him. “Seriously Jessica?! First of all, 
since when do you take Glitch’s word as fact?” He stands up and takes a step back from her. 
‘Second of all, you were the one who forced me to go on a date with him, which inevitably is 
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why I got kidnapped and replaced in the first place!’ Now he laughs with anger. “Third of all, 
you’re just now figuring out that the thing up there wasn’t me?! It should have been obvious!” 


Well... he had a little bit of a point, leaving her to be on the defensive side. “He was... it 
was a convincing clone.” Her face flushes at the thought that KC was so convincing that she 
had sex with him. Not that she would ever say that to Kilgrave. 


“Tt’s typical for you to blame everything on me the moment you see me and you couldn’t 
even tell who you were talking to for a week and a half.” He snarls back, though his hostility 
dies down when she closes her eyes. 


“Jesus, okay. I just... it’s been a long day...” Her fist clenches for a second, administering 
another small shock. 


That was as close as she was going to come to apologizing. He sighs and sits back down 
next to her. “I’m sorry.” Under different circumstances, he would have made it clear that he 
was right, but seeing her with a torture device around her neck made him that much more 
sympathetic. Swallowing hard, he reaches out to her again, “Let me see...” 


When he touches the device, she stiffens again. “Careful...” She mumbles, her eyes 
shifting to the glass. 


“T know.” He answers, following her line of vision, before gently pushing the collar up. 
There wasn’t much space for it to move, but the skin it naturally rested on was defiantly red 
and almost looked charred. This time he does have to fight the urge not to lean forward and 
kiss her. “I knew he was an arsehole... but Christ.” 


“Yeah.” Somehow, she had wound up in a situation equally as bad as the one she started in 
over four months ago. But at least before when she was Kilgrave’s prisoner, he gave her a 
chance to express herself. 


Here, she had no such liberties. She had spent so much of her life with powers that it was 
nearly impossible to separate what was a normal amount of strength and what wasn’t. If she 
laughed, she’d be shocked. If she cried, she’d be shocked. If she yelled, she’s be shocked. 
She’d pretty much be shocked if she expressed any type of emotion at all. 


When their eyes connect again, Kilgrave mumbles helplessly. “What are we supposed to 
do?” 


Figuring out everything always seemed to land on her shoulders. But today she has no 
hesitation when she utters back, “I have no fucking clue.” 


Author’s note: 


Fucking hell, it’s been so long! I had to go back and re-read some chapters just to 
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Well, you can start by thanking Lin-Manuel Miranda (creator of Hamilton: An American 
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work again. 


923 


Also thank user antarika! He has been so sweet and helpful, talking through a lot of my 
life crap with me. I’ve been feeling really lost and alone and his words were very uplifting. 
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Anyway, I love you all for still reading! I told you I wasn’t giving up on this story, no 
matter how goddamn tired I am :) Please leave a review and lemme know what you think! 
Jessica’s in quite a bind, Elijah is kinda losing his shit, and KC and Victor are plotting a 
complicated plan. Oh, idk about you, but I’m excited! 
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70. Visiting Hours 


Chapter Seventy: Visiting Hours 
(Still) Day 131: 


“What’s the point? They’re listening to everything we say. They’d know what we were 
planning to do before we could even fucking —” Jessica cuts herself off at the realization of 
something that she should have caught weeks ago. ‘Son of a bitch!’ Her growl causes a burst 
of sparks to blare off her collar, and she winces after the fact. “They bugged our apartment...” 
She mumbles, focusing on not clenching her muscles. 


Kilgrave opens his mouth to question her but closes it again as if piecing it together in his 
head. “That’s how Glitch knew our identities?” 


“And how he knew we were messing with him. And how he knew that I figured out I was 
with a clone.” Her teeth grind in a way she thought would be safe, but it administers another 
shock to her. This sudden epiphany couldn’t have come later in the game. 


Seeing the way her body jolts from the collar makes his eyes dark. A few hours had passed 
now and it didn’t seem like she was getting any better at controlling her strength. “He’s going 
to pay for doing this to you...” His muscles tense in response to the drop of his tone. 


Jessica’s eyes rolls and her head lowers. “Cut the vengeful bullshit. I don’t need you to 
avenge me.” 


Kilgrave scoffs a little and folds his arms across his chest. “Yeah? Then who will? I don’t 
see the Avengers swooping in to save anyone from the underground cult.” 


She does everything in her power not to growl. “I can take care of myself.” 
“Says the woman in a fucking collar!” He snaps with clearly misguided anger. 


“Well what the fuck are you gonna do to him?! Newsflash Kilgrave. You just walked in 
here in a motherfucking muzzle. You can’t make him do anything because he can’t hear you! 
You have no control over the situation. And it certainly isn’t your job to make anyone ‘pay’ 
on my behalf. You can be a hero but you can never be mine.” Between words, her inhibitor 
would go off but she talked through it, determined to get her point across. 


“Why are you so bloody stubborn? Why are you so adamant on being independent when 
you’re clearly not okay?!” Behind his indignation, it’s obvious unease. ‘I’m sorry I’m 
concerned for you.’ He snarls sarcastically. “I’m sorry I want justice for what he’s doing to 
you!” 


“You don’t want justice. You want him to die.” She keeps her head turned away from him. 
“T don’t see the difference.” He answers coldly, his jaw clenched. 


“Exactly. You’ve learned nothing.” 
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This time, he was rolling his eyes at her. “There comes a time when standing up for 
yourself and the person you love means doing things that other people don’t have the guts to 
do.” 


“That’s where we disagree.” This time, she doesn’t stop her fists from balling and the 
shock that is given lasts a considerably longer amount of time as it takes her a moment to 
loosen her hands again. 


Instead of continuing to be frustrated by her, he sighs and gazes at her with piteous eyes. 
She was certainly in pain and keeping up the shouting match wasn’t likely to help. 


When he doesn’t say anything, she turns to glare at him. “For fuck’s sake, stop staring at 
me like that.” 


“You’re not doing yourself any favors being so tense.” His expression doesn’t change as 
he moves closer to her on the bed. 


“Well, I’m not being tense on purpose!” She snaps, leading to another electrocution. 


“Jessica...” He purrs her name quietly and slides backward so he can sit behind her. 
Opening his legs, he pulls her back into him and reaches up to her shoulders. 


“What are you doing?” She mumbles but doesn’t move away. 


“Helping. I’m going to give you a massage.” Kilgrave says back and gently kisses the back 
of her neck, just under the device while working to the knots out of her muscles. 


“T don’t need your help, and I hate massages.” Despite her words, her eyes fluttering shut 
and the familiarity of his touch makes her begin to melt. 


“Mmm, so stubborn.” He grins a little and pulls her hair to one side to kiss her neck again. 
Finding no other objections, he continues, his tongue running over her skin. Now, and only 
now does he whisper what he’s been wanting to say since he saw her, “I’ve missed you...” It 
didn’t matter if they fought every two seconds. Because at the end of the day he always 
wanted her. 


While a lot of KC was similar to the real Kilgrave, he was undoubtedly more emotional... 
and frankly harder to deal with. She was used to the real Kilgrave now and it felt wrong to 
admit that to herself. She was used to the ridiculous arguments and his arrogant affection for 
her. She had specifically requested that they skip this part of the conversation, yet here they 
were anyway. The words, ‘I missed you too’ form in her lips, but she doesn’t breathe a word 
and focuses on leveling her breathing instead. 


An involuntary hum fills the air, however, as he continues to massage and kiss her skin. 


A few minutes and his hands leave her shoulders causing her eyes to open after 
unintentionally being closed. Part of her wanted to tell him to keep going, but again, she 
keeps her mouth shut. She doesn’t dare request more of him touching her. 


Kilgrave wraps his arms around her waist and whispers in a particularly sensual way, “Lay 
down with me.” He could already tell how much looser she was and his chances of getting 
her to comply were high. 
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“Kilgrave...” Her voice is quiet and intends to show her protest, but fails in doing so. “We 
can’t just —” 


“We can’t what? What else are we supposed to do right now, Jessica?” He wasn’t sure if it 
was the fear of being shocked, or if she actually agreed with him, but whatever it was allowed 
him to pull to her down with him. 


When she’s on her side, he curls up against her back and lays his leg over hers. It doesn’t 
go unnoticed that his crotch presses against her ass but she doesn’t move away. Alternatively, 
she sighs and lays her head on the pillow. She had only been out of sedation for a handful of 
hours, but fuck, if she wasn’t exhausted. 


Kilgrave’s arm lays over her waist and his hand slips up her shirt to rest his palm on her 
stomach. Inhaling the smell of her hair, his eyes close and he smiles contently for the first 
time in nine days. Eden was a living hell, but even hell was better with Jessica in it. 


Dear Jessica, 


There is so much I’d like to say to you, though, the next time we see each other, I’m sure it 
wont be long enough. So I’ve decided to write you this letter instead and save my breath.’ 


KC looks up from his scrap piece of paper that he began writing on to see Victor come 
back in through the front door. 


“J-I’m not s-sure what m-model you’re u-used to, b-but here y-you go.” From a shopping 
bag, he pulls out a box with a brand new camera and hands it to him. 


KC smiles and takes it, shaking his head a little. “Thank you, Victor. I know these aren’t 
cheap.” 


“A-anything for J-Jessica...” He mumbles back almost shyly, clearly willing to sacrifice 
anything for her. 


The original plan was for KC to go to the apartment and get the old camera that Jessica 
owned, but they quickly decided that going back there was a bad idea. 


When the sun goes down, KC was to go out and get pictures of the type of security around 
Glitch’s building, so that they could determine its system and how many people usually stood 
guard and when. From there, Victor would be able to construct and acquire the same system 
and they could work on planting a strong enough virus to shut down everything inside the 
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“Can I ask you? How do you learn so much so quickly?” KC tilts his head, in a habit that 
wasn’t his own, watching Victor sit down. 


“J-I have a-a photographic-c memory. I-it doesn’t take m-much for m-me to learn a- 
anything. I-I should be a-a full-time d-doctor a-already, b-but there a-are a |-lot of laws h- 
holding me b-back.” That was clearly something that upset him before because his eyebrows 
furrow thinking about it. 
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“Hey, you have so much of you life left to live. You’re still young. Don’t be in such a rush 
to get into your occupation.” KC smiles again, standing up. They had a few hours to kill 
before the sun would set, so he asks, “What do you do for fun, Victor?” 


“F-for fun?” He repeats, running his hand over his uncombed curls. 


“Yeah. Do you do anything to just relax?” Seeing his almost troubled expression, KC does 
his best not to laugh. 


“W-what am I s-supposed to d-do t-to relax?” Victor inquires. 
“Tt can be anything that you enjoy.” 
His eyebrows furrow again as he shrugs. 


It felt a little inappropriate to be having any amount of fun while Jessica was kidnapped in 
an underground city. But Victor was a tense guy, and it couldn’t hurt for him to loosen up a 
bit. Especially as the work within the next few days was going to be strenuous and 
exhausting. 


“Look, we have some time before I go out at sundown. There’s nothing else we can do 
before then. So? Do you play any games?” 


“T-I used t-to play ch-chess with my b-brother...” Although he still didn’t seem convinced 
that this was going to help put him at ease at all, he was already moving throughout the room 
to uncover his old chess board. 


It wouldn’t be hard to guess that Mr. Photographic Memory was going to crush the clone, 
but KC was willing to play if it was going to relax the only person who he could consider his 
friend. Especially if in a few days, he was going to be marching off to a suicide mission. 


“Visiting time is over.” Elijah’s voice over the loudspeaker wakes both Jessica and 
Kilgrave. 


Upon opening her eyes, Jessica curses, squinting at the bright light. The movement of her 
sitting up and pushing Kilgrave’s arm off her causes the collar to spark. 


Kilgrave groans along and sits up with her. They hadn’t intended to fall asleep but both of 
them were comfortable and facing a level of emotional fatigue. 


On the other side of the glass, Elijah smiles slightly seeing them together before saying, 
“Kilgrave, we’re going to have you return to your room with a few guards. First thing 
tomorrow morning, your chip will be installed again and you’ll have a little more free rein.” 


Kilgrave grumbles as he sees two of the staff come in with the Suppressor in hand. Before 
they get him, he turns to Jessica, who still seemed somewhat disoriented. Sliding to the edge 
of the bed, he cups her cheeks in his hands and kisses her gently on the lips. The kiss doesn’t 
last long enough for her to kiss back, or to show any form of disapproval, as he was already 
pulling back. “I’ll see you tomorrow.” He breathes against her lips before standing up fully 
and turning away. 
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He doesn’t bother putting up a fight as they clamp the muzzle on and march him out of the 
room. 


Jessica blinks as she watches him leave, not annoyed enough to scold him. It had 
technically been more than a week since they last kissed, so his allowance was still good. Her 
gaze, however, is quick to turn and look at Glitch. 


“Do you mind if I come in and talk to you?” Elijah asks her through the PA. 


She couldn’t see it clearly, but it looked like several people next to him were frantically 
signing, advising him not to go inside. But he ignores them, causing Jessica to smirk. 
Deciding not to speak aloud, she simply mouths to him, as he was presumably the only one 
who could read lips with skill. ‘Come in at your own risk.’ 


As if he could sense that she hadn’t said anything out loud, he faintly smirks then turns 
around to mutter something to the other guards on standby. After he opens the door, he pulls 
up a chair and sits across from the bed. 


“T know you’re not comfortable. But in a few days, you’ll get an implant so you can start 
adapting to life in Eden. And tomorrow we plan to move you to a nicer room.” He wasn’t 
smirking anymore but he was giving her the same look that Kilgrave was. 


Her eyes roll in disdain. “I’m not sure what it is you’re hoping to gain here with Kilgrave 
and I. I know you have a boner for him but this is not going to lead to the fairytale ending that 
you’re dreaming of.” 


“T’m as aware of Kilgrave’s love for you as you are. I’ve been inside his head, you know.” 
Elijah tries to smile, his hand brushing through his hair. “Again, that’s why you’re here. I 
don’t expect a romantic relationship with him. But with time, he will find his place in Eden. 
As will you.” 


This time, she scoffs. “I don’t think you understand. I don’t give a fuck what your 
expectations with Kilgrave are. I mean that bringing us here was a mistake. Your little empire 
or whatever you wanna call this is not going to last.” 


“Before this what was your plan?” Elijah asks calmly, ignoring her open threats. “You 
were going to continue hiding from the American police and you were going to try and make 
Kilgrave a better person, right? Here, you don’t have to worry about either of those things. 
You were both outcasts in society living under pseudonyms. This is the best option for you 
both.” 


Her eyes narrow as she ignores practically everything he just said. “Look. I know you had 
a shitty childhood. My childhood wasn’t all that peachy either. But you don’t see me forcing 
kids into my demented Utopia!” 


The smile he gives her is sad, clearly wishing she could appreciate his work. “I’m giving 
them the life I wish I had. And protecting them from otherworldly dangers that none of us 
understand or are prepared for. Honestly, Jessica. You were there for the first major invasion 
the world has ever witnessed. People didn’t have time to hide or protect their loved ones. 
Heroes can only protect so many. But there is always collateral.” 


“You can’t ‘shelter’ people against their will! That’s called kidnapping!” Her voice raises 
and she growls from the shock it causes. Taking a deep breath, she pushes the collar up to try 
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and stop it from resting in the same spot. “Before you abducted us, I’m sure Kilgrave would 
have been okay putting you behind bars. But now he wants you dead. The last person to hurt 
me in front of him ended up with her heart ripped in two. Are you okay with that fate?” 


Glitch shifts in his seat, twisting a ring on his finger. “Ah, Ruby. She was quite a character, 
wasn’t she? I don’t want to hurt anyone. Do you really think I’m anything like her?” 


“Hmm, let’s see. She was obsessed with Kilgrave, just like you are. She was also 
delusional. Just like you are. Your intentions may be good, but that does not give you an 
excuse to rip apart families.” 


Seeing that this conversation wasn’t getting him very far, Elijah slowly rises to his feet. 
“One day you’!l see what I’m trying to do.” 


He had turned around to leave, but Jessica wasn’t done. If he wasn’t reading her lips, there 
was no point in talking. Knowing the risk of what she was about to do, full and well, she 
snaps a metal bar off the side of her bed and chucks it across the room. “Goddamnit!” She 
hisses as the collar administers a much higher voltage than the last few. 


The bar flies directly past Glitch’s head and puts a small crack in the glass in front of him. 
He stops in his tracks and the first thing he does is look beyond the door at his guards who 
were a second away from tranquilizing her. “/Wait./” He signs in a quick motion before 
turning around and raising his eyebrow at her. “Jessica, my security doesn’t take lightly to 
things like that. Please try to show some restraint.” 


“How else am I supposed to get your attention?” She asks, raising her eyebrow right back 
at him. Flashing a look at his team behind the glass, she says, “Let me give you a word of 
warning. Putting Kilgrave in a cage doesn’t end well. You said you’ve been in his head, so 
you already know how that turned out for me. Why do you think I was trying to make him a 
hero? Because the man doesn’t function without his powers. So I was teaching him the right 
way to use them. But this? Having no control is going to drive him insane. And the more 
desperate he gets, the more volatile he’ll be.” 


To this, he provides a light smile. “I know that despite your past, you care about him. You 
want what’s best for him and so do I.” 


She sneers at him, as the question ‘Are you deaf?!’ felt awfully appropriate. He wasn’t 
listening. And it didn’t appear as though he was eager to keep talking today as he was moving 
for the door again. 


“Dinner will be brought to you soon. Try and get some sleep tonight, Jessica.” 


“This is... different.” KC mumbles into his phone as he takes another picture of the Glitch 
headquarters door. 


Victor was on the other end of the line as they agreed to stay in contact the whole time he 
was out. “W-what i-is it?” 


“T thought I’d be getting here just before the guards leave. But... no one’s there.” Usually, 
there were two men standing just outside the two entrances until ten o’clock at night, as 
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Kilgrave and Jessica had observed together when they staked-out the building. Yet today, it 
was just after nine, and no one was there. 


Turns out, Jessica’s classes and training did come in handy for something. KC took the 
same position on a roof across the street that they had had before, and the camera felt natural 
in his hands. 


“Okay, Victor. I got a few close-ups of the locks, entry sensors and security cameras. What 
else do we need?” KC shifts on his knees to get in a better position. 


“L-look next to s-some of t-the camera’s f-for m-motion sensors. Th-they should be w-white 
with a-a flashing I-light.” He responds through the static call. 


Holding Kilgrave’s mobile up to his ear with his shoulder, he slowly changes the direction 
of his aim to find what he was looking for. The quality of the camera was well enough for 
him to clearly see the minuscule device and its blinking red light. “Anything else?” He asks 
once he’s done, making sure he was thorough. If they missed any of these key elements, they 
could end up constructing a copy of the wrong system and the virus wouldn’t work. 


“U-uhh...” He pauses as it sounds like he was throwing some books on the ground before 
concluding. “O-one more th-thing. Ch-check the p-perimeters o-of the w-windows f-for glass 
b-break sensors. Th-they might b-be harder t-to see.” 


KC moves the focal point once again to follow the outline of one of the front windows that 
he had the clearest view of. “Alright... give me a second.” He mumbles, keeping a certain 
level of frustration at bay. 


Patience. He reminds himself of Jessica’s very first lesson. It took him a few minutes, but 
just behind the tinted glass, he spotted a similarly shaped sensor that was just a touch smaller. 
It was a little hard to make out, so he was hoping the image he came away with would be 
good enough. 


“Got it.” KC confirms, tossing his camera strap over his shoulder. 


“G-great.” Victor’s gentle smile can be heard through the phone. “A-are y-you still u-up 
for g-going t-to the h-hardware store?” 


KC nods to himself, holding back a yawn as he makes his way to the stairwell. “Yeah, text 
me the list of everything you think you need.” 


He was also going to have to get coffee somewhere. It was going to be a long night. 


Author’s note: 
Ah, it hasn’t been very long this time! 


You know when you put two different species of animals in the same cage together, just to 
see what happens? That’s how I look at Kilgrave and Jessica in their containment. They growl 
at each other for a while, but eventually end up cuddling :D 


Eh, a bit random, but I’m going through my mail, realizing how many people I should 
have addressed/things I should have answered. If I don’t PM you back, or don’t answer a 
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question in a review or something, it’s never intentional! I am eternally grateful for all the 
feedback, but my mind gets cluttered and I forget to reply sometimes. If I do, call me out! 
Lol, I’m here to chat/help, for real, I promise. 


To answer Alexxis T. Swan’s question, yes, and no. The first time I remember I seeing 
Mutant Inhibitor Collars was in a fairly new Marvel show called “The Gifted” before they 
were used in Deadpool 2. It’s all in the same (X-Men) universe though, not the MCU with the 
Avengers and stuff. Trask is an infamous villain to mutants and actually appears in one of the 
X-Men movies, I believe. Trask Industries is also responsible for Sentinel Services. 
(Sentinel’s are robots that can detect and hunt mutants). As Elijah is a mutant, I like to include 
elements from both universes. If you get a chance, you should watch “The Gifted” though! 


To conclude this long author’s note, I still read all my reviews and they are still the light of 
my day. Thank you to everyone who previously wrote me well wishes after my time in the 
hospital and for the lastest reviewers. Don’t stop writing to me and I won’t stop writing for 
you :) 


Omg next chapter, shit is going down! I hope I can post relatively soon! 
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71. Oncoming Storm 


Chapter Seventy-One: Oncoming Storm 
Day 135: 


The room Jessica was moved to was in a building across from Kilgrave’s residence under 
the same dome. Its frame was made completely of bulletproof material, but it was larger and 
had the feel of a more regular apartment space. 


Now that Kilgrave’s chip had been replaced, as promised, he was allowed to visit her 
whenever he didn’t have an appointment or meeting. Jessica, however, never left her room as 
she was still tormented with the inhibitor. As a few days had passed, their time together 
wasn’t as highly monitored, although there were still guards standing outside her door. 


Today when Kilgrave came to her room, she’s quick to sit him down next to her. “We’re 
running out of time to come up with a plan.” She mutters, still keeping her voice relatively 
quiet. “Glitch is one day away from putting a fucking chip in my neck. If that happens, I 
won’t have my strength at all. Then we’re really screwed.” 


“We’ve been over everything though.” Kilgrave grumbles back, pushing his hand through 
his hair. 


“T can try and take yours out again.” She looks back at him, hoping he was willing to let 
her. 


But he quickly slides further away and laughs nervously. “Yeah, no thank you.” 


“T won’t be strong enough to do it any other time. It has to be now Kilgrave. No one will 
be wearing soundproof aids since they know it’s in. You could get us out of here.” When he 
doesn’t say anything, she motions for him to come closer. “Turn around...” 


“Jessica...” He whimpers already at the thought of the pain but moves closer and turns his 
back to her anyway. 


Picking up a plush pillow off the couch, she hands it to him over his shoulder. “Here, bite 
on this.” When she sees him take it between his teeth, she reaches forward and pinches the 
small device between her index finger and thumb. “One, two, three.” She counts before doing 
her best to yank it out, much harder than she tried last time. Her collar delivers a shock in 
acknowledgment of the force she uses and she winces quietly. 


But just like the last attempt, it does nothing but pull his skin with it and Kilgrave lets out a 
shriveled cry into the pillow. His head throbs as the pain bolts down his spine and spreads 
through what felt like his entire body. 


Seeing she hadn’t succeeded and he reaction, she lets go and sighs. 


“Fuck!” He hisses and slaps his hand over the back of his neck practically panting in 
agony. 
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“Okay, so that’s not working.” She mumbles, watching him stand up. 


“You think?!” He barks, making his way over to her fridge. When he returns to her, he’s 
holding a bag of ice over the chip. 


Her eyes roll even though she could sympathize. “What is that goddamn thing connected 
to?” 


“T don’t know but it hurts like hell.” He unbuttons his suit jacket before flopping down on 
the sofa again, lazily looking up at the ceiling. 


They stay that way, silently, for a few minutes before something dawns on her. On the day 
they woke her, Glitch had explained a few basic procedures to her that she wasn’t paying 
much attention to, but one thing could give them answers. “Hey. Did Glitch tell you anything 
about an emergency evacuation plan?” 


Thinking back two weeks, he tilts his head and answers slowly to gather his thoughts. “Not 
specifically about an evacuation. But he did say that if an emergency were to happen, that 
we're to listen to the speakers for instruction.” Following her train of thought, he asks back, 
“What can we do to warrant an evacuation?” 


Her eyebrows furrow as she tries to come up with an idea that wouldn’t get any of the 
children here hurt. “I don’t know. It would have to be slow enough to make sure everyone got 
out in time, but big enough to eliminate the possibility of it being easily stopped.” 


Keeping the ice to his neck, he sighs. “There aren’t many options.” 
“Right, but there has to be something.” Her voice sounds as tired as his now. 


Seeing the exhausted look in her eyes, he shakes his head and tosses the bag of ice on the 
floor. “We’ll think of something... later.” He adds quietly, suddenly seeming... eager. As if 
this were an effort to improve her mood, he leans over to kiss her. 


Her eyebrows furrow and she puts her hand on his chest to stop him. “What are you 
doing?” She mutters, his lips inches away from hers. If she tried to actually push him, she 
would activate the collar, so she saves herself the pain. 


He smirks, tasting her breath on his lips. Whispering back, he gently takes her hand down 
from his chest. “We’re both stressed. Relaxing a bit might be helpful.” Leaning slightly 
closer, he gives her a quick kiss, completely honest in saying, “I want you.” 


She scowls at first, but when she tastes his lips, her breathing hitches. “You’re joking, 
right? Do you understand the situation we’re in right now? We need to be coming up with 
ideas...” When he doesn’t stop leaning forward, she finds herself leaning away, more and 
more until she was laying down, giving him the perfect opportunity to move over her. 


“T have an idea.” His voice is naturally sultry, and the way he says this gives her 
goosebumps. His knees spread her legs open as he crawls over her. “Let’s let off a little 
steam.” 


“Kilgrave —” Her weak protests get cut off when he kisses her again. This time, when his 
tongue enters her mouth, she whimpers faintly. 
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Going down on his forearms, he rests his body against hers and smiles when he feels her 
hips shift under him. “Mmm...” He purrs and drags his lips down to her neck to kiss her 
tender skin above the device. 


Her heartbeat quickens and she focuses terribly hard on not clenching any muscles. “We 
can’t do this right now...” 


“Why?” Taking the bottom of her shirt, he lifts it up and slides back to be able to drag his 
tongue over her stomach. When his tongue dips into her navel, she audibly moans and 
consciously stops herself from biting her lower lip, knowing it would lead to a shock. 


Beginning to pant, she stammers over her words. “Because... I... we can’t —” 


She stops mid-sentence as there’s a knock on the door. A female security guard opens the 
door and peaks her head in. Kilgrave lets go of Jessica’s shirt and raises his eyebrow. 
“Kilgrave. You’re meeting with Stella starts in five minutes. Elijah wants me to make sure 
you get there on time.” 


His eyes roll as he grumbles back. “I’m coming.” Turning back to his love, he sighs and 
gives her a smug smile, basically telling her that this wasn’t the end. ‘Saved by the bell this 
time, Jessica.’ He grins, standing up to leave her alone with her thoughts. “We’ll talk more 
when I come back.” 


It took Victor about a day to figure out the correct security system he was supposed to be 
mimicking and another day to properly construct it. KC’s extra set of hands was helpful, but 
Victor was obviously the brains of the operation. 


Yesterday, he worked on the development of a powerful enough virus to shut down the 
central control unit. Today, he was going to test it. 


With the command center in front of him, Victor slides his chair over and looks up for the 
first time in a few hours. “C-can y-you hand m-me the virus?” 


Victor’s uncombed hair had lost its volume and it fell in front of his eyes, which were 
puffy from the lack of sleep. There were dents on each side of the bridge of his nose from 
where his glasses had stayed continuously sitting, and he hadn’t changed out of his pajamas 
from two nights ago. KC was still in the clothes he arrived in after Jessica was taken and there 
were dark circles under his eyes. Victor’s flat was in just as bad a shape. It never was very 
neat, but now there was no sense of order or self-organization at all. Used plate and mugs 
were scattered nearly everywhere. 


KC rises to his feet and stumbles his way over to the computer, where he ejects the virus 
that was about the size and shape of an SD card. Because of the work being done to modify it, 
it was hot and practically steaming. “Bloody hell...” KC mutters as he drops it into his palm 
and turns to hand it to Victor. 


His hand steadies as he takes it from him and inserts it into the replica of the code-locks 
that were on the Glitch HQ doors. 


“What are we going to this if this doesn’t work?” KC asks quietly, standing behind him to 
watch. 
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“J-it’s going t-to w-work...” Victor stutters slowly, taking a shallow breath. Into the 
electric lock, he presses the number zero four times to activate it. 


The pad lights up and reads the message ‘ERROR’ before it shuts off. A mere couple of 
seconds pass before the central security system displays ‘Error detected’ on its screen. This 
message flashes twice then everything goes dark. 


Everything, meaning Victor’s computer and his lamp that was lighting the room, as they 
were all connected to the same outlet that the program was. KC’s mouth drops open as he 
looks up at the light. It only took a moment or two until it switched back on again, along with 
the computer. The security system, however, stayed off. 


A soft, tired smile comes across Victor’s face. 
“It worked...” KC utters in shock and relief. 


Victor quickly removes the virus and fans it with his hands to cool it down. The system 
turns back on the instant he does. “T-this is o-only g-going to last f-for fifteen m-minutes b- 
before the f-firewall burns i-it out.” 


KC’s look of relief suddenly fades with the realization that this was actually happening. 
His life had only just begun and now the possibility of it ending today was high. His eyes 
shift to the packed backpack on the floor. They had already gone over the first half of the plan 
together in tremendous detail, through getting him into the underground base. From there, he 
was on his own. 


His heart starts to pound as he looks at Victor and puts on the backpack. “So... this is it.” 
The words catch in his throat and he bites on his tongue to try and keep his emotions in. 


The same realization hits Victor, and the joy of his creation working dissolves. Standing 
up, he turns to face KC. “Y-you c-can d-do i-it.” He stutters more than usual and the look in 
his eyes is full of fear. 


Taking the virus back from him, he sadly smiles as he slips it into his pocket. “I... um... 
thank you. For everything. You are the most intelligent and charismatic person. I don’t know 
that anyone else would put their life on hold like this for someone. And you... I don’t even 
know who I am, but you’re kind to me.” Before he can stop it, a single tear is rolling down his 
cheek. 


Victor’s glasses slide from his nose as his eyes cloud over. “Y-you’re g-going t-t-to come 
b-back th-though.” He tries to say confidently, his breathing constricted. 


The melancholy smile doesn’t leave his face as he nods. “Sure. Of course.” KC attempts to 
think optimistically instead of thinking about the fact that he was likely lying through his 
teeth. “This one’s for Jessica.” 


He was about to leave but stops when he sees Victor extend his arms in an expectation of a 
hug. KC pauses only for a second before he wraps his arms around him. Victor’s head lays 
against his shoulder as he clings to the back of his T-shirt. He’s the second to let go. 


“Goodbye, Victor.” On his way out the door, he wipes the tears on his cheeks with the back 
of his hand. 
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On the cab ride over, KC does his best to relax. This is what he signed up for. Anything 
and everything could go wrong, even if he did get to Jessica in the ridiculously small fifteen- 
minute window he had before security came back online. He could have also been wrong 
about the guards who weren’t there when he went to take the pictures and he might not even 
make it to the door. 


In spite of it all, he bravely steps out of the cab when it pulls up to his destination. Luckily 
for him, the guards were still absent. 


It was still day time, but clouds had coated the sky with darkness as if threatening to rain 
all day. Not very many people were outside, and if they were, they were too busy trying to 
avoid the oncoming storm to notice that a man in jeans was rummaging through a backpack 
outside of Glitch Co. 


As quickly as he can, KC finds the pliers and the flat screwdriver that was packed and goes 
to work on the lock panel. Exactly like Victor showed him, multiple times, he unscrews the 
slim piece of metal on the side that opened up the wiring and drops it on the ground. With 
shaking hands, he removes the virus from his pocket and uses the pliers to carefully insert it 
into the lock. 


“Here goes...” He breathes quietly to himself as he enters ‘O-0-0-0’ into the code. 


Just as he had witnessed twenty minutes ago, the error message displays before the entire 
inside of the building goes dark. 


Dropping the used tools back in his bag, he frantically swings it back over his shoulder. 
When he pulls on the handle, the door effortlessly opens. Thanks to Victor, he was in. 


As Kilgrave’s memory displayed, the door to the elevator was straight down the hall, the 
only room with a non-electronic lock on the handle. 


The lights are quick to switch back on, but they flash red to signal the state of security. 


It takes a moment for his eyes to adjust to the light, yet it doesn’t take him long to find the 
hammer he was carrying. For Jessica. He reminds himself as he uses all his strength to 
hammer at the handle until it breaks off completely. Slowly, he pushes the door open. 


This was probably going to be the most physically demanding thing that he or Kilgrave 
had ever done. The elevator wasn’t there. It was sitting at the bottom of the underground base. 


Even if it was there, he wouldn’t be able to operate it. Either way, he was going to have to 
climb down the shaft. And now looking down at the black void, he could barely see the 
bottom. The feeling of fear had never been stronger. 


But he had talked through this with Victor. They knew it would be a multiple story drop 
and they planned for this. 


Lining the shaft were horizontal metal bars that were spaced about two meters apart. They 
weren’t close enough to climb down like a ladder, but the top one had one important role to 
play. 

The first thing he does is put on the thick leather gloves he brought, then removes the 
thirty-meter cable from his bag. With the prearranged rock-climbing attachments, he loops it 
around his waist and clips it to his belt. The other end hooks to the top bar. If he fell, the 
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chance of this cord saving his life was about one in five. And yet if nothing else, it gave him a 
feeling protection and stability. 


The was no time to hesitate or second guess this decision anymore. The clock was running. 
Taking one last deep breath, he leaps for the center elevator cable. 


One minute, Jessica was sitting in her room, waiting for Kilgrave to return, the next, the 
entirety of Eden blacks out. The sound of kids screaming in the darkness is the first thing she 
hears, and the noise echoes as it bounces off the domes. 


“What the —” She closes her mouth when she hears a sound coming from her collar. It lets 
out two quick beeps, then one long one. 


At first, she doesn’t move before she clenches her fists to test her theory. 


Whatever was happening was not caused by her. But that didn’t mean she was going to 
pass up this opportunity. Her collar had shut off. 


With a growl, she grips each side of the device with both hands and pries it from her neck. 
Whatever material it was made out of was tougher than most, and it takes most of her strength 
to rip it off. When it finally does snap, she throws it on the ground and destroys it further by 
stomping on it. 


The skin around her neck was horribly sore, but she didn’t have time to think about it. She 
had to get out of here before someone came to knock her out. 


The lights in Eden come back on and begin to flash between white and red, indicating that 
something was still wrong. 


Outside her door, she strains to hear her two armed guards. Both of them were frantically 
talking over each other, in what sounded like them trying to get instruction. 


“Oversight, what’s going on?” — “Oversight, can you hear me? Anyone? Come in?” 
The system was down. That was the only explanation. 


In one movement, she jumps over the couch and tears the door open, which was easier 
than she expected it to be. Her guards whip around in a frenzy, attempting to get out their 
tranquilizers and drop their communication devices at the same time. The man on the left had 
his gun out and pointed at her, just before she grabs the end of his weapon and twists it from 
his grasp. 


There was no need for any more excessive violence because she shot the gun at the female 
guard and in a fraction of a second, she was slumping down on the ground. The darts were a 
fitted dosage for Jessica, so it was a high enough content to knock anyone out immediately. 
She takes no chances with the man, shooting him twice in the ribs. 


This was more efficient than bashing heads in, so she picks up the second gun and slides 
the tranquilizers in her back pocket. 


She could get out of here right now. Race for the elevator and jump to the top. But she 
knew she couldn’t. “Goddamnit.” Grumbling, she runs out the door and down the steps. She 
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had to find Kilgrave. 


There were two more guards outside the entrance to her building, who pass out before they 
even knew she was standing behind them. 


This was her first real time outside in Eden’s open courts and all chaos had broken loose. 
Children were running under the flashing lights, looking for other people they knew to 
comfort them or explain what was going on. 


Just as she steps out, an unfamiliar voice comes over the loudspeaker, addressing the 
citizens of Eden. “Residents, return to your assigned housing and await further instructions. 
Residents, return —” The message starts to play on a loop. 


Where would Kilgrave be? Stella’s office. She had never been there but he told her what 
area it was in. She had to look somewhere. Trying not to trample any kids, she runs in the 
direction of what appeared to be the series of office buildings. 


But she stops in her tracks when she hears an unmistakable voice calling her name. 
“Jessica?” He sounded surprised to see her, then laughs a breathless laugh of relief when she 
turns in his direction. “Oh god, Jessica! You’re here!” Dropping the heavy backpack he was 
carrying, he runs to her. 


He was coming from the direction of the control room. His hair was spiked and uncombed 
and his facial features drooped with fatigue. A once-white T-shirt was now painted with dust 
and dirt, and one pant-leg of his jeans was ripped open. 


She was staring at him in shock, but he frantically embraces her and pulls her into a tight 
hug. “I... I-I didn’t think I would be able to find you, and here you are!” Clearly out of 
breath, he holds her there, unphased by anything else around him. “Bloody hell, I was so 
scared this wouldn’t work. But you’re here.” He repeats a few times, quietly amazed. 


Jessica blinks and looks at the bag he had been carrying, then the man draped over her. “... 
Kevin?” She mumbles in obvious disbelief, looking around as she had most definitely missed 
something. 


Her voice makes him pull back and KC nods. “Yeah, it’s me.” Staring back at her, he 
frowns, ‘What happened to your neck?’ He asks with genuine concern, then shakes his head. 
Suddenly, the urgency of the situation dawns on him and he takes a step back. “Never mind. 
Listen. The security system is going to come back on in ten minutes. We don’t have a lot of 
time.” 


So many questions were flying through her head right now. How did he get down here? 
How does he know about the security? If it was him, then how did he do it? 


But he doesn’t give her a chance to ask any of them before he was looking her dead in the 
eye. “I think I have a plan.” 


Author’s note: 


Woah... it’s been less than a week. I’m back, I guess? :D 


939 


antarika actually convinced me to write the little sexual scene between JJ and KK at the 
beginning. In the spirit of Valentine’s day, that is! 


I hate to say this folks, but I think this story is going to wrap up in the next ten chapters or 
so, if not less. For so long, I thought of this story as a ‘far from over’. But now... we’re 
inching towards the end... I mean, you never know! I did an early prediction that this story 
would only last 30 chapters, so what I just said could mean absolutely nothing lol. 


Either way, please leave a review and lemme know what you think KC’s plan is! Next 
chapter is already in development stages and everything is going to shit. But for who, you 
ask? We’ll see ;) 
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72. Collapse 


Chapter Seventy-Two: Collapse 
(Still) Day 135: 


Elijah was sitting in the medical clinic, discussing the parameters of Jessica’s chip with the 
doctors when the lights went out. 


Trying not to get upset before he knew what was happening, he picks up his 
communicator. “Oversight, we’ve lost power in the clinic, come in.” He pauses when he sees 
the lights come back on, but they were flashing red. This makes his heart beat quicken as he 
stands up. Getting no reply, he looks around at his team. 


Dr. Drayton is the first to sign to him, quickly saying, “/We’ve lost contact with base. Our 
communicators are down./” 


His face drains of color before he pivots on his heel and moves for the door. He says 
nothing else to anyone as he briskly walks to the control room. His naturally cool demeanor 
was beginning to fade as he bursts in. 


Sage was standing over the main command panel, talking to Riley. They both seemed 
rather flustered and it worsens when they see Elijah storm in. 


Before he can ask what’s going on, Sage was trying to explain. “/We got an error message 
before everything shut down. The system’s run into a virus. Our cameras and coms are still 
out./” 


“/What virus?/” Eli signs back with his jaw clenched. He doesn’t get an answer to his 
question before his mind is shifting to another issue. The chip in Kilgrave’s neck operated 
independently so he didn’t need to worry about that, but Jessica’s collar did not. “/Is Jones’ 
inhibitor still active?/” 


Sage glances at Riley and nervously replies, “/No./” 


Glitch swears under his breath before turning around to see how many people he had 
waiting for orders. Having no contact with his team outside of this room was more than an 
inconvenience. To the three guards he had left, he instructs with a quiet tone. “Go find Jones 
and Kilgrave. Tranquilize Jones on the spot. Hold Kilgrave.” Glancing over his shoulder, he 
motions to his number two. “Sage, go with them and report back to me.” 


With a nod, Sage leads the group out the door in the direction of Jones’ room. 


Hearing the havoc outside, Elijah turns to one of his staff who was sitting behind the blank 
monitors. “Make an emergency announcement over the PA and tell everyone to go to their 
rooms.” When the statement begins to play on loop, Elijah’s frustrated and anxious gaze turns 
to Riley. “How did this happen?” 


She shakes her head, still having a hard time understanding. “/I don’t know, but whatever 
it is was not internal. This virus is foreign and remarkably constructed. Someone is trying to 
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sabotage us./” 


His eyebrows furrow, unable to think of anyone significant who had it out for him besides 
Jones. It didn’t make sense. “Can we overpower it?” 


“/I think so. If I can get our firewall back up, it should burn out in ten minutes./” 


“Make it five minutes.” He growls, causing her to swallow hard. She nods anyway, though 
she wasn’t sure it was possible. 


Now, all he could do was wait for Sage to bring him some good news. As a few minutes 
go by, he starts to pace and his hands repeatedly comb through his long hair. If they didn’t get 
this situation under control, everything could fall apart. 


Elijah quickly looks up when he sees the door open in the corner of his eye and Sage 
comes rushing in. He had clearly been running as he was out of breath when he arrives. 
“/Jones is gone. I sent Nick and Brendon along with any other personnel I came across out to 
look for her. We did find Kilgrave though. Ryan is holding him in Stella’s office./” 


Without signing anything else, Sage leads the way. Stella’s office was adjacent to the 
cluster of buildings that included Elijah’s private rooms and was in a group of outer domes. 
The sprint there is a fairly long one, although, they luckily didn’t have to go all the way to the 
other side of the city. 


The workspace was on the second floor of the building and upon arriving, Sage lets Elijah 
go up the stairs first. The waiting guard steps to the side to let him in. 


Kilgrave was standing in the middle of the office looking generally annoyed and he rolls 
his eyes when he sees Glitch enter. He straightens his tie before sliding his hands into his 
pants pockets. 


Elijah’s eyes narrow as he catches his breath and tries to ask calmly. “Where’s Jessica?” 


Kilgrave sighs before shrugging. “I don’t know. I’m sure she’s gone by now though. You 
really fucked up bringing her here, didn’t you?” His head tilts as he goes on. “You’re not 
going to catch her. I’m sure she’!l be back eventually though to free the rest of us. I thought I 
should be irritated that she left without me, but I know I won’t be here long after this. Eden is 
going to fall, and I’m going to have a front row seat.” 


There’s a moment of silence as Elijah puts the pieces together in his head. A soft, 
misleading smile appears on his face as he studies the mannerisms of the person standing 
across from him. “KC070616.” He spells out his name deliberately, and sighs. “It’s been 
awhile.” 


KC’s eyes become transparent and he drops the facade, returning the curious look. “Is that 
what you named me? I’m disappointed...” 


“Did you think I wouldn’t recognize my own creation?” Glitch asks back, mirroring him as 
his head cocks to the side. Turning around, he speaks to the guard and Sage. “Inform the 
others that this isn’t Kilgrave. Find him, and find Jones.” 


Once it’s just him and Elijah alone in the room, he answers his question. “Oh, no. I figured 
you would recognize me. This,” He says, motioning to his change of clothes, “was just for 
everyone else. You see, I didn’t have to fool you. I just had to stall you. Only for a minute.” 
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As if right on cue, the ground beneath them trembles for a moment, then stops. 
The slightly smug look is wiped from Glitch’s face. “What was that?” 


“The main dome has just cracked. Your kingdom is falling.” 


*a**E Seven minutes ago***** 


“What do you mean? How did you... where did you —” Jessica can’t even figure out what 
question to ask before KC was trying to rapidly explain. 


Keeping his story as short as possible, he says, “Victor and I have been working on this for 
the past five days. He developed a virus to shut down their security. I climbed down the 
elevator shaft, now I’m here. It’s not going to last forever.” He spews all this information at 
her with a single breath, then inhales sharply. “We have to get to Kilgrave. Where is he?” 


She blinks and stares at him blankly before slowly responding. “I don’t... I don’t know. I 
was on my way to look for him when you showed up.” 


“T think I should switch places with him. I can distract Elijah and give you enough time to 
get out.” 


Her expression changes to one between confusion and concern. “And you would be fine 
staying down here? You would be giving up your life to —” 


“Jessica?” Kilgrave’s voice makes her head turn again. 


He, along with several other people were coming from the office building, listening to the 
orders instructing them to return to their rooms. 


When Kilgrave sees her without her collar on, he realizes that this was their escape and his 
walk towards her becomes brisker. He stops completely, however, when he sees who she’s 
talking to. 


“Dear god,” Jessica mutters to herself, knowing that this conversation was not one she was 
keen on having. Still, KC had said time was of the essence, so she blurts out, “Kilgrave, this 
is your clone, Kevin. Kevin, meet the guy you were cloned from.” 


Seeing his more well-kept reflection appeared to stun KC more than Kilgrave at first. He 
wasn’t sure how he was supposed to feel about Kilgrave. He was here to save him, along with 
Jessica of course. But he also hated him and every fucked-up memory he had because of him. 
It was Kilgrave’s fault that he was such an emotional wreck. 


But he tries not to let any of this show on his face and he simply clears his throat. 


Kilgrave is the next to speak when he scowls a little, clearly referring to KC’s appearance. 
“This is the clone that you couldn’t tell wasn’t me?” 


Jessica glares at him, “He’s responsible for the security shutdown and he came down here 
to save our asses, so show a little goddamn appreciation!” She snaps, getting Kilgrave to shut 
his mouth before she moves on with urgency. ‘Kevin’s volunteered to switch places with you 
and distract them while we get out. You two need to swap clothes.’ The three of them were all 
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just standing out in the open like a bunch of idiots, so she grabs both of them by their wrists 
and drags them to the closest enclosed space, which happened to be an abandoned classroom. 
Closing the door behind them, she snaps her fingers when neither of them moves, but keep 
looking at each other. “Well? Let’s go!” 


They both seemed well-trained to her commands as they start to strip down to their 
underwear and trade clothing. 


Watching two Kilgrave’s take off their clothes at the same time reminded her a dream she 
once had, but that’s beside the point. 


The flashing red lights and the message that was blaring on loop was giving her a 
headache and making it hard to think. But still, there was something missing about this plan. 
It didn’t solve the fact that Elijah would still have everyone else trapped down here. Getting 
themselves out wasn’t enough. They’d be back to where they were before. Living in a bugged 
apartment with no proof of a wild accusation against a national treasure. 


Gradually, an idea for what she should have thought of this morning begins to formulate. 
Looking up, she watches as Kilgrave throws on the T-shirt and KC begins to button up his. 


“The center dome. It’s the biggest and it connects everything.” She thinks out loud, 
glancing between them. “What if I cracked it on the way out?” 


Since this was KC’s first time seeing all of Eden, he furrows his eyebrows, but Kilgrave 
nods, following her thought. “Glitch will have no choice by to evacuate everyone.” 


“T think that’s going to work. It has to. He’s an asshole but he’d never keep all these kids 
down here if it were dangerous.” 


As if KC could sense that this was his cue to leave, he placidly asks Kilgrave as he finishes 
tying his tie, “Where is the first place they’d be looking for you?” 


Kilgrave tries not to grimace, hearing the sound of his own voice back at him as he 
responds. “The building I just came from. Through the front door, and take the stairs to your 
right. The office is the second one on the left.” 


“Okay... Ineed to go.” KC mutters back, taking a deep breath. “We all need to go. Elijah 
isn’t going to sit around for long.” 


Jessica would have agreed with him, but just before he opens the door, she grabs his hand 
again. “Wait.” When their eyes connect, he already knows what she’s trying to say. 


He forces a smile in her direction and tries not to feel anymore unsettled by Kilgrave’s 
glare. “Um, I left you a letter in Kilgrave’s front pocket.” He mutters, nodding at his torn 
jeans. “I know what I’m doing, Jessica.” His hand slips away from hers as he goes to do what 
he had prepared for. 


“Tt’s over, Elijah. You’ve lost.” KC wasn’t gloating, but just stating the facts. “You have to 
start evacuating people now before this whole place comes crashing down.” 
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Elijah looks back at him, wondering if he read his lips correctly, then shakes his head in 
denial. “No.” Is all he manages to say. But the overhead lights stop flashing and his 
communication device turns back on. When it buzzes in his pocket, his worst fears are 
confirmed. 


“Omega, this is Oversight. Security and communication are back up and running. We have 
another problem. The structural integrity of the central dome has been severely 
compromised. ” 


He stands still, staring down at the screen in silence until another message comes in. 
“Omega, we are waiting on your orders.” 


Seeing him freeze, KC sighs and takes a step towards him to get his attention. Taking his 
hand, he lifts up the device and places it in front of his mouth. When they touch, there’s a 
familiar, intimate sensation that both of them feel. “Make the call, Eli.” He says with a quiet 
tone, looking back in his creator’s eyes. “You don’t have any other options. Make the call.” 


In some level of memorization and shock, Glitch slowly places his thumb on the screen. 
“Oversight, initiate emergency protocol 7A. Inform the rest of the staff to sweep every room. 
Get everyone out in the next five minutes.” Before he signs off, he mutters, “Put Alpha in 
charge now. I’m offline.” With that, he drops his communicator on the floor and doesn’t seem 
to care that cracks when it hits the floor. 


There was a dead expression on Elijah’s face now as KC lets go of his hand. A feeling that 
was well-known to KC. The uncharacteristic glisten in his eyes resembles the feeling of lost 
hope and utter despair. 


Despite everything, KC was extremely sympathetic towards him. “I know what you were 
trying to do. You’re a good person. But you’ve made so many wrong decisions. All this,” He 
says, motioning to the room around him, “is wrong. And I know that part of you knows that. 
It had to end.” 


But Glitch shakes his head again and lets his hair fall in front of his face. “This is my life’s 
work. Eden was supposed to be my legacy. I studied architecture and engineering for the sole 
purpose of trying to create a better world. This is my life.” He repeats, feeling the quickening 
of his heartbeat. At this moment, he can’t help but think of his older brother and the extra 
abuse Elliot had faced in trying to help protect him. Yes, Elijah’s childhood was horrible, but 
his brother’s was horrifyingly worse. Eden was for kids like him too. “I don’t expect you to 
understand.” He adds, feeling physically sick. 


“But I do understand.” KC counters keeping his eyes on his. Now that he was alone with 
his maker, he could truly speak his mind. He didn’t have to worry about what Jessica thought 
of him or his behavior anymore. “That night... our date. Part of you became my reality.” 


Elijah’s gaze softens as he looks back at him. “You’re the first clone I put so much effort 
into. I suppose that was inevitable.” 


The building quakes again and nearly knocks the two men off balance. Outside, the sound 
of the splitting glass vibrantly echoes. 


Neither of them moves. 


945 


KC’s eyes shift to the ground but he keeps his head up to ensure that what he was saying 
was being read. His voice croaks when he asks a question that had been bouncing around in 
his head for the past few days. “Why didn’t you want me?” 


Elijah blinks, not fully understanding. “What?” 


“T could’ve been more of what you wanted. I look just like him and I don’t have powers. I 
feel regret for my... his past and I understand you. You could have just kept me...” It clearly 
would have been wrong if he did that too. Especially since the fall of Eden most likely 
wouldn’t have been achievable and none of this would have happened if he had. But the idea 
still clouded a lot of KC’s thoughts. 


As if this was just occurring to him, Elijah looks back into his creation’s eyes and frowns. 
It certainly would have been in his best interest... “That... that wasn’t my intention in making 
you.” 


“T know. You made me to be a distraction.” The words make his stomach drop. ‘You didn’t 
even want me. So why did you expect Jessica to?’ KC bites down on his tongue and takes a 
shallow breath. “You created me with all these bloody emotions but the only thing I feel is... 
rejection.” 


Before he can have a chance to respond, one of his guards comes charging into the room 
and takes Glitch’s attention. The woman breathes heavily from the amount of running she had 
just done and tries to catch her breath as she signs in his direction, “/Sir, we need to go. Now. 
Nick is rounding up the last of the staff. The dome is not going to last for more than a few 
minutes./” 


It’s only then that Elijah’s eyes fill with tears. “Lisa,” He says tenderly, but stops speaking 
and begins to sign back, finding it too hard to get the words out. “/Thank everyone for me. 
Tell Sage I love him like a brother. And give this back to Elliot./” Very carefully, he takes the 
angel wing necklace off from around his neck and hands it to her. When it’s in her hands, he 
mutters, “Now go.” 


Her lower lip seems to quiver as she looks back at her elegant and widely adored boss, 
gripping the necklace in her hand. “You can’t stay here... Please... you have to come with me 


“Go.” He says aloud, more sternly forcing her to swallow her distress and leave with the 
same urgency that she came with. When she’s gone, he very slowly walks over and sits down 
on the couch, looking up at KC. “It’s only fitting that Eden falls with me. Once this gets out, 
they won’t give me a chance to rebuild her...” 


If it wasn’t obvious before, it was now. This city was symbolic of his unborn sister. And 
taking it away was like losing her twice. 


Even still, Elijah softly adds, “You should go too. There’s no point in staying with me.” 


KC kindly smiles back and sits down directly next to him, looking back in his eyes. “Go 
where? I already told you. Jessica doesn’t want me. I don’t have anything to go back to. It 
doesn’t matter.” 


“Your life does matter.” He utters, not in protest of his decision to stay, but in recognizing 
what KC had said before. “I was... I was trying to get Kilgrave into a place where he didn’t 
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have to hide. I’m sorry I made you feel... unwanted.” 


The base starts to continuously vibrate as the pressure above them builds and the 
foundation of the tower on top of them is jeopardized. 


The amiable smile doesn’t leave KC’s face as he watches a tear roll down his creator’s 
cheek. “It’s okay. You don’t have to be sorry. Not now, anyway. Guilt is a shitty last emotion 
to have.” Reaching out, he wipes the droplets of water from below Elijah’s eyes with his 
thumb. “A much better last emotion to have is... acceptance. Wouldn’t you agree?” 


Elijah squeezes his hands together and tries with everything he had to smile back. “Thank 
you.” His eyes stay on KC’s lips as if waiting to see if he said anything next. 


There’s a flutter in KC’s chest as he tries to detect what this strange static feeling was that 
he was mutually experiencing with the man sitting next to him. It didn’t seem right. It 
shouldn’t have been right. It didn’t make sense, and yet there they were anyway. Why should 
it matter if their demise was less than a minute away? 


When the crack in the glass reaches the other side of the dome, it shatters completely and 
suddenly invites in the earth above them. As the entirety of Eden crumbles, KC leans forward 
just slightly and lets Elijah kiss him on the lips, both of them closing their eyes. 


From a rooftop across the street, Jessica and Kilgrave watch in silence as the ‘Glitch Co.’ 
building quakes and sinks into the ground, burying what was once their prison. Hundreds of 
people and kids were running away from the destruction, accompanied by screams of 
hundreds more from bystanders. The surrounding buildings were far enough away to be 
unharmed, as Glitch had owned pretty much all of the land above where the underground city 
was. 


Police sirens blare in the distance. 


Author’s note: 
Well? 


Ever since I created KC, I knew he was to have a connection with Elijah that others would 
not. He was kinda the middle man. Knowing what was right but also having sympathy for his 
creator. Deyo and I used to joke about KC being bisexual because Glitch unintentionally 
made him somewhat attracted to men as well (reference his attitude shift at the end of ch65 
and the first time we see him at the end of ch61). Here’s the thing: I have no doubt that KC 
loved Jessica up to his very last moment. That much of Kilgrave is not erasable. But he sure 
as hell is not repulsed by the idea of being slightly intimate with another man. And for that 
reason, along with his sympathetic attitude to Elijah, and his acknowledgment that they were 
going to die anyway, (plus the fact that Eli is a sexy motherfucker), that’s why that happened. 
Is this technically incest?... What? No...(maybe)? Is this me defending myself before I 
receive inevitable backlash/annoyance about this? Of course. 


Some of you might be thinking, “Why didn’t we focus on Jessica and her escape in this 
chapter?” I admit that would have been entertaining. -Knocking out a few more guards who 
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tried to stop them. Dodging darts. Punching the shit out of the dome. Having to bust through 
the top of the elevator and carry Kilgrave up the elevator shaft— Sure, I could have done 
that. But why, when I’d much rather explore the humanity of the creator and the creation that 
ended up destroying him. 


Either way, I’m with KC on this one. Elijah was a good person who made some really 
fucked up decisions. RIP Elijah Kane Glitch and KCO70616. 


This was one of those chapters that I had been waiting to write for a long time, and I wrote 
it exactly as I imagined. I’m sad. But who gives a shit. I was (a little) sad when I killed off 
Ruby too. Just as that was, this was necessary to do justice to the story. Our heroes got out. 
Who was the real hero though? 


Please review :’| 
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73. Dear Jessica 


Chapter Seventy-Three: Dear Jessica 
Day 141: 


On one side of the screen, the footage of the building crumbling played on repeat while the 
reporter talked, covering updates on the only story that the whole nation was talking about. 


“Several days ago, in a bizarre new twist to the story, an anonymous doctor presented 
evidence to help clear up some of the confusion. As it seems, Elijah Glitch was a mutant 
criminal who had created clones of the hundreds of kids he was holding in an underground 
development. Yes, clones. From more on this, we go to mutant expert Dean Henderson. Dean, 
thank you for being here with us.” 


The screen splits into a third section where an anxious looking man shifts in his seat. The 
time lag causes an uncomfortable silence before he nods and begins to talk. “Thank you for 
having me, Sandra.” 


“Can you tell us how this new discovery came about?” 


“So, after the mass hysteria, the International Security Agency pulled all records on Mr. 
Glitch, including the legal document he signed in professing that he was a mutant. Now, this 
declassified document did not include what his powers were, but after some of the victims 
began reuniting with families, we realized that people had been cloned and replaced, which 
explains his abilities. It’s nothing like we’ve ever seen. Tests were done on both the victims 
and the... the beings that replaced them and we discovered that the clones are composed of 
half of Mr. Glitch’s DNA and half of the victims. It’s honestly —” 


Sandra cuts back in, eager to ask questions. “Now, what is happening with these clones? 
They can’t simply be allowed to stay in society, can they? I mean, it frankly seems like they 
are a danger.” 


Dean stops and tries not to seem irritated by the interruption. “Right now, they are being 
turned over to the government for further tests. But what to do with them after that is still a 
question that has not been answered yet. This entire case has challenged our beliefs in what 
life really is. Is it morally wrong to essentially execute these living beings that really have no 
place in our world? Well, I wouldn't really know. I don’t think it’s my place to say. You’d have 
to interview someone more equipped to discuss this further.” Dean laughs slightly nervously 
before trying to go on, “It’s a simply unprecedented situation to —” 


“A new report from authorities says that currently, most of the victims have gone back to 
their families and clones are in custody. However, we never can be too certain. For more 
information and if you think that there is a possibility that anyone in your family could be a 
clone, please call this number.” The ‘Clone Hotline’ number appears at the bottom of the 
screen and stays there. Speaking to her guest again, she says, “Now, with all this going on, do 
you think mutant awareness is something we need more of in our society? Elijah Glitch was 
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beloved by the majority of the public, but it turns out he was a mutant who fooled us all into 
thinking he was human. Isn't this something citizens should be wary of?” 


Dean seemed to be eager to discuss this as he nods along with her. “Oh, absolutely. The 
Inhuman and Mutant Registration Act was clearly not enough. New laws should be put in 
place to force anyone with abilities to disclose them to the government and those files should 
be made public. It’s insane that all this time, Mr. Glitch did not have to come forward and tell 
the world who he really was. If he had done, he wouldn’t have been able to get so far for so 
long. I have extensively studied genetics and it’s obvious to me that people with the X-gene 
and any other unnatural powers are a potential danger. By not putting more laws in place to 
protect ourselves, we are just waiting for another disaster like this to happen.” 


In agreement, Sandra concludes, “Alright, well thank you for your time, Dean.” He doesn’t 
get a chance to sign off before his sliver of the screen has disappeared and she moves on. 
“Rumors and reports of an underground city and education system under Glitch Co. have not 
yet been confirmed or denied by authorities, as search through the rubble has not been 
completed. As of now, Elijah Glitch is still missing. It is believed that he died in the building 
collapse, but that is not confirmed either. In a moment, we will be joined by legal expert, 
Mason Brown who will be giving us details on other arrests that have already taken place. 
Among those, Sage Salazar and other members of Elijah Glitch’s staff. Stick around, we’Il be 
right back, after the break.” 


#EKEK DEAR JESSICA***** 
Dear Jessica, 


There is so much I’d like to say to you, though, the next time we see each other, I’m sure it 
wont be long enough. So I’ve decided to write you this letter instead and save my breath. 


Victor and I have been working long and hard on finding a way to get you out of this mess 
and if you are receiving this letter, it’s because we have succeeded. 


The first thing I’d like to say is that Victor is an incredible person. He has been nothing but 
kind to me, even in his desperate concern for you. He cares about you like family. I see it in 
his eyes when he talks about you. I expect that in the future you will stay in touch with him 
and continue treating him with the respect he more than deserves. To say the least, I couldnt 
have done it without him. Thank him again for me. 


You must know this by now... I didn’t plan on getting out of this situation alive. I have no 
place in the world. I was created and used as a device to fool you. So, if my only other 
purpose in existing was to help rescue you, I will be okay with that. Maybe my sacrifice (if 
you can even call it that) will help you move forward with Kilgrave. 


Listen, I know he’s an arse. I’ve lived through his memories. The choices that he’s made in 
the past disgust and horrify me. I want to apologize again on his behalf. But recently, he’s 
been trying to make it up to you. I’m not saying he will ever stop being a wanker, but he is 
trying to be the hero that you want him to be. I’m not asking you to forgive him either. I just 
hope that you will continue to give him a chance to do something good. That is a demanding 
task, I’m aware. So if nothing else, I wish you the best of luck. 


Never stop being who you are, Jessica. We both know you care about this fucked up world 
more than you let on. Never stop. 
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With love, 


Kevin.’ 


Every other day since their escape, Jessica would reread the letter which she kept in her 
jacket pocket. 


Kevin was braver than she previously thought, and if he hadn’t been, they likely wouldn’t 
have gotten out. It pained her with regret to think about the last conversation they had before 
he came to rescue her. Still, if nothing else, she could honor his requests. 


After all the madness, they crashed at Victor’s place. The reason they stayed for more than 
a day was because when KC didn’t return with them, Victor was not okay. Of course, he was 
over the moon by the fact that Jessica was back, but losing KC hit him harder than she 
expected. Obviously, she hadn’t been there to witness them becoming friends, so it was hard 
for her to understand. 


Victor cried. A lot. More than Jessica had seen from him before. It was different than when 
he had a panic attack because the same tactics that she normally used did nothing to calm him 
down. She had to let him grieve. But the least she could do was stay and try to comfort him. 


Yesterday, Jessica went out to collect their things from their apartment and make sure that 
her agreement with the landlord was still valid. Despite the destruction of furniture and the 
mysterious events that occurred, she managed to convince him to give them another room. 
That only came with the promise that she’d pay for the damages done to the first room they 
had. 


This morning, they were going to give Victor his space back. Having Jessica around might 
have been helpful, but having Kilgrave with her was probably only hurting Victor more. 


“You'll be okay alone, right?” Jessica looks at him with clear concern. “Maybe going back 
to work today will help...” She tries, smiling as much as she can. 


He doesn’t smile back but just nods, barely looking her in the eyes. “Y-yeah...” 


“Okay.” She mutters back, starting to frown. ‘If you need anything, just text me. 
Otherwise, I’ll be back in a few days to check on you.’ He simply nods again and quietly lays 
his head against her in a fairly lethargic hug. She sighs and embraces him, rubbing his back 
gently. When he lets go, she hesitantly does as well. “I’ll see you soon...” 


Kilgrave was already waiting at the door. 
“Let’s go.” She mumbles to Kilgrave, hailing a cab with ease. 


On the way over, she sends the pre-prepared text to Trish after unblocking her number. It 
read, {We were sorta kidnapped, but we’re fine now. Watch BBC for a while and I’II fill you in 
soon — J} — 8:14am. Obviously, as she hadn’t spoken to her sister in weeks, this wasn’t 
going to go over well. But she at least deserved an update. And Jessica couldn’t avoid the 
conversation forever. 


Not only did she have to deal with Victor’s attitude shift, and she was about to deal with 
Trish, but since they got out she had to continuously deal with Kilgrave, who wasn’t quite 
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back to normal either. The problem was, Kilgrave constantly complained about one thing and 
one thing only... 


“This is driving me insane.” Kilgrave growls, running his index finger over the small 
device in the back of his neck. 


“You’ve mentioned that.” She says back as she stares out the window. 


Luckily for her, the only repercussions of her time in Eden was the sore ring around her 
neck, which was healing rather quickly. But Kilgrave was still without powers and it was 
really getting to him. Twice now, he had practically begged Jessica to cut it out, even if she 
took a chunk of his skin with it. 


But she refused to, knowing that neither of them had any idea how it actually worked and 
what damage it would do if she forcibly removed it. “Like I said, when Victor is feeling up to 
it, we’ll ask him if he can take it out surgically. You can survive a few more days.” 


Instead of growling again, he whimpers and lays back in his seat. Lately, he had been 
feeling lightheaded and having frequent cramps that seemed to be worsening every day he 
went without commanding someone. It was becoming torturous. “I feel sick, Jessica.” He 
utters, pouting at her. 


“You’re being dramatic.” She concludes, not waiting for him to get out upon arriving at 
their building. Carrying the last of their belongings, she leads the way up the stairs to their 
new room, 5E. 


“How am I supposed to be a hero if I don’t have any bloody powers?” He sluggishly trails 
behind her. When it’s the two of them alone, behind the closed door, he persistently whines, 
“Please, Jessica. We have to do something about this...” 


“Tt’s a temporary thing, okay?” She mumbles a little, unintentionally. Dropping everything 
in the middle of the nearly empty floor, she sits down in the only chair that was provided. 
“Besides, this is probably good for you to —” Stopping mid-sentence, she pulls her vibrating 
phone from her pocket. Trish was calling. Briefly closing her eyes, Jessica sighs. “I have to 
take this. Can you go somewhere else or something?” 


Much to her surprise, he doesn’t protest and just shuffles his way to the bedroom. She 
doesn’t dwell on his strange behavior. 


The first thing she hears when she answers the phone is, “Are you going to start telling me 
what the hell is going on?” 


Trish didn’t sound angry like she was expecting. She sounded frustrated and frankly... 
disheartened. Jessica blinks a few times. “Trish, are you okay?” 


“Why would I be?!” She snaps this time. “Do you even give a shit anymore?” 


“What? Of course I do...” Her voice shrinks in response, knowing that if it came down to 
it, she wouldn’t have the evidence to back up that claim. 


There’s a pause on the other end as if Trish were debating on whether or not she really 
wanted to get into this argument before knowing what had happened in the past weeks. She 
concluded against it. Letting out a breath into the phone, she goes on to ask, “Are you going 
to explain what this text is supposed to mean or not?” 
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Relieved that they weren’t going to have it out right this moment, Jessica says, “Have you 
watched the news?” 


“Yeah, some mutant had a bunch of people cloned and trapped underground?” When she 
doesn’t hear anything for a second, Trish heaves, “Were you one of them?!” 


“Kilgrave and I both were... It’s a long story, I just want you to know I’m okay.” 


“So you got kidnapped again?!” She sighs into the phone. “It’s a long story? Well, I’ve got 
time, Jess. Start talking.” 


That much was fair. “We were doing some investigating and we realized something weird 
was going on with this guy, Glitch. Anyway, we got kind of tangled up with him and he ended 
up kidnapping us. We were responsible for that building collapsing and —” 


“I’m sorry, can you stop saying ‘we’, like you and that asshole are best buds now?” She 
interrupts her, snarling slightly. 


The last thing Jessica was expecting was to get cut off, seeing as she was giving the 
explanation that was asked for. Her eyes narrow and her voice quiets to make sure Kilgrave 
wasn’t eavesdropping. “Kilgrave and I are working together... I don’t know what you want 
me to say.” 


“This man has done nothing but torment you and now you refer to him so casually, like 
you’re goddamn friends. So this psychopath kidnaps you, and you decide to give up your life 
to babysit him. Then, you decide to go to war with another psychopath with abilities and I’m 
just now hearing about it?!” Taking a beat, Trish breathes in before adding, “I don’t want you 
to say anything. I want you to come home.” 


“Maybe... soon... but not yet. 1 —” 


“You’re in London.” Trish utters earnestly. Previously, the only information she had was 
that her best friend was ‘out of the country’. But after being directed to watch BBC for an 
event that happened in the heart of the capital, involving Jessica, she was only positive. “I 
don’t care what you say, I’m coming to get you.” 


“Trish, don’t.” Jessica says as sternly as she possibly can, her fist clenching. “You have no 
idea what I’m trying to accomplish here.” 


“You know what, you’re right! I don’t. I don’t get it, Jess. What are you trying to 
accomplish? Enlighten me.” She barks back in response to Jessica’s demanding tone. 


Attempting not to raise her voice, she slowly states, “Once he gets his powers back, we’re 
gonna start helping people again. Like it or not, but we saved hundreds of people together that 
no one even knew were in trouble.” 


But part of what Jessica just said makes her stop and ask, “What do you mean, once he gets 
his powers back?” 


Jessica didn’t see this as an issue and naturally responds, “The guy who took us had some 
device installed in his neck that stops his powers from working. We tried removing it on our 
own already but I think it has to be taken out surgically.” 
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There’s another pause before Trish starts to laugh sardonically. “Oh my god, do you hear 
yourself?! The solution has fallen right into your lap and now you’re trying to give him his 
powers back?” 


As if this was only just occurring to her, she hesitates. 


“Stop. And think. Why are you helping him? This is everything you’ve wanted! He can’t 
hurt anyone anymore.” 


Was this what she wanted? It certainly was before. But so much had changed in the last 
few months, it was almost incomprehensible. What did she want now? 


While Jessica does think about this, Trish goes on, “Let’s not forget that this is the same 
guy who raped you countless times and told me to put a bullet in my skull.” She wasn’t done 
yet. “He’s in your head, Jess. Again. And you can’t even see it.” 


Jessica couldn’t tell if she should feel brainwashed or naive, but all she felt at this point 
was confused by her own emotions. Certainly logic and reasoning was on Trish’s side, so 
what exactly was on Jessica’s? Delusion? 


“Trish... I think I’m... —” She honestly had no idea where that sentence was going and 
was just hoping that the rest would come to her as she went. Thankfully, she didn’t have to 
finish it, because something steals her attention. 


From inside the bedroom, there’s the sound of some kind of commotion and something 
tumbling to the ground. 


Putting her hand over the microphone on her phone, Jessica tilts her head. “Kilgrave? 
What are you doing?” 


“What as that?” Trish asks, having heard it as well. 


Moving her hand, Jessica responds, “I don’t know, hold on.” There’s silence from inside 
the apartment so she stands up. ‘Kilgrave?’ Still hearing nothing, she makes her way closer 
and swiftly opens the bedroom door. Seeing what had happened, she frantically says into the 
phone, “Trish, I gotta go. I’ll call you later.” Hanging up without much more warning, she 
drops to her knees beside her partner. 


The first thing Jessica does is check his pulse. Thankfully, his heart was still beating. So 
with that, she concluded that after toppling over the nightstand, Kilgrave had fainted. He was 
sprawled out on the floor and had sweat through the T-shirt he was wearing. Though he was 
still breathing, his breath was shallow and restricted. 


“Kilgrave?” She tries again, gently slapping him to see if he’d open his eyes. He doesn’t. 
What worries her even more was that his face was burning up. It reminded her of the time the 
failing cure made her sick. “Fuck, fuck, shit...” Carefully, she lifts him up and lays him down 
on the bed, making sure his head stayed elevated with a pillow. 


As both of them already knew, common colds don’t cause people to randomly pass out. 
This wasn’t right. 


Since she couldn’t just summon any certified physician to come and tell her what had 
caused this, as he had done for her, there was really only one option. Victor had surely left for 
work by now, but she could at least leave him a message. So much for giving him some 
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space. It felt unfair for Jessica to continuously rely on this nineteen-year-old to solve all their 
problems, yet here, she had no one else she could trust. 


Clutching her cell, she dials Victor’s number. As expected, she was answered by 
voicemail. “T-this is V-Victor Mc-McCants. L-leave a-a message.” 


While she waits for the beep, she holds her phone between her shoulder and her ear, so she 
could use her hands to take off Kilgrave’s shirt. Hearing the tone, she says, “Hey Victor, it’s 
me. Um, Kilgrave passed out. I think something’s wrong with him. He’s really hot and his 
breathing seems constricted. I know you’re really busy at work, but...” Sighing, she decides 
to just shred the soaked shirt by ripping it down the middle to try and cool him down a little. 
“... if you could call me back when you get a break, I’d really appreciate it. Thanks.” 


Upon ending the call, she furrows her eyes and looks down at him. 


Sitting there at his side, Jessica wasn’t sure which was troubling her more. Kilgrave’s 
sudden collapse, or the fact that she was genuinely concerned about him. 


Author’s note: 


Woah! Lots of feedback from the last chapter. Thank you to everyone who wrote 
something to let me know what you thought of the big climax. I’ll admit, I was surprised so 
many people felt for Elijah, though, I was right in expecting there to be sympathy for KC. It’s 
funny how we don’t miss something until it’s gone... 


Um, completely villainizing Elijah and the fact that he was a mutant in the news/media is 
only accurate, despite how much things like that anger me in real life. Especially taking what 
he is and blowing it up to identify all mutants as a danger. The same thing would happen if 
Elijah was Middle Eastern or something... not to get preachy/political. 


I plan to write a flashback next chapter, but we’ll see. 


Oh, the ending? No comment. 
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74. The Illusion of Love 


Author’s note: 
I had midterms then I was on spring break, that’s why it’s been a few weeks. 


Before you read, let me get something (not that important) off my chest that I’ve been 
thinking about for like a year now. I got the timeline wrong. I’ll explain: In the show, we start 
with Kilgrave being “dead” for about a year. But then we get a flashback of JJ, 18 months 
ago, from her at her old desk job. That means that Kilgrave couldn’t have held her for more 
than six months. And in ch3, I wrote that it was their 1st anniversary night out. In my defense, 
I was fresh out of the show. I know this doesn’t matter that much, but it has bothered me 
slightly, and I wanted to point it out before someone else did LOL. Anyway, there’s my 
confession. So in my version, they were together for a little over a year, okay? Okay. 


There won’t a note from me at the end because I don’t want to explain anything about this 
chapter. Enjoy! Review! Love you! /-/ 


Chapter Seventy-Four: The Illusion of Love 
*****Ten months after Kilgrave and Jessica met***** 


For a man who valued his privacy so much, Kilgrave loved being in public with Jessica. 
Besides the fact that he enjoyed showing her off like a trophy, there was something 
intoxicating about having an involuntary audience to their interactions. 


It was a fairly ordinary night, but the two set out for a lounge once they already ate dinner. 
After having had a few drinks, they order a few more. 


The lounge was set up with different sections of couches and gaming areas, such as a pool 
table. Kilgrave had chosen a sofa in the corner, which was still very much visible to everyone 
else. 


He had been teasing her for most of the night so far, keen on making her wait for it today. 
For that reason, when they sit down together, he leaves his arm around her waist and she sits 
incredibly close to him. Her body twists so she can face him and in doing so, her outside leg 
comes up to rest in his lap. Her hips press against his waist as she was this close to straddling 
him. The pink dress she had on was loose and didn’t cover the entirety of her thighs when she 
was standing. Sitting in this position, she doesn’t give a second thought to the high possibility 
that her underwear was showing. 


Her posture causes Kilgrave to grin. His eyes shift to hers and his fingertips trace up the 
backside of her thigh. The somewhat sultry look she was giving him causes him to ask, “Tell 
me, what are you thinking about?” 


With her hand resting on his chest, she mutters the vaguest answer possible. “You.” 
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His grin widens and he raises his eyebrow. “Oh?” 


She nods and leans up to kiss him before he can tell her to elaborate and make her say 
something she’d regret. The best distraction, of course, was her body. When her tongue parts 
his lips, he hums and grips her thigh. 


He’s the first to pull back, adamant on making sure she wasn’t satisfied with the amount of 
physical contact he allotted. 


Jessica makes sure he sees her roll her eyes, but it only amuses him. 


“You are beautiful when you’re impatient with me.” His gaze is torn from hers when a 
young woman approaches them with the drinks they had ordered. 


She was wearing skinny jeans and the uniform shirt, no older than twenty-two. She could 
clearly be mistaken for a high-schooler if she hadn’t been serving alcohol. Her short blonde 
hair was parted where it covered most of her eyes. Upon catching Kilgrave’s stare, she 
blushes, nods once and quietly backs away as she mutters, “If you need anything else, just let 
me know.” 


As a result, his eyebrow raises, looking back at her. Stopping her from leaving, he asks, 
“Why are you blushing? Be honest.” 


The color in her cheeks darkens and she eyes shift to Jessica, stammering a little. “I-I 
ehm... I envy you... or... or both of you. Your relationship. You seem so happy and... in 
love.” 


This makes Kilgrave cock his head. “Really?” 
“Yes...” The girls mutters shyly. 


Though he doesn’t confirm or deny if that was true for either of them, it seems to make 
him slyly smile. 


Jessica’s face drains of color as she looks away. Obviously, that girl had no idea what 
assumptions she was making. Jessica weakly tries to sit up more so she wouldn’t be leaning 
on Kilgrave so much, but he firmly keeps his arm around her, prohibiting her from moving. 


“And what makes you happy?” Kilgrave asks, not completely displeased with the 
interaction he was having with her. 


Jessica normally would have taken credit for him actually having him a conversation with 
someone, but she was too flustered to even think about it. Instead, she reaches for the alcohol 
placed in front of her. 


The girl answers by blinking and shrugging. “I guess... just the thought... or hope that I’ll 
be successful one day.” 


Not done with her, he questions, “What’s stopping you from being successful now?” 


“This job.” She chuckles tensely. “I... I should have gone to college, but now... I don’t 
know. I’m kind of stuck here.” 


Kilgrave reflects a look of pity, that was fairly rare for him. With utter certainty, he 
commands, “Quit this job. Go apply for a university.” 
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The responding expression she gives is optimistic, as she turns on her heel and marches up 
to the front desk, disappearing behind the ‘Employees Only’ door. 


Jessica takes down the rest of her drink before the girl makes an ostensibly triumphant 
exit. 


There was a good chance that Kilgrave had just screwed up her life. Even if she was smart 
enough to make it into a good school, the chances of her being able to pay for it were low. 
She would have probably had to keep this job at least part-time in preparation for the massive 
student loans she would need. 


Either way, this was felt better. At least Kilgrave’s intentions were in the right place. It 
was an improvement from last week when he told a man to go drown himself in a toilet for 
glancing at Jessica wrong. 


Out of genuine curiosity, Jessica turns to him, asking with a lack of condemnation. “Why 
did you do that?” She was also hoping to distract from the point that the girl was under the 
impression that they were in love. 


Having no real answer, he shrugs and gives her a quick kiss on the lips. 
She doesn’t protest. 


A number of drinks pass before Jessica is loose enough to acknowledge what was pointed 
out about them. Not directly, of course. But in the form of a hypothetical. It was sincerely the 
best way to communicate things with him, whether he knew it or not. 


“What would you do if I wasn’t with you anymore?” 
He didn’t seem to understand the question, so she rephrases without much prompting. 
“Like, if I just up and died... for no specific reason or fault. What would you do?” 


Part of her was simply hoping that she meant very little to him. Expendable enough not to 
care if she disappeared. But just significant enough that he wouldn’t thoughtlessly have her 
commit suicide. It was an extremely fine line and the likelihood that she was directly on it 
was slim to none. They had been together for what felt like a whole new eternity to her. If he 
was getting bored, he would have let her go by now. 


The thought, however, causes him to frown. “I suppose I’d have to find someone else to 
spend my time with. I expect it’d be rather annoying to search for someone that holds my 
attention the way you do.” 


Processing that information makes her feel vaguely sick. At least he had been honest and 
she had a better understanding of the nature of their relationship. She ‘held his attention’. 
Whatever that was supposed to mean. Whether that was too close to love, or just far enough 
from ‘kill yourself’, she wouldn’t know. Still, she tries to play it off. When she laughs, it’s not 
clear that it’s with contempt. “So you’re saying my death would be inconvenient for you?” 


“Quite.” He slowly smirks, keeping his possessive hold on her. One of his hands gently 
tilts her chin up so he can lean down and kiss the side of her neck. 


She repositions herself again, staying against him. When his tongue caresses her skin, she 
grips the front of his jacket in an attempt to stop herself from moaning. 
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In acknowledgment of her squirming, he hums melodiously. “Why do you ask? You don’t 
plan on going anywhere. Do you?” 


It doesn’t go unnoticed that he broke that phrase up into a command, followed by a 
question, as she feels the overwhelming urge not to leave his side. “Of course not.” She 
responds appropriately, accompanied by a sarcastic, “I’d hate to annoy you with my absence.” 


Her tone doesn’t faze him for a moment, especially as he had gotten her to whimper from 
his touch. His free hand slides under her dress as he carefully caresses the fabric of her 
panties, ever so lightly as he asks, “And what about me?” 


Her breathing catches and she makes a conscious effort not to shift her hips into his touch. 
“What about you?” Her voice sounds shaky and on the edge of nervous. It was difficult to 
have an actual conversation when he continued to tantalize her like this. 


“Tf I ‘up and died’,” He borrows her words, purposely using air quotes. Only one of his 
hands were visible, and he takes this as an excuse to stroke his other fingers between her legs. 
His breath hits her neck as he asks, “What would you do?” 


I'd be free. I’d mutilate your dead body and rip your head off. I’d wear your goddamn 
blood as a goddamn dress. 


That, of course, was an extreme exaggeration, despite it being the first thought to come 
into her head. Yet, the idea of being liberated is enough to make her smile in the midst of the 
psychological/sexual torture she was in the midst of experiencing. She wasn’t stupid enough 
to say any of this out loud, so she tries to keep to her dark humor and playful demeanor. 


Still, she has a hard time getting the words out. “Well, I’d have to throw you a grand, 
elaborate funeral. Obviously, I’d be the only one there, but it wouldn’t be any less 
meaningful.” 


The sarcasm was too hard to miss this time. It only makes him grin again. “Is that so?” Not 
requiring an answer, he turns to face her fully and pushes her over on the sofa. She squeaks 
and her eyes widen when she realizes what was happening. The instant he spreads her legs, 
her breathing hitches. “Let me give you what you’ve been waiting for.” 


Yes, he was going to fuck her right there in the public lounge and there was nothing the 
other seven people in the room could do to stop them. It wouldn’t be the first time and 
definitely not the last. 


This is the type of entertainment he would be missing without her. There weren’t any more 
sides of her to be discovered and he wasn’t enjoying her company any less. This thought 
comes with the realization that there was almost nothing that could be done that would cause 
his opinion of her to change. Even throughout her rebellion to their relationship, he was fond 
of her. And now, she had finally come around and what they had wasn’t jaded by it. Nothing 
would make him give her up. 


Marriage was never on his mind before and to be fair, it still wasn’t. But if he was to spend 
the rest of his life with someone, it would be Jessica. 


Till death do them part. 
waKKE THE ILLUSION OF LOVE***** 
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(Still) Day 141: 


Victor was able to get back to Jessica on his break, but as she expected, he couldn’t just 
abandon work to come and help Kilgrave. Instead, he instructed her on what to do until he 
was home. Those instructions were: use an icepack to keep his forehead cool. Have him lay 
on his side if you ever leave the room to make sure he doesn’t choke if he vomits in his sleep. 
And if he wakes up before tonight, have him drink as much water as he can. 


By the time she was going to leave to meet Victor at his place, he hadnt woken, but she 
had followed all of Victor’s directions to the letter. 


Trish tried to call her multiple times and sent a thread of troubled texts, which included 
{What happened? — T} — 9:53am. And, {Are you okay?! — T} — 10:28am. 


Jessica sat by Kilgrave’s bed for most of the day, just watching him. When she did decide 
to text back, she keeps her message short, being unintentionally blunt. {I’m fine. Something’s 
just come up. Please stop calling me right now. We’ll talk later. — J} — 11:41am. 


Trish was only going to question her decisions further, and Jessica was having a hard time 
thinking on her own as it is. 


It wasn’t going to be physically difficult for her to carry Kilgrave’s unconscious body into 
a cab to Victor’s place. But what became a problem was the moment she stepped outside with 
him. 


There was a mob forming outside of a business across the street from her, that filled the 
sidewalk with unrightfully outraged people. So many of them had gathered now that they 
were spilling into the streets and causing traffic to stop. It only took a few seconds for Jessica 
to realize what they were so angry about. 


“Come out, mutie! We know you’re in there!” One man shouts above the sound of the 
crowd. 


The derogatory term for ‘mutant’ is enough to make Jessica cringe. 


A well-known woman with gifts ran a quaint jewelry store there. Her neighbors knew who 
she was and she was generally friendly with them, especially as her power was only the 
ability to rapidly grown plants. 


But almost immediately after Glitch was exposed, hate groups, such as the Purifiers, 
developed a much larger following. The Purifiers, similar to the KKK, are a group determined 
to expel mutants from their land and only welcome people who they judged as humans. They 
want to wage a war. They always have. And now they had more fuel behind them than before. 


Since so many people knew this woman, and she was open about her powers, the mob had 
no problem finding her. Their goal was to scare her out of town. The door to her business was 
usually open, but today it was closed and locked with the lights still on. 


A few anonymous figures in the back begin to throw rocks at her window, which leave 
scratches but no cracks. Knowing how mobs worked, however, Jessica knew it would be 
bricks next, then Molotov cocktails. There were ambulance and police sirens wailing from 
almost every direction. 
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She had to help this woman. But how? If she got in front of that crowd and demonstrated 
her strength in any way, they’d turn on her. And what was she supposed to do with Kilgrave 
while she did this? Not to mention the fact that it would draw unwanted attention to both of 
them. Fuck. It felt unbelievably selfish but she had to leave. 


Instead of jumping over the building to reach a street that wasn’t flooded with prejudice 
assholes, she pushes past them and runs to the next street to hail a cab. 


The driver gives her a sideways look when she lays Kilgrave’s body across the backseat, 
lifting his head up to rest in her lap. “Knocked out from the riots?” Receiving a silent glare, 
he nods as if understanding. “Yeah, you’re my third injury today. Going to the hospital I 
assume?” 


“No...” Her eyebrows furrow, as she sullenly gives the address of Victor’s apartment. 


Two other people had gotten in this one cab with injuries today? Were these riots 
something she should be worried about? 


She didn’t have time to think about that right now. Figuring out what the hell was wrong 
with her partner was the priority. 


Only a few minutes late of their agreed upon time, she kept Kilgrave gently slung over her 
shoulder and knocked on Victor’s door. 


When he opens the door to them, he averts his gaze and solemnly mumbles, “C-come in. 
Y-you can lay h-him down th-there.” Quickly turning his back to her, he motions to a table 
that he had cleared off and laid a blanket over. 


“Okay...” Her eyebrows stay knotted as she comes in and closes the door behind her. 
Following his instructions, she lays Kilgrave on the table, fluffing the pillow under his head. 


He doesn’t say anything more as he uncaps the pre-prepared IV and straightens Kilgrave’s 
arm. As steady as ever, he inserts the needle and tapes it down. Moving on to take a blood 
sample and do some scans, he stays extremely concentrated and doesn’t look up once. 


Sure, he had been quiet and overall just sad since KC died, but something else was off with 
him. It was unexpectedly bothering Jessica. 


“Hey...” She starts slowly, though doesn’t get him to make eye contact. “Thank you for 
doing this. I know you two never really got along and him looking like Kevin doesn’t help. 
Him being an asshole criminal probably makes it hard to treat him too...” She laughs 
nervously, realizing that she should have thought through what she was going to say more 
before she opened her mouth. 


“E-even criminals d-deserve proper h-healthcare.” He responds surprisingly, turning away 
again to use his microscope. “I-I would n-never discriminate against p-patients t-that way.” 


“Right, of course. Sorry...” The way he responded made it sound like she was insulting 
him and she curses under her breath for that. 


There’s no acknowledgment of her apology and he instead asks quietly, “C-can you turn h- 
him on his s-side so I-I can examine h-his i-implant?” 
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“Sure...” Standing from her normal spot, she does as he asks and holds Kilgrave body 
there for him for him to look at the chip. 


When the silence between them remains for close to a full hour of probing for the problem 
and testing, Jessica can’t take it anymore. 


“Victor, is something wrong?” She blurts out, watching him sit down behind his computer 
to analyze the results of the last blood test he had done. 


“Y-yes.” He answers immediately, not one to lie about how he was feeling. 
Letting Kilgrave lay on his back again, she frowns. “What is it?” 


His posture stiffens as he stutters, “I-I’ve missed t-too much w-work. M-my boss i-is p- 
pushing back m-my official d-doctor’s license t-two m-more years. H-he s-said I’m o-one 
unexcused a-absence away f-from being f-fired.” His back was still to her but she can see him 
reach up and frantically rub his eyes before continuing to stare at the screen in front of him. 


Her heart instantly drops. “Oh my god, Victor, I’m so sorry...” 


“T-It’s o-okay. I-It’s not your f-fault.” He responds tepidly, trying to focus on the job he 
was asked to do. 


Wasn’t it though? Her mind begins to spiral. Dragging him into her shitty life and the 
messes that she made was basically the cause of his promotion being stripped away. Now she 
was here, once again asking him to put his life on hold for another favor. 


As if things couldn’t get worse... 


Something on Victor’s computer makes him tur to finally look her in the eye. His 
expression is increasingly concerning. What he says next nearly makes her heart stop. 


“K-Kilgrave i-is dying.” 


They had escaped Glitch, so why did it feel like everything around them was still 
collapsing? 
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75. If My Partner Dies 


Author’s note: 


Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the finale of Purple Kisses. 


(Still) Day 141: 


Seeing Jessica’s expression is what makes Victor the most concerned as he tries to explain 
everything he had discovered in the last hour about what was going wrong in Kilgrave’s body, 
and how nothing could be done about it. 


“L-look at h-his blood...” Instead of pointing to the hyperfocused image on his computer 
screen, he simply holds up the vile he had collected a moment ago. Even from that distance, 
she could tell what he wanted her to notice. His blood was no longer red, but a muddled 
magenta color. “W-what you’re s-seeing is h-his v-virus overflowing h-his bloodstream.” 


This was just the start of his explanation. 


“F-from what I can t-tell, t-the device t-that Elijah i-inserted i-into his neck i-is redirecting 
t-the flow o-of his virus. I-I haven’t studied t-the source of h-his powers p-properly, b-but he 
a-appears to have a-an extra gland t-that produces the v-virus for him, t-then emits i-it 
through a ch-channel through h-his skin. T-the chip i-is designed t-to block t-this channel, a- 
and i-in turn s-stops his v-virus from b-being released. T-that build-up has c-caused i-it to 
flood into his b-blood.” 


Hearing him say all of this out loud only seems to solidify the nightmare. It would be great 
if Jessica could dismiss him as not credible, but she knew more than most that he wasn’t. 


Victor pauses and frowns as he feels like he’s missed something. “I-I don’t understand h- 
how he survived t-this long w-with the c-chip when he was b-being h-held before...” 


A strange, once menial conversation she had with Kilgrave comes to mind as an answer 
for this, causing her to curse under her breath, “Flush the fucking excess...” 


“W-what?” He looks up, not hearing her completely. 


Taking a slow breath, she gradually says, “Back in Eden... Kilgrave had to go to the clinic 
every day where they would temporarily remove the chip. He said they did a weird ‘flush the 
excess’ ritual each time. They must have been draining the build-up...” 


Pushing up his glasses and turning back to the computer, Victor nods. “T-that would make 
s-sense.” 


The need to find a solution starts to take over her. “Okay, well can’t you just take the chip 
out?” 


563 


Already having thought of this, he shakes his head this time. “N-not alone, a-and certainly 
n-not here. T-the device i-is somehow c-connected t-to his brain st-stem and I-I don’t h-have 
or u-understand the technology E-Elijah was u-using. I-if I-I was to p-perform surgery h-here, 
w-with the |-limited t-tools I have, t-there’s a high r-risk of c-causing severe b-brain damage 
t-that he likely c-couldn’t recover f-from.” 


Coming up with more suggestions already felt like a lost cause, but she couldn’t help 
herself. “Then... can’t we just remove large amounts of the virus from his blood?” She wasn’t 
sure why she was saying ‘we’, as it would obviously just be Victor working. 


He doesn’t have to stop to think about it as he is already saying, “T-that wouldn’t w-work 
a-as a long t-term solution. H-he would have to b-be receiving a-a b-blood transfusion all d- 
day, e-every day. A-as a short t-term solution, I-I wouldn’t be able t-to acquire the m-massive 
amounts of b-blood he would n-need f-from the h-hospital.” She doesn’t even get to open her 
mouth before he is cutting down her next idea. “N-neither y-you or I-I are the s-same blood t- 
type as him.” 


“Oh god...” Jessica mumbles as she lays her head in her hands, trying to cope with the 
weight of the reality. 


This is fine. She starts in her mind as if repeating it enough would make it true. She needed 
to get ahead of this before her negative thoughts consumed her. 


This is absolutely fine. If Kilgrave dies, I will be fine. We’ve had a long history, but if he 
dies, it won’t matter to me. Remember when I hated him? Remember that I’m supposed to 
hate him now? I’m supposed to... I’m just here babysitting... remember? So if he dies, I’ll be 
able to go back to New York and carry on with my life. If my partner dies... I. Will. Be. Fine. 


“Um...” Breaking the thick silence that sat over them for a few minutes, she keeps her 
head down and asks, “Is he gonna wake up at all?” 


Though she wasn’t looking, Victor nods. “S-since he h-has fluids i-in him, h-he should b- 
be awake i-in a few h-hours.” 


I will be fine. She reminds herself as she mutters, “How long does he have?” 
“A-at this r-rate, n-no more than a-a week.” 

waKETE’ MY PARTNER DIES.. .***** 

Day 142: 


Victor had already gone to sleep, but Jessica was still sitting next to Kilgrave. She had 
moved him to the bed in the guest room with Victor’s help moving the IV and other 
monitoring systems he had hooked up now. 


At this point, there was only one option to save his life and if nothing else, she had to be 
the one to break the news to him. 


They were coming up on three in the morning when Kilgrave was finally coming to. His 
entire body felt sore and fatigued, almost distinctly being able to feel the pulse of each of his 
veins. He softly groans as his eyes flutter open and he stirs in the bed. The first things he 
notices are the tubes connected to his arms which cause him to startle and try to sit up. It felt 
too much like the time he first woke up in Eden. 
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The makeshift heart monitor Victor setup was quiet but it spikes and starts beeping much 
faster. 


“Woah, calm down.” Jessica whispers, putting her hand on his bare chest to stop him. 


Turning to see her beside him, along with her voice and her touch, allows him to lay back, 
fully taking in the room this time. The monitor slows down. Looking up at her, he tries not to 
wince as he talks. “Jessica? Where are we...?” 


“Victor’s place.” 


Her concise answer and solemn expression make his eyebrows furrow. “What happened? 
Why am I...?” He motions to the different machines attached to him in some way or another. 


“You don’t remember?” When he shakes his head at her, she sighs not bothering to push 
her hair out of her face as it blocks their eye contact. 


“Last I remember, we were at our new room.” Her quietness was starting to get to him. 
‘Jessica.’ He says again, forcing her to look up. “What happened?” 


Despite having to stop and bite her tongue, she goes on to explain slowly. “You passed out 
really randomly. Victor... Victor has run some tests and told me that the chip Glitch made is 
blocking your powers and the build-up is flooding your bloodstream. The only thing that kept 
you alive in Eden was when they removed it every day in the clinic. It’s connected to your 
brain stem and we have no idea how to take it out without giving you fucking brain damage.” 
Her fists involuntarily clench as she concludes, “You’re dying.” 


His expression stays the same as he listens and doesn’t even change when she stops 
talking. “Oh.” Is the first word out of his mouth, as his eyes leave hers and stare directly in 
front of him, blankly. “Oh... that’s weird.” He laughs a little and slides back in his seat. The 
monitor starts to beep gradually faster to show his level of distress. 


The word ‘weird’ was never something Jessica would use to describe this situation, so she 
frowns at him. Maybe this was just the delusion of sickness coming over him. “Weird?” 


He nods, keeping his gaze forward. “Yes, weird. I never thought I’d hear ‘You’re dying’, 
and certainly not from you.” Settling into thought, he goes on. ‘I also never really thought I 
would get old. I bloody hate seniors.’ Even now, he scoffs at the idea. “I guess I envisioned 
getting hit by another bus or something... Or at least dying by your hands.” He slowly smiles 
as he turns to face the woman he loves again. “I would have preferred that to this.” 


She lets out a concise laugh. “Seriously?” Part of her couldn’t help but be relieved that he 
didn’t burst into tears. 


“Absolutely.” He was grinning now, raising his eyebrow. “Having you strangle me 
wouldn’t be the worst way to go.” 


When the laughter stops, the expression he receives is identical to one that he had given 
her many times in the past. A look of pity. 


Quietly, he sighs and shakes his head, not realizing how hypocritical he was about to be. 
“Come on, Jessie. Don’t look at me like that.” Immediately after, he swoons for a moment, 
forcing him to lay back fully. 
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The sudden faintness he was feeling is accompanied by the veins in his arms and neck 
puffing up. 


One of the screens beside the heart monitor had a symbol on it shaped like a thermometer, 
that spiked upwards simultaneously. This was a program projected from Victor’s computer 
that he had designed right in front of Jessica and it connected to Kilgrave through a needle 
just below the base of his neck. 


“What the —” Before she opens her mouth to explain what it was measuring, she puts the 
pieces together in her head. “You made a command... goddammit.” She mutters to herself, 
finally pushing her hair out of her face. 


It takes Kilgrave a moment to center himself so he can whine through bated breath. “What 
the bloody hell was that?” 


Nodding at the projection, she explains, “Victor said that measures the amount of virus in 
your blood. You’re constantly releasing it, so it’s always going up, but... I guess it releases 
extra every time you make a command.” She obviously wasn’t sure about that so she makes a 
note on her phone to ask Victor. “Just... try not to do it again.” 


“Okay...” His eyes narrow at the machine, taking in this new information about as well as 
he was taking the last. 


“Listen... you don’t have to die.” Jessica starts, huffing. “If I take you to the hospital now, 
they could give you a transfusion and they might be able to —” 


“No.” He cuts in, rather sternly. ‘I don’t need anyone else experimenting on me. Between 
my parents and Glitch, I’ve had enough for my lifetime.’ His muscles tense involuntarily. 
“Even if they save me, it won’t stop there. You know that...” 


She was well aware that he was referring to the fact that he would be investigated and 
eventually arrested, likely living with a muzzle on. “I know. But honestly —” 


“Do not take me to a hospital, Jessica.” He snaps at first, then screws his eyes shut in pain. 
The bar shot up again just as she predicted it would. 


“Dammit, Kilgrave, I told you not to do that!” She snarls back, frustrated by the swarm of 
emotions she was feeling. Her tone instantly changes and softens when she sees the torment 
he was obviously experiencing. “You really want to give up on your best option?” 


The pain doesn’t subside, but more like fizzles out. His gaze doesn’t reconnect with hers as 
he takes a minute to simply breathe. “... How long do I have?” 


“Well, Victor and I talked about it and he’s working on the technology to take the chip out 
if he can get the —” 


“Jessica.” He interrupts again, wanting to cut past the bullshit. “How long do I have?” 
Her jaw clenches. “A week.” 
Appreciating her direct answer, he nods, keeping his head down. 


*&K PART 2 — TILL DEATH DO US PART***** 
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Day 147: 


Every day that passed, they all watched the meter measuring the amount of virus in 
Kilgrave’s blood go up. Today, it was just barely under the critical level. 


His skin was much paler and more fragile. And as the meter went up, his blood was 
becoming visibly more purple. 


Jessica was trying to keep a positive outlook on Victor’s new invention to remove the chip 
without causing damage, but it was slow going. Because of Victor’s previous absences from 
work as a result of him trying to save them, they agreed that he couldn’t miss any more. That 
meant he could only develop it on the few off hours he had without exhausting himself. 


In reality, Kilgrave only had about a day left. Or less... 
Kilgrave’s outlook surprisingly remained the same. Accepting. Docile even. It was strange. 


For the most part, he acted as normal as he possibly could, mostly for Jessica’s sake. The 
sarcasm, the sass, and the teasing all remained the same. Occasionally, he would make the 
mistake of saying a playful command, such as ‘feed me’, which in turn made him one bar on 
the meter closer to death. Victor was able to confirm the correlation. Even then, Jessica stayed 
with him practically all day unless Victor needed something. Waiting on him was what she 
expected it to be. Annoying and frustrating. But she did it without anyone ever asking her too. 


Only an hour ago this morning, Victor had left for work. Jessica was still sleeping on the 
floor next to Kilgrave’s bed until she hears him growling to himself. 


When she sits up and sees the effort he was making just to stand, she sighs and gets up 
herself. Kilgrave had unhooked the heart monitor, but as Victor informed them, he had to take 
the virus meter and the IV with him wherever he went, because they couldn’t put the needles 
back in themselves. 


He was sitting up and using the IV as a pole to support him, but it was still taking him time 
to gather his strength. 


It was hard for Jessica to watch. “Need help?” She finally asks, already on her feet. 


His eyebrow raises and he smirks, always prideful. “I’ve got it. Unless, of course, you’d 
like to come to the bathroom with me?” 


She scoffs and rolls her eyes. Everything with him was sexual. At least that never changed. 
“Fine, do it yourself.” Her arms cross over her chest. 


Knowing that he had an audience now, he’s much quicker to his feet, masking the agony in 
his expression. When he leaves the room, he carefully drags the machine and IV at his side. 
Once he’s gone, Jessica rests her head in her hands and attempts to ignore her feeling about 
the situation, concentrating on getting through one minute, one task at a time. 


Upon reentering, he flops back down on the bed, evidently out of breath. His eyes close as 
he turns to make himself comfortable, trying not to audibly wheeze. 


Just as Victor had shown her and demonstrated multiple times, she silently stands over him 
and re-sticks the colored electrodes to the correct positions on his chest, that were connected 
to the heart monitor. 
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He smiles up at her and when she finishes, he lays his hand over hers and presses it down 
on his bare skin. “Thanks, darling.” 


She scowls at first. “Whatever, I’m just —” Her sentence is cut off when he leans up and 
kisses her on lips. 


He couldn’t stay sitting up for long, so it lasts a mere second before he was laying back 
again. Jessica loses her breath for a moment as she leans down to him. Her gaze fixes on his 
lips before she closes the space between them for a second time and her hands slide up, very 
gently cupping his cheeks. As her mouth opens to his, he purrs, not to tease her but to show 
his affection for her. Even as their tongues rub against each other, this wasn’t a kiss of lust, 
but almost of devotion and affinity. 


This wasn’t quick either. They stay there, locked in each other’s grasp for some time until 
they both have to pull away for air. Disconnecting, her lips close around his lower lip one last 
time before she stands up straight. 


In her mind, she excuses her behavior by telling herself that this was just him using his 
allowance, though it was definitely something deeper. 


Blush fills her cheeks as she turns her back to him, flustered. “I’m gonna... um... go get 
you some breakfast.” 


Dragging out of a daze, he blinks and his smile begins to return. “... I’m not hungry.” 


“You have to eat. We’ve been over this.” Getting the rhythm of herself again, she adds, 
“T’ll shove it down your throat if I have to.” 


Kilgrave laughs, giving in. “That’s my Jessica.” 


She bites her tongue as she leaves the room and makes her way to the kitchen. Coming 
back, she brings with her a plate of a few hard boiled eggs and some sausage that had been 
cooked yesterday. Dropping it in front of him along with a fork, she turns around once more. 
“T’ll be back to make sure you’ve eaten it all.” With that, she leaves the room to him. It was 
hard for her to sit next to him and watch him eat in silence without thinking pitifully. 


Despite Jessica so diligently taking care of him, there were often moments like this where 
she left him alone with his thoughts. 


Now, there was no doubt about it. Kilgrave was scared. Few would be able to admit being 
scared of death until they were on their deathbed just as he was. The unknown was so vast 
and grim. And if much of what he never believed in was true, he wouldn’t be going to 
heaven. The sense of heaven or hell was rubbish, along with any and all religion, but one 
couldn’t help but wonder so close to finding out. 


He knew that the boy’s latest invention wouldn’t be finished in enough time to stop the 
inevitable. His body was weaker than ever and he felt that if he moved too quickly, he’d break 
something. Every shift he made added to the lightheaded feeling and the tightness of his chest 
and abdomen made each breath torture. Nothing could save him. He was so used to 
controlling his own destiny that not being able to save his own life felt horribly ironic. What 
could he do but accept it and try to make amends with the only person on earth he cared 
about. 
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Jessica returns about thirty minutes later, pleased to find an empty plate. She takes it from 
him and sets it down on the nightstand, sitting in her chair across from the bed. 


It looked like she was about to send a text, but she doesn’t get the chance. 
“Jessica? Can I ask you something?” His tone is a tender whisper. 


Sliding her phone in her pocket, she nods and gives him her full attention. “Sure. What is 
it?” 


His eyes wander, avoiding hers, and his twists one of the electrodes cords between his 
fingers. “Will you forgive me... for everything you hate me for?” 


She’s aware of the rise in the tempo of his heartbeat as the monitor gives it away. Her own 
heart follows, thumping in her ears. She knew what this was. He was trying to repent before it 
was too late. Blinking a bit rapidly, she mutters, “I don’t know... I don’t know if I can forgive 
what you did to me...” 


He dejectedly nods in understanding. “I suppose that’s only fair.” 


She wasn’t done. “But... as I know you now... as my partner...” She has to pause before 
forcing the words out, “I can’t forgive what you did... but I forgive you.” 


Letting out a held breath, he lightly smiles up at her, feeling like a weight was just lifted 
off his chest. “Thank you...” 


“Don’t thank me.” She manages to smile back only for a second before the emotion in the 
room was becoming a little too much for her. Without an explanation, she stands and excuses 
herself to the door. “Try to get some more rest today, Kilgrave. I’ll be back again soon. Just... 
shout if you need me.” 


waEKEE TIT, DEATH DO US PART***** 


The sun had gone down and Victor would be coming home within the hour. In the time 
that had gone by, Kilgrave’s demeanor had subtly changed and it was evident that every 
breath felt like it could be his last. 


And so, this was it. Why drag this out for hours more than it needed to be? 


Jessica had returned to the chair opposite him, surprised when she hears him speak, as she 
thought he had been asleep. 


“Jessica...” His voice was extremely raw now and every time he opened his mouth, he 
sounded out of breath. “I don’t... I don’t feel great.” He laughs a little sadly, still giving a 
ridiculously charming smile despite his condition. 


Trying to be herself, she rolls her eyes and smirks back. “Yeah, I’m aware. But just a few 
more days and Victor will have figured it out.” Standing up, she starts to make her way 
toward the door and asks, “Are you hungry again yet? Victor brought home more patient food 
yesterday from the hospital —” 


“Jessica.” He mutters again, snatching her hand to stop her from leaving. Her teeth grind 
as she turns around to look him in the eye. His smile fades. “You and I both know I won’t last 
that long.” 
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“Shut up.” She growls, misplacing her emotions that were a bit on the fritz. “You’re gonna 
be fine. Stop whining.” 


When she tries to pull away, his grip of her hand tightens. “Jessica.” His voice is 
demanding this time but his eyes pool with sadness. This was all he had left. “I'd like to... I’d 
like to give you one last command that I hope you’! follow before I go.” 


“Kilgrave, don’t.” She growls once again. “You know what happens when you give 
commands. Stop trying to kill yourself, you’re not going to die.” 


“T just... I wanna hear you say it. Not under my control. Just once...” Ignoring her 
protests, his eyes continue to swell, though he refused to blink and let the tears fall. “Just... 


” 


Before he can get it out, she jumps in again. “Stop it! I’m serious, asshole. Don’. This is 
not how you die.” 


The words were already coming out of his mouth. “... tell me you love me...” 


As his voice rings out, another dose of the virus is plunged into his veins and the meter 
surges to the critical level and starts to siren. His heart rate spikes for a single second before 
the monitor flatlines, adding to the noise in the room. 


Jessica’s stomach drops and her eyes widen as her gaze turns from him, to the monitor, 
back to him. His hand falls limp and slowly slips out of hers, hitting the bed. His body now 
perfectly tranquil, stuck with his eyes still locked on her. The expression frozen on his face is 
hopeful, overpowering his fear of death, hoping that he would hear her say it. The wet tears 
finally roll down the sides of his face and are the last sign of movement from him. 


As she watches his tears fall, she slowly starts to smile, clouded with denial. “Okay... I 
love you.” She whispers as if it wasn’t too late. As if he wasn’t already gone. 


The circumstances around her don’t change. And when Kilgrave doesn’t say anything, she 
starts to lose it. 


“Kilgrave... I said it, okay? Now stop fucking around...” Her breathing becomes frantic as 
she reaches out and takes his hand again. He doesn’t grip her back. ‘I said it.” Searching for a 
sign that this wasn’t real, her eyes scour the room before finding their way back to him. “I 
love you... I love you, you stupid son-of-a-bitch. Now stop it!” 


Dropping his hand, her fists clench as they come down on his chest. She falls to her knees 
beside him. “Say it back! Answer me!” She was screaming now, her eyes stinging for a 
reason unbeknownst to her. 


There is no response. Just the screeching of machines around her. 


“T love you, okay?!” Her voice dies down into masked sobs and she hated herself for it. 
Laying her head down against him, she begins to whimper, over and over, her voice wounded 
and utterly broken, “I love you...” 


And maybe, just maybe, in her own Jessica Jones way, part of her was telling the truth. 
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Author’s note pt. 2: 


I had originally planned to make this into two completely separate chapters, but it felt cruel 
to spread it out like that. 


This fanfiction started in opposition to the writer’s decision to kill off Kilgrave at the end 
of season one. So how and why the fuck did we end up here? (You ask). Well, to keep this 
short, I will simply say; after this entire adventure, I truly believe there was no other way for 
Jessica to admit that even a part of her loved him. This was always the plan. From day one... 


I’M NOT CRYING, YOU’RE CRYING. 


Please stay tuned... I will post a much longer author’s note soon, and go over my ideas 
moving forward. The epilogue to wrap everything up will be out sometime next week, just 
before the author’s note. Also, I encourage you to send me any questions you have so I can 
answer them, Q&A style in my last note. PM or in your review if you are so inclined to leave 
one. 


I’m sorry? :’( 
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76. Epilogue: Not the Best Time 


Epilogue: Not the Best Time 
Day 164: 
Leaving Victor was probably the hardest part about leaving London. 


Jessica stayed with him a few days after Kilgrave’s death to help tie up some loose ends. 
Not just on what to do with the body, but with their friendship. 


It took a while to agree on the arrangements of how to dispose of him. Kilgrave wouldn’t 
be given the grand funeral that Jessica once mocked him about. It just wasn’t logistically 
possible. She wanted to weigh his body down with rocks and let him fall to the bottom of the 
Thames. But Victor would never go along with that. In the end, Kilgrave was handed over to 
the hospital under anonymous circumstances. From there, it was out of their hands. 


Only then did she call Trish and let her help make travel arrangements back to New York. 


The worst part about this whole ordeal was that Victor didn’t get anything that he 
deserved. The most innocent, warm-hearted person who had sacrificed so much for Jessica, 
now had to say goodbye to his only friend left alive. Even in her absence, he wasn’t reaching 
his true potential as his dream of being an independent doctor had been pushed farther away. 
It was a shit situation. 


Talking on the phone with Victor was much harder than having a conversation with him in 
person, but upon her departure, Jessica promised she was only a phone call away. They might 
as well be family in her eyes. 


Besides having to say goodbye, she wasn’t warmly greeted arriving back in the United 
States. Trish had prepared her for this, so it didn’t come as a surprise, but the police were 
waiting for her at the airport. Although she wasn’t officially under arrest, there were a lot of 
questions she left unanswered five months ago. 


The only lawyer good enough for the case, of course, was Jeri Hogarth. 


In protective custody, Jessica said nothing without Hogarth’s presence. That basically 
ensured that she would have to tell the bare minimum of her story which would allow her to 
walk away clean. 


And that’s exactly what she did. Nearly all she had to claim was that Kilgrave abducted 
her and took her out of the country, and lie in saying that she had escaped him and she knows 
nothing about where he was now. Nothing about Ruby, Victor, or Glitch ever came up. 


Waiting in custody, she had plenty of time to think. It felt wrong to talk about Kilgrave like 
this now. Had he abducted her? Sure. But she couldn’t even say one thing to defend him or 
mention all of the people he helped save. That should have at least been part of his story... 
But, it was either lie or explain a lot more than she wanted to. Still, there was this desperate, 
gaping hole in her life now. Whether she could repeat that she loved Kilgrave to herself or 
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not, she could admit that they made one hell of a team. Who was she supposed to constantly 
argue with now? Who was going to make suggestive remarks so she could roll her eyes?... 
Who was going to give her a reason to fight and to live? 


No one. 


From that point, all Hogarth had to do was remind the police that several of their officers 
opened fire on Jessica the night she was taken. 


Today, they were going to release her. Jessica was supposed to call Trish to get a ride to 
her place, but she didn’t bother. Certainly, she’s been enough of a burden on her best friend 
already. 


Wandering out of the police station, she manages to hail a cab and give Trish’s address. 


All week, she had been feeling a bit nauseous, and today was no different. She had chalked 
it up to the off-putting situation she was in. But as she sat in the backseat, the urge to vomit 
starts to build in the pit of her stomach. 


Breathing heavily through her nose, she clenches her jaw tight before muttering to the 
driver, “Pull over here. At this gas station.” 


The man forces out a breath as he turns into the station, clearly annoyed by the request. 


Quickly getting out of the car, she shouts at him, already running to make it in, “Wait here 
for me!” 


“Hey, the meter’s running, sweetheart!” He shouts back, receiving the finger from behind 
her back. 


On her way inside to the single stall bathroom, she passes through the ‘adult care’ section 
of the small aisles and stops in her tracks as one item catches her attention. Without paying 
for it first, she grabs one of the boxes off the shelf and rips it open as she bursts through the 
bathroom door. 


When she arrives at Trish’s building, she has a glazed look over her wide, confused eyes. 
One hand rests over her upset stomach as the other gently knocks on her sister’s door. 


From inside, news about New York’s spreading riots blares. The volume on the TV is 
turned down to a whisper, as Trish responds, “Coming, just a minute!” There’s a bit of 
scuffling as she evidently looks through the camera on her door. A muddled, ‘Oh my god,’ 
can be heard just before she swings it open. “Jess.” Immediately, she grabs her by the jacket 
and yanks her into a tight hug. 


“Hey.” Jessica softly smiles back, wrapping her arms around her. 


They had seen each other a few times when Jessica was with the police, but it was always 
very brief and they never had time alone. This would be the first time she would actually feel 
somewhat at home. 


“T told you to call me when they released you!” Trish snaps, but only out of love and 
concern. In response, she receives a disheveled shrug in her arms which causes her to sigh. 
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On her own terms, Trish finally decides to let go, leading to her inviting Jessica inside. 
“Please, come in. Sit down.” She closes and locks the door behind her and nods at the sofa. 


“Thanks...” Jessica mumbles, still feeling rather dazed. Her eyes shift to the floor and stay 
there. 


Like Trish did mostly every time they sat down to have a serious conversation, she pulls a 
bottle of scotch off her shelf. Not bothering to get glasses, she simply sets the entire bottle 
down in front of her. “Help yourself.” 


Almost instinctively, Jessica reaches for it, then freezes. Her hand drawns back and falls 
over her stomach again, clutching at her skin. “I can’t...” She whimpers slightly, talking more 
to herself than anyone else. 


This was beyond strange and Trish frowns as she takes the seat directly next to her. 
“Why?” 


“Nothing... I just...” She shakes her head, dropping the entire sentence. Silent tears 
suddenly begin to stream down her face, which felt entirely random for one of them. 


Trish’s heart breaks as she watches and puts her arms over Jessica’s shoulder, as 
comforting as she can be, knowing what her sister’s boundaries. “Forget it. Take your time... 
I know this is all a lot. You don’t have to tell me everything, not all right now anyway.” In 
spite of their arguments over the phone in the past months, and having been shut out for the 
most part, she was willing to be patient and understanding. 


But sat there, Jessica couldn’t stop thinking about if the news she just received softened 
Kilgrave’s death or made it worse... Maybe now was not the best time to tell Trish about her 
pregnancy. 


wae NOT THE BEST TIME***** 
Meanwhile... 
Now was the perfect time to take advantage of the hatred spreading among humans. 


“Master Zayden, sir. ODMA 7 in London has just picked up another casualty the anti- 
mutant mobs have left behind. We have already frozen the body, but there’s another corpse 
they brought back to HQ that they suspected to be a mutant as well. The autopsy has proven 
to be interesting. You might want to take a look.” 


“Do we have an ID and registration form?” 
“No, sir. Actually, he was taken to the lab, but he doesn’t have the X-gene.” 
“He’s not a mutant?” 


“No, sir. But he did appear to have powers. We aren’t sure yet, but he could prove to be 
very useful with the ability we think he possessed.” 


Zayden’s eyes light up. “Bring his body to me.” 


(Continue reading for end notes and answers about a sequel! :) 
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77. Purple Kisses End Notes 


Purple Kisses End Notes: 


And so, here we are my friends. 588 days from the moment I posted the 1st chapter. Here, 
in this VERY long author’s note, I’ll be answering any and all questions about the story that I 
have received along the way, and at the END, I’ll answer the begging questions about the 
sequel. I mean... sure, you could just skip to the bottom and read it, but where’s the fun 
suspense in that?! :D 


Q: Why did you kill Kilgrave? 

A: Well, as I said, it was the only way to get Jessica to admit that she at least partly loved 
him. I knew that writing a Kilgrave/Jessica ship fanfic was going to be tricky. I don’t condone 
rape or sexual assault, but this idea grew from the fact that I felt like the show missed an 
opportunity to flesh out Kilgrave’s character and have Jessica try to make him a hero. From 
that, and only that, I knew they could truly bond. So yes, before I even wrote the title down, I 
said to myself, “In my story, Jessica will make Kilgrave a hero. And as a result of him doing 
something heroic, he will die, and Jessica will admit she has feelings for him.” That’s what 
this was all about folks. Creating a narrative where it is possible for that to be true. I’ll admit, 
close to the end in the last ten chapters or so, I was second guessing this. I, just like all of you, 
wanted a happy ending for them. But alas, I didn’t budge. Of course, I take all the blame! Do 
I feel like the true villain of the story after killing off so many fantastic characters? Yep. But 
just like all good villains, I had my reasons! 


Q: Did Kilgrave hear Jessica tell him that she loved him before he passed? 
A: My guess is as good as yours. 
(Sub-question): How can you say that when YOU wrote it?! 


A: Okay, okay! Unfortunately, the sad truth is that he likely did not. I don’t want to spoil 
anything that could come in the future though! 


Q: If you had to pick one song, to sum up Purple Kisses, what would it be? 


A: Oooh boy. I don’t know that one song could do that. But “If I’m Being Honest” by 
Dodie does a good job. (You should listen to it!). The chorus sings: “Could you love this? / 
Will this one be right? / Well, if I’m being honest / I’m hoping it might. / Could you love this? 
/ Did you plan to fall? / Well, if I’m being honest / Oh, I bet it’s not that at all.” Interpreting 
these lyrics in terms of PK; Could Jessica love spending time with Kilgrave? Could they be 
right for each other? Honestly, we hope so. Did Jessica plan to fall in love with him or 
prepare herself in any way for the possibility? Not at all. 


Q: What did the early outline of the story look like? 
A: Hahaha very different! The first 8-ish chapters were outlined pretty much the same. Then, 
as it says in my early scrawled out notes; “KK becomes a functioning member of society — 
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but it doesn’t seem like JJ is any closer to him, KK becomes slightly depressed, in 
conversation he accidentally orders JJ to ‘love him’, JJ tries to have sex with him under that 
command, KK honorably stops her, in acknowledgment of that, JJ sleeps with him willingly, 
SEXUAL TENSION later on, KK gets injured doing something heroic, he dies in a hospital 
and JJ cries, she did love him, epilogue: reunite with Trish, PREGNANT!” So as you can see, 
the ending is pretty much the same but thank god that’s not how we got there Imao. Later 
ideas included one where Kilgrave finds out about Victor earlier, and it involves a love potion 
but I’m not going to embarrass myself and explain any further! 


Q: How did you come up Ruby? 

A: We already know that Ruby’s major story arch started off as a mistake, but her character 
was one I had written before for a completely different fandom (it’s not published so don’t 
bother looking for it). In my other fic, she was this super evil 18-year-old, who everyone 
feared. I won’t get into the world too much, but she had major influences in the crime and 
drug community. Everyone she knew either feared or worshipped her. But the thing about her 
was, she was super charming and beautiful and seductive and could basically get anyone to 
like her if she wanted to. The Ruby we know is a bit less charming and likable (LOL) but still 
has that evil seductiveness to her. 


Q: What made you write Victor with a stutter? 
A: If you were really paying attention, you’ll notice that the first time we see Victor, his 
stutter is not consistent with the rest of the story. (Why am I telling you this?! I should just go 
back and fix it). Anyway, that’s because originally, I was only going to have him stutter when 
he was nervous. But upon writing him more and realizing he was going to be a major 
character, I think the stutter was a nice touch to round out this autistic genius. Despite the 
ending, I do love him! 


Q: How did you come up with Glitch and that whole story? 
A: Ah yes, the millionaire, deaf, gay, mutant genius who is responsible for the events leading 
up to Kilgrave’s death? Strap in folks. It all started just after I killed off Ruby. I knew that 
Jessica and Kilgrave had to become heroes together, but I felt very directionless. Notice at the 
end of ch42 in my note, I point out that it’s been a ‘hectic week’. I mean, in terms of lack of 
motivation, yes. I just didn’t feel like writing because I had no idea where I was going. I 
turned to Deyo and told him that I needed one central villain to focus on and connect a string 
of crimes to. Deyo stopped writing with me a few months back, but he still deserves a lot of 
credit for coming up with the idea of Glitch with me. It took weeks of brainstorming. I knew I 
wanted him to be a large scale evil since Ruby was small scale and I wanted him to have 
powers. We went through a list of abilities and knew that the power of duplication could be 
interesting to play with. (I instantly thought of calling him Glitch after that). But duplicating 
what? Deyo told me about a story of an obsessive person who was holding someone in his 
basement and that’s how it started. In the next few days, I realized how epic it would be if 
Glitch was kidnapping and replacing people to live in his version of Utopia. It was originally 
going to be anyone and everyone, but as I came up with his back story, that changed. It was 
Deyo’s idea to make him deaf, which would make him immune to Kilgrave and that much 
trickier to take down. It was also Deyo’s idea to make him gay! Just for fun, I think haha, but 
I ran with it and I loved it. Let’s take a trip down memory lane to ch45 at the very end. They 
are listening over the scanners and they hear about a woman who thinks an alien replaced her 
husband. They live on Earlham Street. Where does that street name appear again? Oh right, 


976 


the beginning of ch53 when they go to talk to her! Yessss I had it all figured out that early. I 
feel clever ;) 


Q: Out of your four main original characters (Ruby, Victor, Elijah, KC), which is 
your favorite? 


A: Oh, no no no! You can’t make me choose between my children! 
Q: Do your own characters ever surprise you? 


A: Oh absolutely! All the time! The best, most infamous example is Ruby. We get a little 
taste of her in ch13, but her return in ch16 did not turn out as I expected it to be. I created her, 
and she still confuses me. It turns her on to be controlled and watch other people be 
controlled by Kilgrave, but she still tells him what to do? Damn, I love that bitch! Besides 
her, there are other times when I have a plotline planned in my head, but when I get there, it 
doesn’t feel like it’s working. That happens because I start to discover the heart of characters 
more, and some things I originally planned for them don’t end up fitting who they are. 


Q: What were your favorite scenes to write? 


A: Not to be repetitive, but I highlight some of my favorite moments in my notes at the 
end of ch50. But I have to say that ch34, writing all of Jessica’s thoughts out as she fights her 
libido and her plan to snap Kilgrave’s neck will always be one of the most fun to me! Besides 
that, there are some scenes that I think of early, and then I have to patiently wait to write. 
Ch38 being a great example when Jessica kinda loses her shit. To go on, moments that I adore 
that aren’t really loved, are the times Jessica and Kilgrave are just standing in a room arguing. 
They both always have good points and sometimes I don’t even know who is going to win the 
argument until I get there. Then, of course, the sex scenes... that sums it up. 


Q: When you’re writing an emotionally draining scene, how do you get in the mood? 


A: Oh, I don’t need to ever ‘get in the mood’ for something like that. When I’m writing 
anything, with any character, I am that character. I hear their inner voice and I understand 
why they are doing and saying exactly what they are. The versions of Jessica and Kilgrave I 
made and all my OC’s are an extension of me! So when I write a sad scene or one where a 
character is crying, I almost always cry with them. I can guarantee every one of you that I 
have cried for the characters in this story more than you have lmao. I cried with Ruby when 
she died. I cried with KC and Elijah when they died. I most certainly cried with Jessica when 
Kilgrave died. And so many other scenes when people are crying. Sometimes even, I cry first 
lol. Meaning that as I’m running dialogue through my head, I start to tear up, which in turn, 
causes me to write someone in the scene crying... don’t judge me :’D 


Q: Do you have any suggestions/advice for aspiring writers or people who get stuck? 


A: I mean, I’m certainly not a professional writer haha. And although I have poured my 
heart and soul into this story and I’m extremely proud of it, it’s not like a published book or 
something. But if you want advice from me anyway? It’s really just about your level of 
dedication and your willingness to put a shit ton of time and effort into a project, even when 
you’re tired. I think it also helps to have someone to bounce ideas off of. Deyo helped and 
joined my team around ch34 and left around ch67. I was doing fine on my own, and I finished 
fine on my own, but having someone around to help create characters and tell you when 
you’re being too ambitious is really helpful as well. I think I had some really terrible ideas 
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that he thankfully stopped me from writing, haha. Also, the soul of your story is for you, and 
you alone to determine. Deyo and I had plenty of conflicting ideas, but when it came down to 
it, I had the last say. Same with when I made decisions that weren’t really popular. A story is 
not a story without conflicting emotions. You can’t make everyone reading happy. And if 
your characters are happy all the time, you’re doing something wrong. Remember that when 
you’re writing. And in the end, all you can do is give it your best shot! 


Q: How do you respond to negative feedback? 


A: I guess it depends. Negative anything is usually hard for me with my various mental 
illnesses already attacking me heh. So if someone comes in swinging in all caps, saying that 
everything I’ve written is bullshit? Yeah, it sucks, because I work my ass off to write this. But 
at the same time, fuck the haters lol. There are other types of negative feedback too. Just 
people who disagree with something I’ve written. And as long as they express that in a 
reasonable way, I respect that. Like I said in the last question, I can’t make everyone happy. 
That’s just life and it happens to especially apply to writing. Usually, I’ll try to reach out to 
them and address their complaint, or in rare cases, I offer them a job as my beta haha. Just to 
show that I welcome diverse ideas, you know? 


Q: Where did you get your pen name? 


A: Vale Luna is Latin for ‘Goodbye Moon’. While I consider myself an all-around writer, 
poetry was my first love. I was given the challenge of writing a poem with another language 
in it. I’ve always had a fascination with the moon and I’ve written numerous poems about it 
before. Plus, the word/name ‘Luna’ is so beautiful to me. So ‘Vale Luna’ is the line I chose to 
repeat, just because it sounds nice to me. I started writing under that name a few months 
before I posted the first chapter of this story. Now, it’s the only way I identify myself as a 
writer. I have nothing against my real name or people knowing it, but this is much cooler in 
my opinion. 


#aEKEE SEQUEL DISCUSSION***** 
Q: Will there be a sequel? 

A:... Yes, most likely. 

Q: What will the sequel be about? 


A: As you might have noticed in the last couple of chapters and the epilogue, riots have 
come up more than once or twice. A ripple effect from the collapse of Glitch’s empire has 
occurred and mutant-hate is spreading like wildfire. Though Jessica is not a mutant, she has to 
be careful in the way she raises the newest member of her family in the rapidly changing 
world. 


Q: Will Kilgrave come back to life?! 


A: Without directly answering this question and giving anything away, I’ll say this: in my 
opinion, to be able to write a good Jessica Jones fanfiction, Kilgrave has to be in it. So, to be 
as vague as possible, Kilgrave will still be a main character. (None of that one-shot 
appearance tease bullshit they did in season 2). 


Q: When can we expect you to publish next? 
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A: When? No idea. Could be a week from today. Could be a year. Here’s a disclaimer; I 
have not thought through this sequel as thoroughly as I did with this story. Meaning I have no 
clue how or if it will end. And as you read a few questions up, I don’t work well when I feel 
‘directionless’. However, I have a few solid ideas for the first couple of chapters, and I have a 
feeling that reviewers’ input will help me shape a story arch as I go along. So, we’ll see. 


Q: Where can we expect you to publish next? 


A: For this, there are only two options. I could create another story and just put up that it’s 
a sequel to this or I could chain it onto the end of this one. Hmm... I’m currently deciding 
this. If I do end up creating a new story and not chaining it on this one, I’ll post another note 
to let everyone know it’s up! (I’m thinking I agree with Alexxis T. Swan). We’ll see! Either 
way, you’ll know! 


As I said, it’s a mystery when I will post again. But another disclaimer; there will be no 
rhythm to when I post chapters following this. For about a year, I posted a chapter a week. 
I’m exhausted, so I’m setting no such standard this time. If I happen to post a chapter a week 
a few times in a row, it cannot be assumed as regular. Think of it as an elderly couple thinks 
about sex! When it happens, it’s a delightful surprise, but no one is expecting it :’D 


Anyway, whether we meet again next week or next year, I have loved our time together. 
You, as a group of readers, have been my lifeblood for a year and a half and I am so grateful 
to have such a passionate, caring audience. Thanks for the reviews, thanks for the messages, 
thanks for the memories (okay, I feel I’m being awfully dramatic now lol). 


Until next time! 
With love, 


Vale Luna 
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78. SEQUEL IS UP 


Author’s note: 
I’m only here to tell you that the sequel Purple Roses is now up and running! 


I decided to post separately after all because I want Purple Kisses to have its own life and 
live out its glory as a ‘complete’ story. 


The first chapter is posted, check it out! ;) 
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